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THE LETTERS 

OF 

HOKACE WALPOLE 

2612. To THB COUNTBSS OF TJPPBB OSSOBY. 

Stnwbeny Hill, June 14, 1787. 

Though your Ladyship gave me law (a very proper 
synonym for delay), I should have answered your letter 
incontinently, but I haye had what is called a Uight in one 
of my eyes, and for some days was forced to lie fkllow, 
neither reading nor writing a line ; which is a little un- 
comfortable when quite alone. I do begin to creep about 
my house, but haye not recoyered my feet enough to com- 
pass the whole circuit of my garden. Monday last was 
pleasant, and Tuesday yery warm ; but we are relapsed into 
our east windhood, which has reigned eyer since I haye 
been here for this green wifUer, which, I presume, is the 
hi^est title due to this season, which in southern climes 
is poaitiye summer, a name imported by our trayellers, with 
grapes, peaches, and tuberoses; but, as we cannot build 
hothouses for our whole latitude, our summers seldom come 
to maturity. Howeyer, most of my senses haye enjoyed 
themselyes — ^my sight with yerdure, my smell by millions 
of honeysuckles, my hearing by nightingales, and my feeling 
with good fires : tolerable luxury for an old cayaUer in the 

north of Europe I P^m^mP'fLg^ ''^'^■^ifi ^UfJL.^^ T^,t^i*) 
or she would not trayel half round the arctic cirde ; unless 
she means to conquer the Turks, and transfer the seat of 

f . WAtVOUL XJV 3 



2 To the Countess of Upper Ossory [i787 

her empire to Constantinople, like its founder. The ghost 
of Irene ^ will be mighty glad to see her there, though a little 
auxfxui^i that the Grand Duke, her son, is still alive. I hear 
she has carried her grandchildren with her as hostages, or she 
might be dethroned, and not hear of it for three months. 

The Duke and Duchess of Buccleuch, they say, came 
through Holland, and going to visit a chief burgher, found 
cannon planted before his door, and did not stay to leave 
a card '. How Lord G^rge Gordon must long to be there 
and bum a street or two I 

Most of Mr. Cunningham's anecdotes, to be sure, are not 
new at present, Madam, but they would have been so twenty 
years ago, and at least confirm much of what has come out 
recently. Some» I doubt, have been castrated; indeed, I 
have heard so — nay, am sure ; for in one paragraph a siege 
or town is mentioned, and refers to the preceding paragraph, 
in which not a syllable of it is said : clumsy enough. 

I am very tax from tired. Madam, of encomiums on the 
performance at Bichmond House', but I by no means 
agree with the criticism on it that you quote, and which, 
I conclude, was written by some player from envy. Who 
should act genteel comedy perfectly, but people of fashion 
that have sense? Actors and actresses can only guess at 
the tone of high life, and cannot be inspired with it. Why 
are there so few genteel comedies, but because most comedies 
are written by men not of that sphere? Etheroge, Con- 
greve, Vanbrugh, and Cibber wrote genteel comedy, because 
they lived in the best company ; and Mrs. Oldfield played 
it so well, because she not only followed, but often set, the 

Lnm S612. — ^ Irene, Emprea Stedtholder, and to declare his office 

of Oonataatinople,whom797caiiaed not hareditaiy in the home of 

the eyes of her son Gonstantine to be Orange, 

put oat. * Murphy's comedy J%§ Way io 

* Holland was in a state of tumult, JT^^JTimwasperformedatBiohmond 

owing to the endeavours of the so- House by amateurs on April 20, 

ealled patdotio par^ to depose the 17S7. 
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fashion. Genend Bargoyne has written the beet modem 
comedy for the same reason ; and Hiss Farien is aa excel- 
lent as Mrs. Oldfield, because she has liyed with the best 
style of men in England : whereas lbs. Abington can never 
go beyond Lady Teaile^ which is a seecmd-rate cfaancter, 
and that rank of women are always aping women of fimhion, 
without arriving at the styla Farquhar's plays talk the 
language of a marching regiment in country quarters; 
Wycherley, Dryden, Mr& Gcmtlivre, Ac, wrote as if they 
had only lived in the Boee Tavern; but then the court 
lived in Druiy Lane too, and I^idy Dorchester and Nell Owyn 
were equally good company. The Bichmond Theatre, I 
imaginft, vrill take root. I supped vrith the Duke at 
Mrs. Darner's the night b^re I left London, and they 
were talking of improTements on the loedlj as the French 
would say. 

Aproi>o% Mrs. Damer has given me her eagle^ which 
I call Vie tpotU ekJU of my antique one, it is in such a paa- 
sion* I hope your Lads^ship vrill approve of the motto 
I design for it Do you remember the statue at Milan, 
with this legend: — 

Nan me PraxUdes, sed Marem fmoM Agrati ? 

Mine is to be this pentameter: — 

Nan me PraxUdee fmx^ ai Anna Damer. 

I left Lady Waldegrave in town, not quite well, though 
I never saw her better than when she arrived ; and her 
complaints, I belieye, are merely the consequence of her 
situation. I asked her little girl whether she had a Walde* 
grave or a Walpole temper, but in more intelligible 

« >The fldihig eagle, modeOad in ofl^ md Mn. Damer law it in that 
iemFootte, tbe aiae of life. Tikis momentmy race, which afae remem- 






bird was taken in Lord Melboom'a bered, and has ezeeated exactly.' 
park a* Brocket HaU, and in taking 2k9efipti<m €f Strawberry HUL 
it one of Hie wingf was abaMt ant 
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phrase to her, a gentle or a violent one? She replied, 
*A middling one/ 

Friday night, 16th. 

To-day has contradicted all I wrote last night The 
Cadogans and Churchills have dined with me, and the south 
wind came to meet them, and we drank tea out of doors, 
and sat there till half an hour after eight, Strawberry never 
looking in greater beauty. Mr. Trevis, the Jew, came with 
thenii of whom Lord Cadogan is as fond as the Prince. 
Lord Hertford is to give his Boyal Highness a ball on 
Monday, to which I am asked ; but I have sent my excuse, 
as dancing and the next reign are not in unison with 
seventy and limping. Lady Pembroke is to bring the 
Princess Lubomiraki hither to-morrow to bieakCMt, which 
I cannot avoid ; but I will not begin the chapter of griev- 
ances on the people that come to see my house. I should 
be as tiresome to your Ladyship as they are to me ; yet you 
do deserve a little chastisement. What a string of lofty 
words have you applied to a poor old creature who never 
was entitled to one of them I Honour I value ! admiration I 
•^for what? of what? — mercy on me I I look into my 
heart, I look into my head, and find nothing in either that 
does not make me blush, and reject, thoroughly morti- 
fied, such unmerited compliments. Honour and value 
Mr. Howard, Madam ; admire Mr. Sheridan ; but scatter 
no flowers on a skeleton who is hasting to the land of 
oblivion, and may be well content if his faults accompany 
him thither! 

2618. To Miss Hannah Mobs. 

strawberry HUl, June 16, 1787. 

In your note, on going out of town, you desired me to 
remember you ; but as I do not like the mere servile merit 
of obedience, I took time, my dear Madam, to try to f 6rget 
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you ; and, having failed aa to my wish, I have the free-bom 
pleasure of thinking of you in spite of my teeth, and without 
any regard to your injunction. No queen upon earth, as 
fond as royal persons are of their prerogative^ but would 
prefer being loved for herself rather than for her power ; 
and I hope you have not more majesty 

Than a whole race of queens. 

Perhaps the spirit of your command did not mean that 
I should give you such manual proof of my remembrance ; 
and you may not know what to make of a subject who 
avows a mutinous spirit^ and at the same time exceeds the 
measure of his duty. It is, I own, a kind of Irish loyalty ; 
and, to keep up the Irish character, I will confess that 
I noTor was disposed to be so loyal to any sovereign that 
was not a subject. 

If you collect from all this ffdUmatias that I am cordially 
your humble servant, I shall be content The Irish have 
the best hearts in the three kingdoms, and they never 
blunder more than when they attempt to express their zeal 
and afiFection : the reason, I suppose, is, that cool sense 
never thinks of attempting impossibilities; but a warm 
heart feels itself ready to do more than is possible for those 
it lovea I am sure our poor friend in darges Street^ would 
subscribe to this last sentence. What English heart ever 
excelled hers? I should almost have said equalled, if I were 
not writing to one that rivals her. 

The last time I saw her before I left London, Miss Burney 
passed the evening there, looking quite recovered and well, 
and so cheerfril and agreeable^ that the court seems only to 
have improved the ease of her manner, instead of stamping 
more reserve on it, as I feared : but what alight graces it 
can give will not compensate to us and the world for the 

LsTm i6ia«^ Mn. VeMy. 
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loss of her company and her writings— not but that some 
yotmg ladies who can write can stifle their talent as much 
as if they were under lock and key in the royal library. 
I do not see but a coUage is as pernicious to genius as the 
Queen's waiting-room. Why should one remember people 
that forget themselyes? Oh, I am sorry I used that 
expression, as it is commonly applied to such self-oblivion 

as Mrs. ; and light and darkness are not more opposite 

than the forgetfulness to which I alluded, and hers. The 
fonner foigetfulness can forget its own powers and the 
injuries of others ; the latter can forget its own defects, and 
the obligations and services it has received. How poor is 
that language which has not distinct terms for modesty and 
virtue, and for excess of vanity and ingratitude I The 
Arabic tongue, I suppose, has specific words for all the 
shades of oblivion, which, you see, has its extremes. I think 
I have heard that there are some score of different terms for 
a lion in Arabic, each expressive of a different quality ; and 
consequently its generosity and its appetite for blood are 
not confounded in one general word. But if an Arabian 
vocabulary were as numerous in proportion for all the 
qualities that can enter into a human composition, it would 
be more difficult to be learned therein, than to master aU 
the characters of the Chinese. 

Tou did me the honour of asking me for my Casfle of 
OtrofUOf for your library at Cowslip Green *• Hay I, as 
a printer, rather than as an author, beg leave to furnish 
part of a shelf there? and as I must fetch some of the 
books from Strawberry Hill, will you wait till I can send 
them all together? And will you be so good as to tell me 
whither I shall send them, or how direct and convey them 
to you at Bristol ? I shall have a satisfaction in thinking 
that they will remain in your rising cottage (in which, I hope, 

* A oottage built by Himnnh More near WriDgton in Somenetshire. 
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you will enjoy a long series of happy hours) ; and that they 
will sometimes, when they and I shall be forgotten in other 
plaoes, recall to Miss More's memory 

Her yeiy sincere humble servant, 

H. Walpolk. 



2614. To THB Hon. Hbnby Setuoub Cokwat. 

strawberry Hill, Jane 17, 1787. 

I HAYB very little to tell you since we met but disappoint- 
ments, and those of no great consequence. On Friday night 
Lady P^nbroke wrote to me that Princess Lubomirski was 
to dine with her the next day, and desired to come inthe 
morning to see Strawberry. Well, my castle put on its 
robes, breakfast was prepared, and I shoTsd another com- 
pany out of the house, who had a ticket for seeing it The 
sun shone, my hay was cocked, we looked divinely ; and at 
half an hour after two, nobody came but a servant from 
Lady Pembroke, to say her Polish altitude had sent her 
word she had another engagement in town that would keep 
her too late. So Lady Pembroke's dinner was addled ; and 
we had nothing to do, but^ like good Christians, if we chose 
it, to compel everybody on the road, whether they chose it 
or not, to come in and eat our soup and biscuits. Methinks 
this liberum veto^ was rather impertinent^ and I begin to 
think that the partition of Poland was very right. 

Your brother has sent me a card for a ball on Monday, 
but I haye excused myself. I have not yet compassed the 
whole circuit of my own garden, and I have had an inflam- 
mation in one of my eyes, and don't think I look as well as 
my house and my yerdure; and had rather see my hay- 
cocks than the Duchess of Polignao and Madame Lubo- 

Lrtbb 9614. — 1 A reference to the abled to annul, by his Uberum veto, 
ciutom whereby a single dissentient the decisions of the whole body, 
member of the Polish Diet was en« 
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mirski The Way to iTeap Him* had the way to get me, and 
I could crawl to it, because I had an inclination ; but I have 
a great command of myself when I have no mind to do 
/ 1 anything. Lady Constant' was worth an hundred acs and 
irskis. Let me hear of you when you have nothing else 
to do ; though I suppose you have as little to tell as you 
see I had. 



2615, To THE Countess op Uppeb Ossoby. 

strawberry Hill, June 28, 1787. 

I BEG your Ladyship to forgive my asking you what will 
sound like an impertinent question: it is, whether you 
received an answer from me dated the 16th, to one I had 
the honour of receiving from you a day or two before ? My 
reason for asking it is, that a letter I wrote on business by 
the same post did actually miscarry, and has given me some 
trouble. We have no posthouse at Twickenham, but a 
boy from Isleworth fetches them, and I suppose sometimes 
twists them to the tail of a paper-kite. If he made that use 
of my last to your Ladyship, perhaps you will have thought 
that as you gave me holidays, and told me I need not write 
soon, I have been flying a kite too ; but my second child- 
hood does not enable me to gambol ; and if it did, you are 
one of the last persons from whom I would play truant 

I have been sending some layers of dove-camations to 
Lady Ravensworth, for which Lady Euston wrote to me. 
I had not so many as I wished, the severe weather of last 
year having killed most of mine ; and my gardener is so 
bad, that he does not restock me soon. I offered him an 
annuity some years ago if he would leave me ; but he desired 

s The first oome^y repreiented at ' MiaBCampbeU, General Ckinway's 
the theatre in Bichmond House, nieoe, who had acted that part in 
WalpoU» the play at Biohmond Honsa 
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to be excused, as it was not so good as his place, and he knew 
nobody else would take him ; so I have been forced to keep j ^ 
him, because nobody else will. ' 

As this is only a codicil to the letter I doubt you never 
receiyedi Madam, it shall not be longer. 



2616. To THB Hon. Mbs. Boyle WADSiKaHAM. 

strawberry Hill, July 26, 1787. 

Hb. Walpolb was much mortified on his return from 
London at finding the great and flattering entertainment 
Mrs. Walsingham had been so good as to offer him — 
charmed he is sure he should have been, for does he not 
know Miss Boyle's genius ? He would have attempted to 
forestall the lark and the carpenter yesterday morning, but 
most unfortunately the Princess Lubomirski had engaged 
to breakfast with him, and instead of seeing a light he was 
forced to show one I and Mrs. Walsingham may think what 
she wiU, but if she and Miss Boyle make Boyle Farm so 
delightful, as they are capable of doing, they will live to 
ri^)eiit it. The wise men will come from the east, and all 
the foolish men and women in Europe, to yisit it, and 
Miss Boyle will haye made a pugpei-shaw, that for once she 
did not intend. It cannot be wonderful that I complain of 
such visitation when it has cost me so dear to-day I but 
I trust that Mrs. Walsingham's own impatience to see her 
charming chinmey-piece^ again and again will soon aid 
Mr. Walpole and make him amends for yesterday's vexation. 

LvTTBB S)616. — Not in C. ; now great-s;rand-daiighter of Htb. Boyle 
first printed (original in poMcorion Walnngham). 
of the Hon. Htb. J. B. Swinton, ^ See the foUowing letter. 



10 



To the Earl of Strafford 



[l787 



2617. To THE Eael of Stbaffobd. 

strawberry Hill, July 28, 1787. 

Saint Swithin is no friend to oorrespondenoe, my dear 
Lord. There is not only a great sameness in his own pro- 
ceedings, but he makes everybody else dull — I mean in the 
country, where one frets at its raining every day and all 
day. In town he is no more minded than the proclamation 
against vice and immorality ^ Still, though he has all the 
honours of the quaraniainej I believe it often rained for 
forty days long before St. Swithin was bom, if ever bom he 
was ; and the proverb was coined and put under his patron- 
age, because people observed that it frequently does rain for 
forty days together at this season. I remember Lady Suffolk 
telling me that Lord Dysart's great meadow' had never 
been mowed but once in forty years without rain. I said, 
'All that that proved was that rain was good for hay,' as 
I am persuaded the climate of a country and its productions 
are suited to each other. Nay, rain is good for haymakers 
too, who get more employment the oftener the hay is made 
over again. I do not know who is the saint that presides 
over thunder ; but he has made an unusual quantity in this 
chill summer, and done a great deal of serious mischief 
though not a fiftieth part of what Lord George Gk>rdon did 
seven years ago, and happily he is fled'. 

Our little part of the world has been quiet as usual. The 



Lvrnx 2617. — ^ A Proolamation 
jssaed on June 1, 1787 * for the en- 
oonntgement of piety and Tirtne, 
and for preTenting and pnniflhmg 
of vice, profaneness, and immor- 
aUty.' 

• At Ham. 

* Lord Qeorge Gordon was twice 
tried for libel in June 1787; fLrat, 
for some oommenta on BriUih justice 



in a paper written by him (which 
purported to be an addrea to him- 
self f^om prisoners in Newgate); 
second, for remarks on Queen Marie 
Antoinette published in the PiM4e 
Adveriimr. Lord G-eorge was found 
guilty on both occasions. He retired 
to Holland, but was soon sent back 
by the Dutch magistrates. 
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Duke of Queensbeny has giyen a sumptuous dinner to the 
Princesse de Iiaml>alle--e^ wOd UmL I never saw her, not 
even in France. I have no particular penchant for sterling 
princes and princesses, much less for those of French plate. 
The only entertaining thing I can tell your Lordship 
from our district is that old Madam French, who liyes 
close by the bridge at Hampton Courts where, between her 
and the Thames, she has nothing but one grass-plot of the 
width of her house, has paved that whole plot with black 
and white marble in diamonds, exactly like the floor of a 
church ; and this curious metamorphosis of a garden into 
a pavement has cost her three hundred and forty pounds :— 
a taipaulin she might have had for some shillings, which 
would have looked as well, and might easily have been 
removed. To be sure, this exploit, and Lord Dudley's 
obelisk hehw a hedge, with his canal at right angles with the 
Thames, and a sham bridge no broader than that of a violin, 
and pardUd to the river ^, are not preferable to the monsters 
in dipt yews of our ancestors ; 

Bad taste ea^Milas JurcAj iamen tisque recurret 

On the contrary, Mrs. Walsingham is making her house at 
Ditton (now baptized Boyle Farm) very orthodox. Her 
daughter Miss Boyle', who has real genius, has carved three 
tablets in marble with boys, designed by herself. Those 
sculptures are for a chimney-piece; and she is painting 
panels in grotesque for the library, with pilasters of glass 
in black and gold. Miss Crewe ^ who has taste too, has 
decorated a room for her mother's house at Richmond, which 

4 AU these oircnmstanoeB actually * Emma, only daughter of John 

asSsted till within these five yeaxa, Orewe 1^ Franoee, daughter of 

at the villa of the late Viaooant Folke GreTille. Miai Orewe married 

Dndley and Ward at Teddington. (in 1800) FosterOnnliffeOfaey, eldest 

WalpoU, aon of Sir Foster Oonliffe, third 

' Sinoe married to Iiord Henry Baronet. 
Fitigerald. WdlpoU, 
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was Lady Margaret Compton's, in a very pretty manner« 
How much more amiable the old women of the next age 
will be, than most of those we remember, who used to 
tumble at once from gallantry to devout scandal and cards I 
and revenge on the young of their own sex the desertion of 
ours. Now they are ingenious, they will not want amuse- 
ment. Adieu, my dear Lord I 
I am most gratefully 

Your Lordship's very faithful humble servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 



2618. To John Pinkebton. 

DSAB Sib, Strawbeny HUl, Aug. 29, 1787. 

Some time ago you said you would be so kind as to give 
me a list of the writings of Lord Elibank. I have a mind 
to complete my account of Bioyoi and NoUe Authors^ for 
which I have amassed a great number of additions, both, of 
works and omitted writers. I shall therefore be much 
obliged to you, if, without interrupting your own much 
more valuable writings, you can favour me with that list 

All I know of Lord Elibank's publications are the fol- 
lowing : — 

1. Inquiry into the Oriffin and Consequence of the PiMic 
Data. 

2. Thoughts on Monejf, Circulation^ and Paper Currency. 
Edinb. 1758. 

3. A pamphlet on the Scottish peerage, 1771. I do not 
know the title. 

I have a very imperfect memorandum, made long ago, 
and which being only written with a pencil, is almost 
effaced, so that all that remains legible are these words, 
'Lord Lyttelton's Correspondents, Lord Elibank's answer 
to .* 
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I recollect that it alluded to some remarkable anecdote ; 
but my memory grows superannuated, and I cannot recover 
it. Have you any idea ? 

I do not even know Lord Elibank's christian name, was 
it Patrick ? 

In 1 778 I cut out of a newspaper almost a whole column, 
containing an account of the death and character of Patrick 
Lord Elibank ; and as he is there described as a very aged 
man, I conclude it was the Lord I remember, who married 
the widow of Lord North and Orey, and was brother of Mr. 
Alexander Murray, imprisoned by the House of Commons. 

When I have the pleasure of seeing you here (which 
I hope will be in about a fortnight^ when I shall be free 
from all engagements), I will, if you care to see it, trouble 
you with a sight of my intended supplement^ to which, 
perhaps, you can contribute some additions, as I think you 
told me. I am in no haste^ for I only intend to leave it 
behind me, and have actually put all the materials in order, 
except the article of Lord Elibank. I do not pretend to 
show you anything worthy of your curiosity, for nothing is 
more trifling than my writings ; but I am glad to lay you 
under a sort of debt of communication, in which I am sure 
of being greatly overpaid. 

I oan tell you what is truly curious : I have a list (over 
and above those whom I shall mention, being dead) of 
at least thirty living authors and authoresses. Would not 
one think this a literary age? As perhaps you was not 
aware of what a mass of genius the House of Lords is pos> 
seesed, I ought rather to say the peerage, of the three 
kingdoms, and, of all, except two of the ladies (who 
are five), the works are in print, I will show you the 
catalogue ; nay, you shall have a copy, if you please, lest 
so many illustrious names should be lost, when I, their 
painful chronicler, am not alive to record them. Nor is 
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there an atom of yanity in that ezpxesBion. Books of 
peerage are like the precious spioes that embalm corpses, 
and preserve the dead for ages. 

Adieu, dear Sir, 

Tours most sincerely, 

Hob. Walpole. 

2619. To Eabl Habooubt. 

Strawberry Hill, Sept 1, 1787. 

I HATS just received the honour of your Lordship's letter, 
with the enclosed apology of Lady Gtoorge Anne Belle Amie \ 
which I return, and which your Lordship charitably only calls 
dbmrd, Tou will preserve it, I hope, not merely as a cheifi 
d^oeuvref but as a proof that you have been enrolled in the 
new Acad6mU de heOes^dtres vrithout your knowledge. 

You are pleased, my Lord, to ask my advice how to avoid 
that honour. I wish I knew, being condemned to the same 
distinction I The only probable way, I think, may be, by 
not answering the letter, and then the foundress may 
punish 3rou by expulsion. I cannot promise that my 
nostrum will answer. I have dropped her correepondence 
for still ^WYioer reasons, and yet she heaps coals of fire on my 
head. Indeed I do not see how your Lordship can answer 
her without resenting the freedom she takes so very impro- 
perly with Lady Harcourt 

For my part, I must submit, if she diooses to make me 
ridiculous. I have been so foolish as to be an author (of 
which I most heartily repent). It is not only exposing 
oneself but giving others an opportunity to expose one ; and 
therefore, being already one of that general set of fools, it 
matters little if I am ranged in any particular class. I 

lanram S619. — ^ The foUowing re- while at the oourt of the U&rgr»Te of 

BUtfks refer to Lady Craven, and to Anspaoh. Walpole had been anzioiis 

a aooiety for the encouragement of to avoid correiiKniding with her. 
arte and adencee founded hy her 
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Bcniclied my name out of the Society of Antiquaries, and 
what was I the better? Lord Buchan chose me into his 
congregation of wiseacres at Edinburgh I — nay, I have been 
called names ; I have been styled in magazines cm ingenious 
and learned auOior I now I am to be a Fellow of an Academy 
in Qermany. I wish I do not liye to be member of a 
Beefsteak dub in Bosemary Lane I — but these are idle dis* 
tresses : it is yery seriously that I am ashamed of the real 
honours that your Lordship has showered upon me, and of 
which I am so very unworthy. I wish I could command 
any words that would distinguish real from affected modesty ; 
yety when I am seventy years of age, surely I may be be- 
lieved to speak truth. I have spoken too much in my life, 
and would not willingly, when I am dropping to earth, assume 
a new character. Sincerely, my Lord, I blush to come to 
Nundiam, to behold compliments to myself, — nay, should 
prefer the most palpable grimace of modesty, to impudent 
vanity ; still I feel that it would wear the air of impertinent 
ingratitude, if I refused to obey your Lordship's commands. 
I shall go to Park Place soon, and will thence send over 
to know whether my visit would be inconvenient^ and yet, 
if there is veracity in man, I do heartily wish the circum- 
stances of the frieae were effaced. I am happy that the 
tapestry' pleased your Lordship enough to bestow a room 
on it, — but surely so trifling and cheap a present, and so 
inadequate to the many valuable ones I have received from 



* Tlili tapestzy was prewnted by 
HocMe Walpole to BKrl Haxoonrt, 
and bj Barl Haroonrt to Gk>agh the 
antiqnaxy. Tba latter bequeathed 
ittotheUnivendtyof Oxford. Itia 
thus deeoribed in Nioholife Literary 
Anrndoimt roL tL p. 899, note:— 
* Three burge portion! of the tapeetiy 
naps whiflA formerly lined the Hall 
at Weston in Warwickshire, the seat 
of WUliam S hridca i, Bs^, in the 
xaisa of Haitty Ym, who ant intro* 



dnoed tapestiy weaving into Eng- 
land, of whidi those three large 
maps were the earliest specimen. 
ThMe fragments contain a section of 
the centre of the vi^gAnm^ inolnding 
the counties of Hereford, Salop, 
Stafford, Woroestor, Warwick, aion* 
cester, and Oxford, with the north 
part of Berks. Two of them are 
eight yards, by one and a quarter ; 
the third smaUer.* 
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your Lordship, could in no light merit an inscription ! and 
to a name so insignificant as mine I and which will every 
day grow more obscure, or be remembered only by my 
follies, and then, depend upon it, your Lordship will wish 
you had taken my advice, and blotted out your legend. 
Consequently, I infinitely prefer doing justice on myself, to 
occasioning your Lordship being reproached with misplacing 
your favour. I have the honour to be, with great respect, 
my Lord, 

Your Lordship's 

Most obedient humble servant, 

Hob. Walpolb. 



2620. To THE Countess of Uppeb Ossoby. 

strawberry Hill, Sept 6, 1787. 

I WILL not make a feigned excuse, Madam, nor catch at 
the pretence you kindly offer me of a lost letter ; no, I con- 
fess honestly that I knew I owed you one, but was too 
conscientious to pay my just debts with the base currency 
of Bichmond and Hampton Courts and I have no other 
specie. I know nothing, do nothing, but repeat the same 
insipid round that I have passed for so many summers, if 
summer this has been to be called. The dowagers of my 
canton pick up and drees up tales of what is done in tiondon 
and at various watering-places ; but I hold it a prudery be- 
coming old men (the reverse of that of old women) not to 
trouble myself about or censure the frolics of the young ; 
and for my contemporaries^ so few of them are left, that 
unless by living to the age of Old Parr or Jenkins, we are 
not likely to commit anything remarkable. I have seen 
none of the French, Savoyard, or Loiraine princes and 
princesses, sterling or pinchbeck : I broke off my cofnmercial 
treaty with France, when I was robbed of half Madame du 
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Deffand's papersi and care no more for their boime compagnief 
than for their oonTicts Monaieur de Calonne^ and Madame 
dekMotte*. 

Under such a negative eziatenoe, what oould I write^ 
Madam ? I have heard nothing for iheee two months worth 
telling you but this little story. There liyes at Kingston 
a Mrs. Barnard, a very wealthy hen^Quaker. She has a 
passion for beaatiful black and white cows^ never parts with 
a pretty calf, and consequently has now a hecatomb as 
striped and spotted as leopards and tigers. The Queen 
happened to see this ermined drove, and being struck with 
the beauty of their robes, sent a page to desire to purchase 
one. Mrs. Barnard replied, she never sold cows, but would 
lend her Majesty her bull with all her heart Apropos to 
courty it is not a recent story, I believe, but did you ever 
hear, Madam, that Mrs. Herbert, the Bedchamber Woman, 
going in a hackney-chair, the chairmen were excessively 
drunk, and after tossing and jolting her for some minutes, 
set the chair down; and the foreman, lifting up the top, 
said, * Madam, you are so drunk, that if you do not sit still, 
it will be impossible to carry you'? 

To prove how little I had to say, I will empty my hi- 
menaial memory with the only other scrap I have collected, 
and which I may send in part of payment for the four lines 
of XoMfi of Archbishop Tenison, which I have received from 
your Ladyship. Mine is an ancient Latin saw, which proves 
that the famous bulse was a legal escheat to the crown* 
In the new volume of the ArchtBcHogia is an essay on 
the state of the Jews in England in former times ; and 
there it is said, ' Judaeus vero nihil possidere potest^ quia 



S080. — 1 Cdonnft wM at Ixnadad «nd impriMned feet life for 

this time in Sn^ibuid. hor share in the thaiA of the diamond 

* Jeaime de Lay da St "BAmj da neoklaoa. On June 6, 1787, aha ea- 

Valoia (1766-1791), Oomteaw da U oaped from the SalpAtriAra priaoa 

IColtai aan t anaad in 17S6 to ba and oama to Landoa 

WAUOU. XIV c 
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quicquid acquirit, acquirit regL' I suppose nobody will 
dispute Mr. Hastings being a Jew ; or, if you please, for 
Judaeus you may read Indicus, so like are the words and 
the essence. 

Many thanks for the advertisement^ which is curious 
indeed I I have not visited Mr. Herschers giant telescope, 
though so near me. In truth, the scraps I have leamt of 
his discoveries have confounded me : my little head will not 
contain the stupendous idea of an infinity of worlds ; not 
that I at all disbelieve them, or anything that is above my 
comprehension. Infinite space may certainly contain what« 
ever is put into it : and there is no reason for imagining that 
nothing has been put into it, but what our short-sighted 
eyes can see. Worlds, Gfystems of suns and worlds may be 
as plenty as blackberries ; but what can such an incredibly 
small point as a human skull do with the possibility of 
Omnipotence's endless creation ? Do but suppose that I was 
to unfold to a pismire in my garden an account of the vast 
empire of China — not that there is any degree of proportion 
in the comparison. Proceed ; suppose another pismire could 
form a prodigious, yet invisible^ spying-glass, that should 
give the student ant a glimpse of the continent of China. 
Oh, I must stop : I shall turn my own brain, which, while 
it is launching into an ocean of universes, is still admiring 
pismire HerscheL That he should not have a wise look 
does not surprise me — he may be stupefied at his own dis* 
coveriee ; or to make them, it might require a head con- 
structed too simply to contain any diversity of attention to 
puny objects. Sir Isaac Newton, they say, was so absorbed 
in his pursuits, as to be something of a changeling in worldly 
matters; and when he descended to earth and conjecture 
he was no phenomenon. 

I will alight from my altitudes, and confine myself to our 
own ant-hilL Have you seen. Madam, the honible mandate 
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of the Emperor to General Hurray ' ? Think of that insect's 
threatening to sacriiioe thousands of his fellow pismires to 
what he calls his dignUjf I the dignity of a mite, that, sup- 
posmg itself as superior as an earwig, meditates preventing 
hosts of its own species from enjojring the happiness and 
the moment of existence that has been allotted to them in 
an innumerable succession of ages ! But while scorn, con* 
tempt, and hatred kindle against the Imperial insect^ admira- 
tion crowds in for the brave pismires who so pathetically 
deprecate their doom, yet seem resigned to it! I think 
I never read anything more noble, more touching, than 
the remonstrance of the deputies to Prince Kaunitz. 

If tjrrant dignity is ready to burst on Brabant, appearances 
with us seem also too warlike. I shall be very sorry if it 
arrives. I flattered myself that in our humiliated state, the 
consequence of our dignitif, we should at least be tame and 
tranquil for the remnant of my time ; but what signifies 
care about moments? I will return to your letter; which 
set me afloat on the vasty deep of speculation, to which 
I am very unequal and do not love. My understanding is 
more on a level with your ball, and meditations on the 
destruction of Gorhambury, which I regret It was in 
a very crazy state, but deserved to be propped ; the situation 
is by no means delightful 

I called at Sir Joshua's, while he was at Ampthill, and 
saw his Hercules for Russia. I did not at all admire it : the 
principal babe put me in mind of what I read so often, but 
have not seen, the monstrous craws. Master Hercules's knees 
are as large as, I presume, the late Lady Guilford's. Blind 
Tiresias is staring with horror at the terrible spectacle. If 
Sir JoehuA is satisfied with his own departed picture, it is 

t Coimt Mmray, governor of the from those provinces before he would 

Austrian Netherlands ; the Smperor consent to rectify any of the almset 

stated that 'the dignity of the of which ih«y oomplidned. 
throne ' reqnized certain concessions 

c a 
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more than the pofisessors or posterity will be. I think he 
ought to be paid in annuitieB only for so long as his pictures 
last : one should not grudge him the first-fruits. 

Mr. Gibbon's three volumes^ I shall certainly read. I am 
fond of quartos : and I dare to say he has laboured these, 
and I shall be quite satisfied if they are equal to the first 
tome. The Long Minuet you may be sure I have, as I get 
everything I can of Mr. Bunbury's. 

Though I haye wandered into another sheet, I will not 
be so unconscionable as to fill more of it ; and make your 
Ladyship repent your condescension of having awakened 
me. I will only ask whether you have heard that the 
Duchess of Kingston has adopted the eldest Meadows, paid 
his debts, given him 600Z. a year, and intends to make 
him her heir? Methinks this is robbing Peter to pay 
Peter. 

Stay, I forgot to tell you, Madam, that Miss Boyle has 
designed and carved in marble three medallions of boys, for 
a chinmey-piece, at Ditton. Lady Di has done two pictures 
for Mad)eth and Lear: the latter with the madman is very 
fine. Now I have finished indeed. 

2621. To THB CouNTBSS 07 Uppeb Ossobt. 

Strmwberry Hill,. Sept. 16, 1787. 

Of such of my editions, Madam, as you say Lord Ossory 
has noif I am sure I had no doubt but I had given him all 
but one. The last time I was at Ampthill, I did desire his 
Lordship to look if he had all my publications, and told him 
I would, as far as I could, perfect his set, as I will now do ; 
and I am glad to know which he wants, that I may supply 
him while I can. 

* The three last yolumef of the Hitkry^ finished in June 1787| Mid 
puUished in 178a 
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'Pnj excuse me if I say a little more on this occasion, 
though it will only be collaterally. 

I haye been long yexed at the ridiculous prices given for 
my editiona It could not be flattering to the vainest author 
or editor upon earth ; for their deamess is solely to be attri- 
buted to their scarcity ; and a collector who pays extrava- 
gantly for a rare book will never read m it, or allow anybody 
else, for the virgin purity of the margin is as sacred with 
him as the text 

When the Anecdotes of PainHng became so ridiculously 
dear, which happened by collectors of portraits cutting out 
the prints, and using the text^ I suppose, for waste paper, 
I printed a small edition without prints at half a crown a 
volume, that painters and artists might purchase them 
cheaply, and that nobody might pay dearly, unless by choice. 
This is all I can do to remedy a folly I did not certainly 
intend to occasion* Those Anecdotes are the only thing 
I ever published of any use; and if I reprinted my other 
trumpery, nobody would buy them ; and I cannot afford 
to put myself to great expense to save the money of foolish 
virtnosoa 

I am sorry, too^ on many accounts, that this idle list has 
been printed ; but I have several reasons for lamenting daily 
that I ever was either author or editor. Tour Ladyship has 
often suspected me to continue being the former, against 
which I have solenmly protested, nor except the little dab 
on Christina of Pisan (on which I shall tell you one of my 
regrets) I have not written six pages on any one subject for 
some years. No, Madam, I have lived to attain a little 
more sense ; and were I to recommence my life, and thought 
as I do now, I do not believe that any consideration could 
induce me to be an author. I wish to be forgotten ; and 
though that will be my lot, it will not be so, so soon as 
I wish. — In short (and it is pride, not humility, that is the 
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source of my present sentiments), I have great contempt for 
middling writers. We have not only betrayed want of 
genius, but want of judgement. How can one of my grovelling 
class open a page of a standard author, and not blush at his 
own stuff? I took up the First Fart of Henry IV i'otiier 
day, and was ready to set fire to my own printing-house. 
^UnimitcMe, unimitaied FatstaffT cried Johnson, in a fit of 
just enthusiasm ; and yet, amongst all his repentances, I do 
not find that Johnson repented of haying written his own 
Irene. 

Well I I should grow tedious on this subject, Madam, if 
I gave a loose to my own reflections on that ground — I will 
only add two circumstances. Not designing to add Christina, 
as I found Lord Salisbury was not a noble author S I printed 
only forty copies. For this I have been abused and called 
illiberal, for not letting all the possessors of my Noble Authors 
have that scrap. Nay, a Mr. Ireland *, a collector (I believe 
with interested views), bribed my engraver to sell him a 
print of the frontispiece, has etched it himself, and I have 
heard, has reprinted the piece — and I suppose will sell some 
copies as jMurt of the forty. I could tell you twenty of 
these foolish grievances ; one of which leads to my second 
circumstance. 

In the list for which Lord Ossory asks is the Description 
of this place ; now, though printed, I have entirely kept it 
up, and mean to do so while I live, for very sound reasons, 
Madam, as you will allow. I am so tormented by visitors 
to my house, that two or three rooms are not shown, to 
abridge their stay. In the Description are specified all the 
enamels and miniatures, Ac, which I keep under lock and 
key. If the visitors got the book into their hands, I should 

LviTBs 9621. — 1 Horace Walpole None of them are now extant, 
is mittaken ; the Barl of SaUelmiy * Samoel Ireland (cL 1800), en- 
wrote many poems in French which gniTer, father of William Henxy 
are mentioned by Christine de PisMu Ireland, the Shakespeare forger. 
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never get them out of the house, and they would want to 
see fifty articles which I do not choose they should handle 
and paw. The mention of the Descnption came out by two 
accident& I gave an imperfect account of my collection to 
an old Mr. Golsy a clergyman of Cambridge, many years agoy 
and on his death it was sold to a bookseller. It set some 
gossiping virtuosos on inquiry: Hr. Gulston bribed my 
engravers to sell him some of my prints ; Mr. Qough, with* 
out asking my leave, published a list of ten of those 
engravings in his Tcgpo^rc^pky^ and has occasioned my being 
teased for specimens, which I have refused. The list of my 
editions was procured by some of these Vberal artifices--and 
yet is not complete — yet I am sure I have said enough, 
Madam, to convince you how much cause I have to regret 
having exposed mysdf to the paltry fame that belongs to an 
Aldus or an Ehsevir, without having deserved myself to be 
printed by either of them I 

To others these calamities must sound comic, and I own 
I am happy not to have more ponderous : but it is the con- 
sequence of living much alone : one must grow occupied by 
one's own trifling aches, when vacant of graver matter. 
The worst is, that solitary people are apt to grow peevish : 
I hope I am not so — indeed, on stating my mishaps, I see 
how insignificant they are^ and laugh at them. I hope. 
Madam, you will do so too, and at me, if you please. 

So little do I remember what I write, that I cannot for 
my life recollect what I said in my last, to which your 
Ladyship replies^ that Lord Oswry Hbmka Hercules toiU faiL 
If you trouble yourself to explain, tell me if you know 
a conundrum I heard t'other day: Wh^f is a bod wi/e better 
than a good oneF^the solution is good, though not very 
civil to Eves. Oh, it has just started into my head that 
Hercules is Sir Joshua's ; I doubt my poor memory begins 
to peel off; it is not the first crack I have perceived in it. 



r\ 
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Hy brother, Sir Edward, made the same complaint to me 
before he died, and I suggested a comfort to him, that does 
not satisfy myself. I told him the memory is like a cabinet, 
the drawers of which can hold no more than they can« Fill 
them with papers ; if you add more, you must shoye out 
some of the former. Just so with the memory: there is 
scarce a day in our lives that something, serious or silly, 
does not place itself there, and, consequently, the older we 
grow, the more must be displaced to make room for new 
contents. 'Oh,' said my brother, 'but how do you account 
for most early objects remaining?' — ^why, the drawers are 
lined with gummed taffety. The first ingredients stick; 
those piled higgledy-piggledy upon them are tossed out 
without difficulty, as new are stuffed in ; yet I am come to 
think that mice and time may gnaw holes in the sides, and 
^ *l nibble the papers too. 



\ 



2622. To THE CouNTBss OF Uppbb Ossoby. 

Oct 4^ 1787. 

Nat, Madam, I know not how to steer between Mistress 
Scylla, impudent vanity, and Madam Charybdis^ affected 
modesty. Tou reprove me for being decently humble, and 
then tell me you show my letters to Mr. Fitzpatrick. Do 
you think I can like that? and can I help suspecting that 
you are laughing at me for a credulous old simpleton? 
Indeed I do suspect so, and am not such a gudgeon as to 
swallow the hook with which you keep me in play. Mr. 
Fitzpatrick has too much sense and taste to be amused with 
the gossiping babble of my replies to the questions you put 
to me; and I can have no satisfaction in scribbling the 
trifles I send you, if they are to be seen, or if I am to 
ponder and guard them against being downright dotage — 
-and how shall I discover that they are not so, if they are ? 
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where is the touchstone on which old age is to try its 
decays? It will strike seventy to-morrow, and who will 
be so much my friend as to tell me that it might as well 
strike fourscore? With these convictions staring me in 
the fB/oBj do not imagine, my good Madam, that I suppose 
I can entertain one of the livelieet young men in England, 
and who passes his time with Hr. Fox, Mr. Sheridan, and 
Mr. Hare. It will not be kind in you either to show my ^ 
letters, or to believe that I write them to be admired. I 
have long been honoured with your correspondence ; I lead 
a most insipid life, and when I hear from an old acquaint- 
ance, I own frankly I am glad to chat and throw off all the 
foolish things that have floated last on my mind, and that 
have served to amuse me for want of better employment. 
My letters are only fit to be seen by those who have no 
more rational diversions. 

Tour Ladyship asks me why Mr. Rtzpatrick's Bormda is 
not specified in the catalogue of my impressions? Be- 
collect, if you please^ that I told you the list was imperfect, 
and not such as I avow ; but I let newspapers and magadnes 
say what they please of me without setting them right. 
Whoever trusts them must thank himself for being imposed 
on in points, indeed, so unimportant, that it matters not 
whether they possess truth or falsehood. This very month 
a magasine has republished a tale which I do not remember, 
and of which I will swear part is felse. It is that many 
years ago I gave Mr. Beauderk my tragedy, with injunctions 
not to show it to Oarrick or Dr. Johnson. I doubt the fiict 
very much, but am sure the reason assigned for not com- 
municating it to the former is absolutely fiilse : viz. because 
Ganick was such a goose as to prefer Agis to Douglas* 
Goose, and goosisBime he was^ if he did, but I will take 
my death I never heard he did ; nor do I believe that any 
one ever did, unless the author did, who was such a goose 
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too, as to write Agis, ay, and all his other plays, after 
having written Douglas, If there is a grain of truth in the 
tale, it may have arisen from what I may have mentioned, 
and which was true, that Home, the author,^ showed me 
Agis in MS., and never visited or bowed to me afterwards, 
because I was too sincere to commend (I think it was not 
Agi3, but) his Siege of AquUeia. I doubt, too, the truth 
about Johnson; you know. Madam, I never reverenced 
him, yet had no reason to be in terrible fear of his criti- 
cisms, for he really, as far as I have heard, always spoke 
civilly of my publications. 

For another copy of the tragedy, your Ladyship shall 
have it, if you please, but not the Strawberry edition, of 
which I have not one left. I printed an edition when the 
surreptitious one was advertised ; but on advertising my 
own, it stopped the pinchbeck one, and so I avoided pub- 
lishing it at alL Oh, these would be pretty details for the 
eye of Mr. Fitzpatrick : indeed, I ought to blush at sending 
them to Lady Ossory; but if you will converse with a 
printer, what can he tell you but the anecdotes of his shop ? 

Oet 5. 

I began this in town, where I have been for two days, tQ 
see Lady Cadogan, who has lain in, and had not time to 
finish it. Neither the egg of war nor the egg of peace is 
hatched yet ; so, probably, the old hen of negotiation may 
sit on both till spring, and then the chick of the former, 
being true game^ may burst its shell ; but, in truth, I know 
nothing, and saving compassion for the follies and woes of 
mankind, care very little about the matter. I know one 
loves one's country, because one has done it the honour of 
being bom in it, and one takes the religion that happens to 
be in waiting at the time of one's birth, for much the same 
wise reason ; but bating those grave prejudices, I am grown 
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tolerably indifferent about Europe's bloody noaeSy and can- 
not love and hate just as treaties cross over and figure in. 

I am equally in the dark about any acting that has been 
at Park Place ; and for the report of a match between Lady 
Constant and Sir Brilliant \ I believe it no more than the 
story of Si Oeorge and the Dragon. 

Monsieur le ChauTelin's* verses I think I have seen, and 
do like prodigiously, especially La Gouffnandisey L*Orgueilf 
La Paresse, VEime^ in shorty all, though Avarice the least. 

Thus I have answered, Madam, and prosed according to 
custom, and will only tell you more, that I dined last 
Monday at Bushy (for you know I have more penchant for 
ministers that are out than when they are in) and never 
saw a more interesting scene. Lord North's spirits, good 
humour, wit, sense^ droUery, are as perfect as ever — the 
unremitting attention of Lady North and his children, most 
touching. Mr. North leads hun about, Miss North sits 
constantly by him, carves meat, watches his every motion, 
scarce puts a bit into her own lips ; and if one cannot help 
commending her, she colours with modesty and sorrow till 
the teais gush into her eyes. If ever loss of sight could 
be compensated, it is by so affectionate a family. Oood night, 
Madam. 

2628. To Miss Hannah Mobb. 

Mt DXAB Mai^ait^ Strawberry Hill, Oct 14, 1787. 

I am shocked for human nature at the repeated malevolence 
of this woman ' 1 The rank soil of riches we are accustomed 



L—i ICfls OunpbeU 
and tbe Hon. Bioluffd Bdgoumbe 
had re^eetively idagred the parts 
of 'Lady Constant' and *Sir Bril- 
liant Eashion' in TAe Way to JTaep 
flihR, acted in the prsoeding A]nil at 
Kiehmond Honae. 
' Vxan^ois CSaade, liarqiiiis do 



CSianTelin, soldier and diplomatist ; 
d. 1774. The Terses aUaded to are 
evidently those entitled Ln Sept 
PicM$ Mortd$f composed by the 
Marquis on finding himself alone 
with leyen ladies at Lisle Adam, the 
seat of the Prinoe de Oonti. 
Lkttbb seas*— 1 Mis. Yearsley. 
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to see oyerrun with seeds and thistles; but who could 
expect that the kindest seeds sown on poverty and dire 
misfortunes should meet with nothing but a rock at bottom? 
Catherine de' Medici, suckled by popes and transplanted to 
a throne, seems more excusable. Thank Heayen, Madam, 
for giving you so excellent a heart ; ay, and so good a head. 
Tou are not only benevolence itself but, with fifty times 
the genius of a Tearsley, you are void of vanity. How 
strange, that vanity should expel gratitude ! Does not the 
wretched woman owe her fame to you, as well as her afflu- 
ence ? I can testify your labours for both. Dame Yearsley 
reminds me of the troubadours, those vagrants whom I 
used to admire till I knew their iiistory; and who used to 
pour out trumpery verses, and flatter or abuse accordingly 
as they were housed and clothed, or dismissed to the next 
parish. Yet you did not set this person in the stocks, after 
procuring an annuity for her! I beg your pardon for 
renewing so disgusting a subject^ and will never mention it 
again. You have better amusement ; you love good works, 
a temper superior to revenge. 

I have again seen our poor friend in darges Street' : her 
faculties decay rapidly, and of course she suffers les& She 
has not an acquaintance in town ; and yet told me the town 
was very full, and that she had had a good deal of company. 
Her health is re-established, and we must now be content 
that her mind is not restless. My pity now feels most for 
Mrs. Hancock*, whose patience is inexhaustible^ though not 
insensible. 

Mrs. Piozzi, I hear, has two volumes of Dr. Johnson's 
Letters ready for publication. Bruce is printing his Tmveb ; 
which I suppose will prove that his narratives were fabulous, 
as he will scarce repeat them by the press. These, and two 
more volumes of Mr. Gibbon's History^ are all the literary 

>Mr8.Vef^. > AUMlywholiTedwithMAVei^. Wal^ptiU, 
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news I know. Fiance seems sunk indeed in all respects* 
What stuff are their theatrical goods^ their jRieftanZs \ Ninas^ 
and Tofares I But when their Figaro could run threescore 
nightSy how despicable must their taste be grown I I rejoice 
that their political intrigues are not more creditable. I do 
not dislike the French from the yulgar antipathy between 
neighbouring nations, but for their insolent and unfounded 
airs of superiority. In arms we have almost always oui* 
shone them : and till they have excelled Newton, and come 
near to Shakespeare^ pre-eminence in genius must remain 
with us. I think they are most entitled to triumph over 
the Italians ; as, with the most meagre and inharmonious 
of all languages, the French haye made more of that poverty 
in tragedy and eloquence, than the Italians have done with 
the language the most capable of both. But I did not mean 
to send you a dissertation. I hope it will not be long before 
yon remove to Hampton. — ^Tet why should I wish that? 
Tou wiU only be geographically nearer to London till 
February. Cannot you, now and then, sleep at the Adelphi' 
on a visit to poor Yesey and your friends, and l^t one know 
if you do? 

Yours, my dear Madam, most sincerely. 

Hob. Walpols. 

2624. To Lady Lyttblton. 

strawberry HiU, Oet. 28, 1787. 

It is very kind in you, my dear Madam, even to reproach 
me with my sQence. Alas, I have no excuse to plead but 
one that I cannot help I I am grown so old and insipid to 
myself, that I never think of troubling anybody with my 

^ Mtkhard Centr de Hon «nd Kina, * Mn. Qarriok, with whom Han* 

OH fo FoOe par AmoMTf dranuM with nah More was at this time on very 

mttrio ; Tanan, an opera Iqr Beau* friendly teime, had a house in 

mairohaifl. Adelphi Terrace. 
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nullity. I know and do nothing that is worth repeating, 
and therefore scarce ever write a letter. I heard with 
pleasure, from Lady OeciliaS that you aie well, and very 
much employed, which is a proof of health ; and as you 
haye been thinning your forest, I expect to see you return 
to town with a pair of [cheeks as] hale as a woodman's, 
and I shall have great pleasure [in listening] to the babel of 
compliments that will be made to you on y[our goo]d looks 
by the representatives of all the princes in Europe at Mrs. 
Cosway's Diet That, I doubt^ will not be so soon as I 
wish ; indeed, I am ignorant whether the signora is returned 
from Paris — ^but I shall know at the end of the week, when 
I shall remove to Londo[n to m]eet the court of Gloucester 
in London, the beginning [of the mont]h. Besides, the 
smoke of the capital is more congenial to my [health, 
th]an the damp of winter, and the late deluges alann my 
gout. 

I know, my good Lady, you never read a newspaper till 
it is old enough to be incorporated into the History of 
England, and therefore probably do not know that we have 
been going to war (no matter to you with whom), and that 
we are to have peace, of which I wish you joy, as that does 
concern you, for we could not quarrel with any part of 
Europe without your losing some diplomatique, and they 
are all in succession your friends, as they are Sir Clement 
Cottrell's* — I am not sure that he is the present intro- 
ductor, or his grandson : but, like your Ladyship, I am 
more familiar with the images of the last reign than of 
the present, and we understand one another best by the old 
vocabulary. 

Tou see, I hope, my dear Madam, by these old jokes, that 
I am rejoiced to hear from you, and answer in my ancient 



Lvrnu 9684. ^ i Lady Cecilia * The Heieditaiy Kacter of the 

Johnston. Oeremonieg. 
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style. I care little for new friends and new acquaintance ; 
they t[ake no r]oot in my veteran hearty but I am con- 
stant to those tha[t are registerjed in my first almanacs. 
Mr. Oonway is gone to Jersey, but I tifust the pacijfication 
will bring him back incontinently, and that he will see [no 
fir]e but those he kindles in his own lime-kilns. The 
Churchills are in town, tending Mrs. Walpole, and expecting 
another grandbabe. This is all I know of the current cen- 
tury, and I fear it proyes how little I had to say. Though 
silent or tattling, I am always equally 

Tour Ladyship's 

Sincere old friend and seifvant, 

Hob. Walpolb *• 



2625. To THB Hon. Hbnbt Sbyhoub Conwat. 

Berkeley Square, Kot. 11, 1787. 

Fbox violent contrary winds ^ and by your letter going 
to Strawberry Hill, whence I was come, I have but just 
received it, and perhaps shall only be able to answer it by 
snatches, being up to the chin in nephews and nieces. . . .' 

I find you knew nothing of the pacification ' when you 
wrote. When I saw your letter, I hoped it would tell me 
you was coming back, as your island is as safe as if it was 
situated in the Pacific Ocean, or at least, as islands there 
used to be, till Sir Joseph Banks chose to put them up, 
I sent you the good news on the very day before you wrote, 
though I imagined you would learn it by earlier intelli- 
gence. Well I I enjoy both your safety and your great suc- 
cess, which is enhanced by its being owing to your character 

* Addreend' To the Bight Honour- * FiRflmge omitted in flift printed 

eUe the Ledy Dowager Ljttelton, edition (1796). 

et the Cottage, Bipley.' ' Holland had been pacified by the 

LsTTKB 9686. — 1 Mr. Otmwmy wtm joint aotion of Bngland and Pnuiia 

now in Jersey. WalpoU, on behalf of the Stadtholder. 
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and abilities. I hope the latter will be allowed to operate 
by those who have not quite so much of either. 

I shall be wonderful glad to see little Master Stonehenge * 
atParkPlace; it will look in character there : butyourown 
bridge is so stupendous in comparison, that hereafter the 
latter will be thought to have been a work of the Bomans. 
Dr. Stukeley will burst his cerements to offer mistletoe in 
yojir temple ; and Mason, on the contrary, will die of veza* 
tion and spite that he cannot have Cairactacus acted on the 
spot. ' Peace to all such I * 

But were there one whose fires 

True genius kindles, and fair fame inspires ', 

he would immortalize you, for all you have been carrying 
on in Jersey, and for all you shall carry off. Inigo Jones, 
or Charlton \ or somebody, I forget who, called Stonehenge 
'Chorea Gigantum': this will be the chorea of the pigmies ; 
and, as I forget, too, what is Latin for Lilliputians^ I will 
make a bad pun and say, 

Fortamttwr a/vari 

Pygmalionis cpea* 

Pygmalion is as well-sounding a name for such a monarch 
as Oberon. Pray do not disappoint me^ but transport the 



« Mifli Bezry notsf: — «]Ir. Wal- 
pole thm oalla the vomSSL Dmidio 
temple disooreied in Jexa^y, whioh 
the States of that island had pre- 
sented to their Ghyvemor, G^eneral 
OoQwaj, to be transported to and 
erected at Park Flaoe, with this 
insoription :— 

"Poor des siteles oaohA an regard 
des mortelSi 
Get anoien monnment, oes pierres, 

ces antels, 
04 le sang des hnmains ofBwt en 

saorifloe 
BoiflMla poor des dienx qu'enHuita 

le caprice ; 
Oe monnment sans pzix par son 
BaMssoM 



Timoignera poor nons k la posUrit4 
Que dans tons les dangers G68ar6e 

eatonptee 
Attentif et vaiUant, gtoireoz et 

PTOSPere* 
Bt redira Oonway, anz sitoles k 

▼enir, 
Qa'en verta da respect d<k 4 oe 

sonTenir, 
Bile te at oe don aoqnis k ta vail- 

lance 
Oomme nn juste tribnt de sa re- 

oonnoiswinoo."* 
B Pope, PrtiU>gu»to AaKrst, 1. 198. 
• Walter GOiarlton, U.D., author 
of an essaj on Stonehenge entitled 
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cathedral^ of your island to your domain on oar cantinetit 
I figure unborn antiquarieB making pilgrimagea to yiait your 
bridge, your daughter's bridge, and the Druidio temple ; and 
if I were not too old to have any imagination left^ I would 
add a sequel to Mi Li ^ Adieu ! 



2626. To THE COUITTESS OF XJPPEB OSSOBY. 

Berkeley Square, Dec 8, 1787. 

YoxTB Ladyship ought not to blame my silenoe^ which you 
certainly occasioned yourself Could I be such a coxcomb 
as to write letters on purpose that they might be shown f 
I have scarce ever failed to answer yours instantly, and 
chiefly to questions you have adced ; and in that careless 
hurry have scribbled the first trifle or nonsense that pre- 
sented itself. I should be ashamed of doing so were my 
letters to be shown ; and more ashamed of pr^rmg them 
for inspection, — ^in short, I cannot write fine letters, nor 
would if I could, — ^I am too old to care a tush for reputation ; 
and on the other hand cannot in cold blood iuTite people to 
laugh at me. Lining in a very confined circle I rarely hear 
news till stale ; and thus disqualified for the easiest and 
best part of a correspondent, I was not at all unwilling to 
give up an employment that could entertain you so little. 
It was no shadow of disrespect to you. Madam, that silenced 
me ; but just so much regard to myself as presenres me 
from silly vanity, and the appearance of it. 

Though I reoeiyed your Ladyship's letter on Saturday, and 
began this reply incontinently, yet I could not find a minute 
for finishing it; for being confined by a slight attack of 
gout, I can be denied to nobody, and so many people came 
in, and their hour of dressing being so much later than 

^ The Brnidio temple. WaXpoU, oonteinfag a deeoription of Perk 
* One of the Bitroglf/phie Taiiif Pleoe. WaXpoU, 

WAUOUL XIV n 
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mine of dining, they were so good as to bestow their vacant 
time on me, their idleness being of much more consequence 
to them than my obsolete regularity, and consequently my 
dinner and the post clashing, and Sunday and the post 
being alike incompatible, I was forced to defer this till 
to-day. 

The return of the Duke and Duchess of Gloucester en- 
gaged me but the first two or three days, for etiquette is 
grown so antiquated in fiye years and a half, that, though 
the Duke does not think fonns and ceremonies the least 
delectable part of the rubric, he is forced to relax, and they 
both now return visits in a morning and go to assemblies 
in an evening; in course my presence is little necessary, 
and I can lay myself aside as Polonius would do, though 
not shocked as he would be at the dereliction of good old 
customs. However, if courts have lost their energy, it is 
made up to the world by the community of princes. Besides 
the goodly display at St James's, there are half a dozen 
royal personages somewhere or other every night. 

In France their Highnesses of Orl^ns and Bourbon are 
banished ^ — as far as Knightsbridge and Kensington. The 
monarch sat from nine in the morning till five in the 
evening to hear philippics — ^and may see louis-d'ors repre- 
senting him like Comiger Ammon : the Duke of Oloucester 
has actually brought over one of them. After such a 
chapter on demigods it would be profane to mix mortal 
affairs, and luckily I know nothing of this nether earth. 

Your Ladyship's, &c. 



LvmsSeSC. — 1 The Dned'Orltens the FttrUament of Pftrif on Kor. 19, 

was beniflhed to VilUen Cotterete in 1787. It does not appear that the 

confleqnenoe of the King's displeasoxe Dao de Bourbon iras banished. 
at his oondnot at a fiance royate of 
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2627. To THB Hon. Thomas Walpolb. 

strawberry Hill, I>eo. 9, 1787. 

It was not at all extraordinaiy, dear Sir, that I should 
tell your daughters that I thought your marriage with 
Madame de Yillegagnon yery sensible* I have long had 
great respect and esteem for that lady, and have no doubt 
but her virtues and understanding will make you very 
happy; and sinoe you despair of returning to your own 
country, so creditable a match in France seems a very wise 
measure, and the alliance will replace agreeably the friends 
you have left in England. I should have been yery glad 
if your affairs would have allowed your bringing Madame 
Walpole over, and consequently my making my court to 
her in person ; but, though I should hope the former may 
still happen, I am much too old to form any projects at all 
distant, and therefore must beg you. Sir, to offer my most 
respectful compliments and congratulations to her. 

I am exceedingly glad of peace: I always wish for it for 
the sake of others, and now very interestedly, as my late 
time of life makes me desirous of perfect tranquillity, and 
of not suffering uneasiness for any of my friends^ or on 
their account for their friends. 

Whether the treaty of commerce will be advantageous or 
the contrary to this country, I do not pretend in the least 
to judge. Tou know, I think, how utterly ignorant I am 
of all matters of trade. I may say truly, of anything usefuL 
I never had a head or an inclination for business, and have 
passed an idle life in amusing myself with trifles— nor do 
I regret my option. The abilities, integrity, and temper of 
my fiither seldom meet, and without them all, ambition, 

Idnvas 9e87.— Not in CL ; nprinted Horau TTo^poIe, edited by Sir Spencer 
from Sdm« U^^pMUMi Letten €/ Walpole, pp. 99-108, 

Da 
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I believoy is no path to much felicity or to solid repu- 
tation. 

I am not better acquainted with the present internal 
politics of France, with which I have had little or no corre- 
spondence since my dear friend Madame du Deffand's death. 
I did cast my eye on IL de Calonne's book, but not under- 
standing the finances or terms of finance of France, I was 
little the wiser. The part I did understand I admired very 
moderately. Eloquence has advanced with us to such mascu* 
line superiority, even in the youngest men, that studied 
flowers and affected pathos, composed by the pen, are in 
my eyes quite puerile. Calonne's apostrophe to the manes 
of his father made me smile, instead of touching me ; and 
when I recollected the anecdote of La Ghalotais, my smfle 
was converted into an emotion less tender. 

For my own amusement I am sorry the press of Paris is 
80 barren of everything but politics, unless it were to send 
us more Figaros and Tarares ! Our own press produces full 
as little entertainment : we lived two years upon tiie dotage 
of Dr. Johnson and his foolish biographers. Yes, I have 
seen one French book which I should be glad to have and 
cannot get, Honsr. D'Argenson's (I think it is called) Loisirs. 
There is much good sense in it, and many anecdotes ; and 
I do not dislike it for not resembling what he calls his 
model, Montaigne, who surfeits me with his own vanity. 
I cannot conceive why Montaigne is so much admired, 
unless by people who would like to talk as much of them- 
selves. Adieu ! dear Sir. 

Tour most obedient humble servant. 

Hob. Walfole. 
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2628. To THB COUNTBSS OP TJPPEB OSSOBY. 

Berkeley Square, I>ee. 15, 1787. 
I AM 80 shocked, Wftdam, at the account I have thia instant 
received from your Ladyship of the fire in your house, that 
I must for a while postpone what relates to myael£ I 
heartily congratulate the escapes of your persons and the 
preservation of your dwelling ; but I do see that you have 
still a terrible calamity left^ your suspicions, which seem too 
well founded Nor can I suggest any comfort but the hope 
that, as you think no discovery probable, there was no 
internal villainy, but that it was an attempt at plunder by 
oukoard banditti, who had no opportunity of firing the house 
within* They seem to have meant to draw attention to the 
stables^ and then to have conveyed combustibles to the top 
of the house, perhaps by ladders ; but as I am not master 
exactly of the 2oai2e, I don't know whether my conjecture 
was a probable one. Indeed it is horrid to be exposed at 
all to such violence ; yet it is much lighter than to be dis- 
tracted between the dread of having execrable servants, and 
the horror of suspecting the innocent. I remember when 
General Conwa]r's house in Warwick Street was set on fire, 
I was persuaded, though I did not utter a word, that his 
own maUre d^hdtd was the criminal. He turned b'vid, 
looked wrapped in thought, and would scarce speak a syl- 
lable. He was a most worthy honest creature, and as the 
sole criminal, who was taken and confessed everything, and 
was executed, absolutely removed every tittle of suspicion 
from the maUre eThdid, it proved that the poor man, being 
necessarily interrogated, could not support the idea of a 
possibility of guilt lighting on him. It had been a young 
secretary of Richmond House, who having frequently copied 
papers for Mr. Conway, and had married Mrs. Damer's midd, 
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was fiamiliar in the house, had entered it in the evening 
unnotioedy and had concealed himself in a back room till 
fiye in the morning, when he broke open and robbed 
Hr. Conway's drawers, and then set fire to a number of 
letters and papers that lay on them, in the library under 
Mr. Conway's and Lady Aylesbury's bedchamber* I hope 
at least, Madam, that you will discover some such extrinsic 
villain. 

I must particularly thank your Ladyship for recollecting 
your charge against me in such an hour of distress : your 
goodness in telling me your misfortune, and your saying 
you know how much I should interest mjrself in it, as I do 
most cordially, proves, I trust, that you neither really 
blame me, nor suspect me of becoming less attached to you 
than I have been for so many, many years. No, Madam, 
you do know, I am sure, that it is my own vanity and pride 
that has made me grow a less punctual correspondent. Tou 
have often heard me declare how jealous I am of growing 
superannuated, and how much I dread exposing m3rself in 
the dregs of life. I have not those happy spirits of some 
ancients, who totter on to the last, and do not find out, what 
everybody else does, that they are ridiculous. Why should 
I suppose that when every limb is decayed, my inside should 
remain more sound ? My head never was strong enough for 
me to trust to its defying the buffets .of seventy years ; 
within this hour I have experienced its weakness. Lord 
Carmarthen called on me in the midst of my letter, and 
I have almost lost the post, by keeping him with telling 
him stories of his great-grandfather^, whom I remember. 
I can, therefore, say nothing now of the future play at 
Richmond House, or of that at Ampthill ; but you shall 
not lose a very good-humoured story of Lord North. Colonel 
Barr6 made him a visit lately: Lord North said, ^Colonel 

LvmEB 9888.— 1 Peregrine Oebome (1669-1789), second Dnke of Leede. 
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Barr^, nobody will suspect us of insinoerily, if we say that 
we should always be oveijoyed to see eaeh other*/ 

P.S. Pray acquaint me if you make any discoyery. 

Postaeript to my Saturday's letter, Deo. 16, 1787. 

On considering your Ladyship's account of your conflagra- 
tions more deliberately, I perceiye that I mistook, and 
thought the top of the faggots had been at the top of the 
house. Now I conceive, or at least guess, how the event 
happened. I conclude some villains who knew something 
of your seat, but had not entrance, set fire to the stables to 
draw the whole attention of the family ; and that, lurking 
at a little distance in the dark, one of them, seeing their 
plan succeed, and all the doors of your house left open by 
the servants hurrying to the stables, sUpped in and set 
fire to the &ggots, intending to plunder plate in the double 
confusion. 

This, detestable as it was, I hope was the case. 

Tou did not say. Madam, whether the stables were burnt 
down, nor what the house suffered. 

The play at Richmond House is to be The Wonder^ with 
The Guardian. The new performers are Lord Henry Fitz* 
gerald ', who never played in comedy before, but is good in 
tragedy; a Miss Hamilton, niece of Lord Abercom, and 
a Captain Merry \ Mrs. Hobart does not play in those 
pieces, but is to choose her own part in the next. Li return 
I shall expect a detail of the theatre at AmpthilL 

I have had no formal gout, but several skirmishes with it 
that have confined me for two or three days at a time ; yet 
I have been once at the Opera, and was tired to death ; and 

* They were both blind. 1798), fonnerly in the Gnarda He 

s Vdorth son of first Doke of first attracted notioe by his rerses 

Leinster ; d. 18S9. in the Amo KiaoeXlany^ previoiuly 

« Captain Bobert Merry (1765- mentioned by Walpole. 
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though I came away the moment it was ended did not get 
home till a quarter before twelve. The learned call the 
music good, but there is nothing to show the humour and 
action of the Storaoe and MorellL I bought the book to 
read at home, because the Emperor paid 1,0002. for the piece 
as a satire on the King of Sweden — how, the Lord knows. 
The plot is taken from Voltaire's deposed kings at Venice 
in his CJandide^ of whom only two are introduced, King 
Theodore and Sultan Achmet The words are ten times 
stupider than our operas generally are ; nor do I yet know 
that the King of Sweden, to whom I am no more partial 
than GsBsar is, was ever deposed. In short, if it is a satire 
on any mortal, it is one on CsBsar himself for having paid 
so dear for such unintelligible nonsense. 

My elderly cousin, Mr. Thomas Walpole, has espoused 
the sister of Monsieur Francto, Madame de Villegagnon, 
at Paris, who is no infant neither — but that is their 
affair. 

I am going to tell you a story. Madam, that perhaps you 
have heard better from Mr. Fitzpatrick, who was one of the 
company. Lord Westcote wrote lately to Lord North, that 
as his Lordship was in so deplorable a condition, he. Lord 
Westcote, should go over to Mr. Pitt. Soon after, the 
Speaker, not knowing of that missive, invited Lord West- 
cote to dinner with a set of the opposition, who did know 
a little more of the matter, though pretending ignorance. 
The conversation soon fell on Lord George Gordon's Mosaic 
beard, on which one of the company said it was lucky when 
converts wore distinguishing marks by which they might be 
reconnoitred, and the whole dinner was carried on in the 
same tormenting style. 

You will not be less diverted with an anecdote of your 
aunt*. She had a mind to go to Gloucester House, but 

* The Dowgv DnohMi of Bedford. 
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declared she could not till an affair was arranged, for she 
had had a quarrel with the Duchess of Gloucester in the 
year one. No mortal could guess what she meant, nor do 
I know jetf for her Grace of Bedford herself was not bom 
in 1700, nor the Duchess of Gloucester till 1736. The 
latter said they never could have had a quarrel, for they 
never had been intimate enough. This anachronism (in her 
Grace's memory) has somehow or other been rectified, and 
she has been at Gloucester House. 

This is an inordinate postscript, and I will add no more, 
but that Strawberry has felt many a twitch since the fire at 
AmpthilL 

Doc 17, 1787. 

I was at a rehearsal last night and amazed. Lord Henry 
is a prodigy, a perfection — all passion, nature, and ease ; you 
never saw so genuine a lover. Garrick was a monkey to 
him in Don Felix' : then he is so much the man of fashion, 
and is so genteel. In short, when people of quality can 
act, they must act their own parts so much better than 
others can mimic them I Mr. Merry is an excellent Lis* 
sardo too. 

2629. To THB CouNTBSs 07 Uppsb Ossoby. 

Berkeley Square, Jan. 16, 178a 

All joy to your Ladyship on the success of your theatric 
campaign. I do think the representation of plays as enter* 
taining and ingenious as choosing king and queen, and 
the gambols and mummeries of our ancestors at Christmas; 
or as making one's neighbours and all their servants drunk, 
and sending them home ten miles in the dark with the 
chance of breaking their necks by some comical overturn. 
I wish I could have been one of the audience ; but^ alas I I 

* In 3^ Wonder. 
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am like the Astracan Iamb \ and can only feed on the grass 
and herbs that grow within my reach. 

I can make no returns yet from the theatre at Bichmond 
House ; the Duke and Duchess do not come till the Birth- 
day, and I have been at no more rehearsals, being satisfied 
with two of the play. Prologue or epilogue there is to be 
none, as neither the plays nor the performers, in general, 
are new. The Jealous Wife is to succeed for the exhibition 
of Mrs. Hobart, who could have no part in Hie Wonder. 

My histrionic acquaintance spreads. I supped at Lady 
Dorothy Hotham's with Mrs. Siddons, and have yisited and 
been visited by her, and have seen and liked her much, yes, 
very much, in the passionate scenes in Pert^ ; but I do not 
admire her in cool declamation, and find her voice veryhoUow 
and defective. I asked her in which part she would most 
wish me to see her ? She named Portia in the Merdhani qf 
Venice; but I begged to be excused. With all my enthusiasm 
for Shakespeare, it is one of his plays that I like the least. 
The story of the caskets is silly, and, except the character of 
Shylock, I see nothing beyond the attainment of a mortal : 
Euripides, or Bacine, or Voltaire, might have written all the 
rest Moreover, Mrs. Siddons's warmest devotees do not hold 
her above a demigoddess in comedy. I have chosen Athenais^ 
in which she is to appear soon ; her scorn is admirable. 

Of news I have heard none but foreign, nor those more 
circumstantially than the papers recount. The Busaian 
Empress, the Austrian Emperor, and Mount Vesuvius, are 
playing the devQ with the world. The Parliaments of 
France, in the usual disproportion of good to evil, are 
aiming at wrenching from the crown some freedom for 

LxTTKB 2629. — ^ The BarometB or gran as far as it ooqM reach and 

Scythian lamb described hy traTel- then die. It is represented on the 

lersofthe Middle Ages as half animal title-page of Parkinson's Earthly 

and half plant. It is sometimes re- Paradi^ 

presented as growing on a stem, * In Lee's tragedy Tkeodosiui, or 

from which it was supposed to eat ike Force <^fLov6. 



1788] To the Countess of Upper Ossory 43 

their countiy ; at a fortunate and wise moment, for the 
crown is poor, and cannot bribe even the nobility, who ¥rill 
mutiny since they cannot sell themselves. The elements, 
too, as if their pensions also were struck off, have yented 
their wrath on some of the costly cones at Cherbourg'. 
Well, we have a little breathing time, and may play the fooL 

Apropos to Russia, did you advert, Madam, to the identity 
of Frmce Alexis of Brunswick, for so the Oaeette was pleased 
to call him, as if he was nothing but a cadet of a German 
house. Tet he was the second son of Princess Anne of 
Mecklenberg, and brother of poor John, the butchered Czar. 
Alexis was consequently the hereditary right heir of the 
empire, if right had any title in despotic countries, where 
accident, address, force, or murder, bestow the crown. It 
was Hr. Coze brought me acquainted with that unfortunate 
branch, and the best thing I know of Catherine was her 
releasing Alexis and his sisters ; but what excuses her im- 
prisoning their ii&ther Prince Antony for life, who had no 
more title to the crown than she herself or exactly the 
same — the having married a right candidate ^ ? 

Puppet-shows are coming on, the Birthday, the Parlia- 
ment, and the trials of Hastings and his imp, El^ah. They 
will fill the town, I suppose. 

Have you discovered nothing of your incendiaries. Madam? 
I swear by the beard of St. George Gordon, there seems to 
have been more malice than a spirit of robbery in the double 
conflagration. 

If the young actress who played Kitty so admirably in 
High lAfe hehw StiUrs is not engaged at either of the 
theatres at Blenheim or Winstay ^ I believe she might have 

* The * ooii«8' mentioned by Wal- * The wife of Prince Antony was 

pole foxmed part of the works in a nieoe ot the Empreos Anne, who 

eonneotioin with the harbour at died in 1740. 

Cherboorg. They are fnUy deeoribed ^ Wynnstay in Denbighshire ; the 

in Arthur Tonng's Trav^ in Francs^ seat of Sir Watkin WiUiams-Wynn. 
Bohn's Library ed-, pp. 11^22. 
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a large salary and &ee benefit at Bichmond Houae, where 
they are in sad want of an Inea in The Wonder — ^and I am 
. « f ] t' sure no daughter of Ampthill has crooked legs, 

2680. To John Pineebton. 

Berkeley Square, Feb. 11, 178a 

I WBOTB a letter to Sir Joseph Banks, soliciting his 
interest for you, should there be a vacancy at the HuseunL 
He answered (and I will show you his answer when I see 
you) that he is positiyely engaged to Mr. Thorkelin^, should 
Mr. Planta* resign ; but that, the Ohancellor having refused 
to sign the permission for the latter, who will not go abroad 
without that indulgence^ no vacancy is likely to happen 
from that event. Sir Joseph has since called on me, to 
make excuses for not complying with my request ; and he 
then told me he thought Mr. Planta might go abroad, with 
the consent of the Archbishop and Speaker, without the 
signature of the Chancellor. I do not care about that, 
which would not promote your interest I am very sorry, 
for your sake, that I have none; but I knew as much 
before. 

2681. To THB COUKTBBS OF XJPPBB OSSOBT. 

Berkeley SquAre, Feb. 14, 1788. 

Though I cannot use my right hand, as it is muffled up 
with a little gout, I must send your Ladyship a line or two, 
as I am extremely concerned at what I have heard. Lady 
Waldegrave told me yesterday that your house had again 

liBrmMSO. — ^Noi in 0. ; reprinted England for lome time, 

from Pinkerton*s LUerary Oorrupm- > Jowph Planta (17U-1827), at 

deuce, voL L p. 180. this time Keeper of MS& at the 

^ Dr. Grimr Johnion Thorkelin, Btitiah Mueun. 
a Swedish antiqnaiy, who Uved in 
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been on fira It is shocking, indeed; and I wonder you 
have courage to stay in it, without a whole garrison. I beg 
at your leisure. Madam, you will tell me if you make any 
discoveries. 

I got cold last week at the play at Richmond House, or 
rather a -violent cough, which, according to the harlequinades 
of the gout, turned into pain in one of my fingers, and I 
hope will make its exit there soon, for it is but a slight 
gamboL Mrs. Darner is ill, and the play is pos^ned till 
Monday, if Lord Henry ^ is not run away with in the mean- 
time, for he has raised a thousand passions. 

I will not prolong my letter, having had nothing else to 
say, and now prc^poee to stop my ears, that I may not be 
tired to death with hearing of Mr. Hastings's trial*. Adieu, 
Madam, yours, ftc 

2682. To Mss. Dickenson. 

April 18, 178a 

How very kind, my dear Madam, in the midst of your 
own anxiety, to think of mine ! I am as much obliged to 
you as if you yourself had cured Mrs. Delany ^ ! * Certainly 
recovering' (I trust she isX and that you will be rewarded 
by enjoying her again. But I fear you will dread London, 
after being received by such alanns about her and your 
daughter', who I hope remains quite well; and that she and 
you may live to Mrs. Delany's age, and be as much beloved. 

7ours most, Ac, 
H. Walpolx. 

IiRTBt 9881.— 1 Lord Henxy Fits- * Mn. Dolany died on April 16, 

genld. 1788, two daji after the date of thitf 

* The trial of Warren Hastinga letter, aged eighty-eis^t years all 

before the House of Loids began hi but one month. 

Westminster HaU on Eeb 18, 1788. * Lonisa Frances Vary, only ohild 

LsTm 9888. — ^Not in G ; reprinted of Mrs. Dickenson, afterwards mar- 

fhnn Cofretpondenee cfMn, Delanyt ried to G^en. Sir William Anson, 

▼oL \i pp. 478-a O.O.B., ol Biroh Hall in Lancashire. 
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2638. To BioHABD Gough. 

Berkeley Square, May 8, 1788. 

SiNCB your draftsman was with me, Sir, I can give 
you a little better answer to your queries than I could then 
extempore, especially as I had then a person with me on 
business. I have since been at Strawberry Hill, and thought 
I recollected a rude sketch of the head of Charles VI in 
Vertue's HSS. I was so lucky as to find it, and enclose 
a still ruder sketch (for I never could draw well, and my 
lame fingers are still more incapable now). The attire of 
the head is precisely the same with that of our Fourth Henry. 
Vertue's account I have transcribed toa — I was very sure 
I had seen somewhere an account of Joan of Navane * being 
suspected by Henry the Fifth. I looked into Stow, Holin- 
shed, and HalL But they mention no such thing, nor can 
I recollect where I found it ; but Bapin does touch on it 
briefly in the place I have set down. Still I am positive I 
have seen rather a fuller account of it, though I cannot 
recall where. — ^I hope. Sir, you received the letter in which 
I told you of my imperfect negotiation with Lord Monson 
about the pictures at Brozboume*, which I sent the day 
before your draftsman was with me, and directed to you, 
as you ordered, at Enfield. I am. Sir, 

Tour most obedient humble servant^ 

Hob. Walpolb. 



LBfmS688.^KotiaOL; reprinted King, was aooaied of conipirinir, 

ftom Kiohel8*M lAUrwry Amcdoim^ yol. with her OonfeaMr, egainet the Kiag. 

tL p. S9L Some add, ihe was oondenmed U> 

^ Second wife of Heniy IV and a ten yean Impriionment, and that 

step-mother of Henry V. The pas- her OonfesMr was kflled by the 

sage in Bapin*s Hidory qf Engicmd Ch^dain of the Tower, in a Dispute 

(ed. 1782, ToL i book zL p. 620) is as upon that Oooasion.* Bapin gives 

follows : — * In some histories, it is Stow as one of his anthorities for 

said, this Year [1417] Queen Joanna this itatementw 

of Kavarre, Widow of Henry IV, * Lord ]Conson*8 seat, near Hod- 

and Xother-xn-law of the reigning desden in Hertfordshire. 
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2684. To Thomas Babbxtt. 

Berkeley Squarei Jane 6, 1788. 

I WISH I could charge myself with any merit, which I 
always wish to have towards you, dear Sir, in letting 
Mr. Matthew see Strawberry ; but in truth he has so much 
merit and modesty and taste himself, that I gave him the 
ticket with pleasure, which it seldom happens to me to do ; 
for most of those who go thither go because it is the 
fftshion, and because a party is a prevailing custom too ; 
and my tranquillity is disturbed, because nobody likes to 
stay at home. If Mr. Matthew was really entertained, I am 
glad ; btit Mr. Wyatt has made him too correct a Goth not 
to have seen all the imperfections and bad execution of my 
attempts; for neither Mr. Bentley nor my workmen had 
studied the science, and I was always too desultory and 
impatient to consider that I should please myself more by 
allovnng time, than by hurrying my plans into execution 
before they were ripe. My house therefore is but a sketch 
by begiimers, yours^ is finished by a great master; and if 
Mr. Matthew liked mine, it was en viffuose^ who loves the 
dawnings of an art, or the glimmerings of its restoration. 

I finished Mr. Gibbon a full fortnight ago, and was 
extremely pleased. It is a most wonderful mass of informa* 
tion, not only on history, but almost on all the ingredients 
of history, as war, goyemment, commerce, coin, and what 
not. If it has a fault, it is in embracing too much, and 
consequently in not detaQing enough, and in striding back- 
wards and forwards from one set of princes to another, and 
from one subject to another ; so that, without much historic 
knowledge, and without much memory, and much method 
in one's memory, it is almost impossible not to be some- 

Lbttxb 2684.^^ Lee Priory, neer Ouiterliiuy. 
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times bewildered : nay, his own impatience to tell what he 
knows, makes the author, though commonly so explicit, not 
perfectly clear in his expressions. The last chapter of the 
fourth Yolume, I own, made me recoil, and I could scarcely 
push through it. So &r from being Catholic or heretic, 
I wished Mr. Gibbon had never heard of Honophysites^ 
Nestorians, or any such fools I But the sixth yolume made 
ample amends; Mahomet and the popes were gentlemen 
and good company. I abominate fractions of theology and 
reformation. 

Mr. Sheridan, I hear, did not quite satisfy the passionate 
expectation that had been raised * ; but it was impossible 
he could, when people had worked themselyes into an 
enthusiasm of offering fifty— ay, fifty guineas for a ticket 
to hear him. Well, we are sunk and deplorable in many 
points, yet not absolutely gone, when history and eloquttioe 
throw out such shoots! I thought I had outlived my 
country; I am glad not to leave it desperate I Adieu, 
dear Sir I 

Tours most sincerely, 

Hob. Walpols. 

2686. To THE Eabl of Stbaffobd. 

strawberry Hill, Tuesday nig^t, June 17, 1788. 

I OXTXSS, my dear Lord, and only guess, that you are 
arrived at Wentworth Castle. If you are not, my letter 
will lose none of its Uoom by waiting for you ; for I have 
nothing fresh to tell you, and only write because you 
enjoined it I settled in my Lilliputian towers but this 
morning. I wish people would come into the country on 
May-day, and fix in town the first of November. But as 

* Of hif gpeeoh in Weetminster the ohaigw againBt Mr. HMtingi. 
Hall, upon bringinc forward one of TTo^poIa. 
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they will not^ I have made up my mind ; and having so 
little time left^ I prefer London, when my friends and 
society are in it, to living here alone, or with the weird 
sisterB of Bichmond and Hampton. I had additional reason 
now, for the streets are as green as the fields : we are burnt 
to the bone, and have not a lock of hay to cover our naked* 
ness: oats are so dear, that I suppose they will soon be 
eaten at Brooks's and fashionable tables as a rarity. The 
drought has lasted so long, that for this fortnight I have 
been foretelling haymaking and winter, which June gener- 
ally produces ; but to-day is sultry, and I am not a prophet 
worth a straw. Though not resident till now, I have flitted 
backwards and forwards, and last Friday came hither to 
look for a minute at a ball at Mrs. Walsingham's at Ditton ; 
which would have been very pretty, for she had stuck 
coloured lamps in the hair of all her trees and bushes, if 
the east wind had not danced a reel all the time by the side 
of the river. 

Ibr. Conway's play^ of which your Lordship has seen 
some account in the papers, has succeeded delightfully, 
both in representation and applause. The language ia most 
genteel, though translated from verse ; and both prologue 
and epilogue are charming. The former was delivered 
most justly and admirably by Lord Derby, and the latter 
with inimitable spirit and grace by Mrs. Damer. Mr. Merry 
and Mr& Bruce played excellently too. But (General Con* 
way, Mrs. Damer, and everybody else are drowned by 
Mr. Sheridan, whose renown has engrossed all fame's 
tongues and trumpets'. Lord Townahend said he should 
be sorry were he forced to give a vote directly on Hastings, 

'Lmmm 9686. — ^ ▲ oomedy inns- * From the ipeeoh he nukde in 

Uted from VHomiM du Jour of WestmJzister HaU, on bringing the 

'Mmj, It wee flnt acted at the charge of cruelty to the Begoma of 

private theatre at Bichmond Houci the province of Benares, in Uie trial 

and afterwarda at Drory Lane, of 1^. Hastings. TTolpofo. 

WALPOU. XIV E 
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before he had time to cool ; and one of the peers aaying 
the speech had not made the same impression on him, the 
Marquis replied, 'A seal might be finely cut, and yet not be 
in &ult for making a bad impression.' 

I have, you see, been forced to send your Lordship what 
scraps I brought from town. The next four months^ I 
doubt, will reduce me to my old sterility; for I cannot 
retail French Gasettes, though as a good Englishman bound 
to hope they will contain a ciyil war. I care still less about 
the double Imperial campaign, only hoping that the poor 
dear Turks will heartily beat both Emperor and Empress. 
If the first Ottomans could be punished, they deserved it, 
but the present possessors have as good a prescription on 
their side as any people in Eu«^. We ourselyes are 
Saxons^ Danes, Normans ; our neighbours are Franks, not 
Gauls ; who the rest are, Goths, Gepid», Heruli, Mr. Gibbon 
knows; and the Dutch usurped the estates of herrings, 
turbots, and other marine indigen<3^ Still, though I do not 
wish the hair of a Turk's beard hurt^ I do not say that it 
would not be amusing to haye Constantinople taken, merely 
as a lusty event ; for neither could I live to see Athens 
revive, nor have I much faith in two such bloody-minded 
vultures, cock and hen, as Catherine and Joseph, conquering 
for the benefit of humanity; nor does my Christianity 
admire tiie propagation of the Gospel by the mouth of 
cannon. What desolation of peasants and their fimiilies by 
the episodes of forage and quarters ! Oh, I wish Catherine 
and Joseph were brought to Westminster Hall and worried 
by Sheridan I I hope^ too, that the poor Begums are alive 
to hear of his speech ; it will be some comfort, though I 
doubt nobody thinks of restoring them a quarter of a lac I 

Adieu, my dear Lord I 
Tours most faithfully, 

Horace Walpolb. 
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2686. To Miss Hannah Mobb. 

Strawbeny Hill, July 4, 1788. 

I AM aoimdly rejoiced, my dear Madam, that the present 
summer is more &yourable to me than the List ; and that^ 
instead of not answering my letters in three months, yon 
open the campaign first. May not I flatter myself that it is 
a symptom of your being in better health ? I wish, how- 
ever, you had told me so in positive words, and that all 
your complaints have left you. Welcome as is your lett^, 
it would have been ten times more welcome bringing me 
that assurance ; for don't think I forget how ill you was 
last winter. As letters, you say, now keep their coaches ^ 
I hope those from Bristol will caU often at my door. I pro- 
mise yon I will never be denied to them. 

No botanist am I ; nor wished to learn from you, of all the 
Muses, that pyxing has a new signification. I had rather 
that you handled an oaten pipe than a carnation one ; yet 
setting layers, I own, is preferable to reading newspapers, 
one of the chronical maladies of this aga Everybody reads 
them, nay, quotes them,' though everybody knows they are 
stuffed vnth lies or blunders. How should it be otherwise ? 
If any extraordinary event happens, who but must hear it 
before it descends through a coffee-house to the runner of 
a daily paper? They who are always wanting news are 
wanting to hear they don't know what. A lower species, 
indeed, is that of the scribes you mention, who every night 
compose a journal for the satisfaction of such Uliteratif and 
feed them with all the vices and misfortunes of every 
private family ; nay, they now call it a duty to publish all 



J/mmm 968S. — ^ ICaU eoaehes tm of Fftlmer, manager of tlie Bath 
a oonTBCpmoe for letters were eetab- theatre, 
iiahed in 1784 on the ■nggeetioa 
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those calamitiea whioh decency to wretched relations used 
in compassion to suppress, I mean self-murder in particular. 

Mr. 's* was detailed at length; and to-day that of Lord 

'. The pretence is, m terroremy like the absurd stake 



and highway of our ancestors ; as if there were a precau- 
tionary potion for madness, or the stigma of a newspaper 
were more dreadful than death. Daily journalists, to be 
sure, are most respectable magistrates I Tes, much like the 
cobblers that Cromwell made peers. 

I do lament your not going to Hr. Conway's play : both 
the author and actors deserve such an auditor as you, and 
you deserved to hear them. However, I do not pity good 
people who out of virtue lose or miss any pleasures. Those 
pastimes fleet as fast as those of the wicked ; but, when 
gone, you saints can sit down and feast on your self-denial, 
and drink bumpers of satisfaction to the health of your own 
merit. So truly I don't pity you. 

Tou say you hear no news, yet you quote Mr. Topham * ; 
therefore why should I tell you that the King is going to 
Cheltenham? or that the Baccelli lately danced at the 
Opera at Paris with a blue bandeau on her forehead, in« 
scribed, Honi soU qui fwoZ y penae ? Now who can doubt 
but she is as pure as the Countess of Salisbury*? Was 
not it ingenious? and was not the Ambassador* so to 
allow it? No doubt he took it for a compliment to his 
own knee. 

Well, would we committed nothing but follies I What 



* Joan PUniagaiiAi, 'the Fkir 
Maid of Kent,' GoantoM of Salisboiy, 
wife of Edward the Blaok Prinoe, 
and mother of Biohard IL The 
Order of the Oarter ie eometimee 
said to hare been founded in her 
honour alter the fidl of her garter 
when dancing. 

* The Duke of Dorset; theBaoeUi 
was his mistress. 



* Probably Qeorge Hesse, a boon 
companion of the Prinoe of Wales, 
who shot himself at his house in the 
Adeli»hi on June 1, 1788. (See QmU, 
Mag. 1788, pt. I p. 688.) 

* Apparently Lord Saye and Sole, 
who died on July i, 1788. 

* Major Edward Topham (1751- 
1820), editor of the daily paper called 
The World, 
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do we not commit when the abolition of davery hitches^ I 

Adieol 

Though Cato died, though Tully apoke, 
Though BrutuB dealt the godlike stroke, 
Yet perish'd &t^ Borne*. 

Tou haTe written ; and I fear that even if Mr. Sheridan 
speaks^ trade, the modem religion, will predominata Adieu! 

Tours most sincerely, 

Hob. Walpolk 

2637. To THB Con»TBS8 of TTppbb Ossoby. 

Strawberry Hill, Jnlj 9, 1788. 
To be sure. Madam, I was not in good charity with you 
for not coming to Strawberry, which you have abandoned 
for these three years. You think to make it up by inquiring 
after my howd'yedo-ness, and, though I will forgive once 
more, I will inform your Ladyship that one's self-love is 
not at all limited to one's specific person, but insinuates 
itself into everything that belongs to one — to one's house^ 
to one's garden, to one's collection, and 

Feels at each thread, and lives along the line'. 

People may cram one with attentions, and a£&ont one at the 
same time, by neglecting some trifling object on which 
one's heart is set. Lovers gain ground by doting on their 
charmer's lap-dog, and toad-eaters worship their patroness's 
taste in every circumstance ; they admire her attitude on 
a hassock or at a quinze-table. These are only general 
hints ; but the corollary is that Lady Anne is much more in 
my good graces than the Countess, her honoured mother. 

* A ratolntion pledging the Honae HonaeB. 

of Gonunont to deal with the wUyb ^ Fran Lord Kngent'a Ode, 

tnde WM moved by Pitt on Hay 0, Lxms 2687.—-^ Esiay on Jtfan, 

1788, and p— od, mid an Aot impoa- L 2ia 
faig rwtriottons upon it p— od both 
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Still I own myself obliged to your Ladyahip for the 
printed advertisement, which I had not seen. Unluckily 
my self-love does not extend to my writings, and I had 
rather you had made a visit to Strawberry than an addition 
to my Boyal Author$. As I raise none from the dead till 
they have been interred in the churchyard of the temple of 
fame, Cheltenham*, it is to be hoped, will save me the 
trouble of a codicil. 

Indeed, I have been in doubt whether I had not lately 
put up a prince who had some title to figure in my Cata- 
logue. Mile Keralio, in her CoUedum des meiUeurs ouvrages 
frcmgois compost par des femmes, has produced two little 
poems, composed in English, by the Duke of Orleans', who 
was prisoner here for five-and-twenty years after the battle 
of Agincourt ; but, alas I they are as indifferent as if they 
had been composed by the present ornament of his title ! 
and therefore, though Christina of Pisan had lent her lover, 
Lord Salisbury, merit enough to be adopted, I shall not 
naturalize the French prince. 

Mr. Selwyn has been confined in town by a fever, and 
I have not seen him since the royal progress was intended \ 
I do hope his Matson will be illustrated again, as it was at 
the siege of Gloucester. How happy he would be to have 
the present Prince of Wales and Duke of York leaye their 
names, with a penknife, on his window, as the sons of 
Charles I did*, though, unless some of the personages end 
as unfortunately, he will never be so fond of them. 

Tou know, I suppose, Madam, that the second Prince^ 
has purchased Oatlands. That, too, is a circumstance that 
will chime with Selwyn's partialities. King Charles's third 

1 The Kincf arrived at Cheltenham * The King and Qaeen Tiaitod 

on July 12, 1788. Matson on July S9. 

s Charles (1891-1464), Duo d'Or- • See letter to Cole of Ang. 15, 

Itons, fBbther of Loois Zn of 1774. 

France. < The Doke of York. 
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son was bom ihere^ and oalled Hehiy of OaUands^ I am 
to go fhither to-morrow to see tho grotto, which I hayo 
neglected doing hitherto, though ao much within my reach ; 
yesy I am going to see the apduncam where — 

Dido Dux d 

Ky Terdure begins to reooTor its bloom, Ifadami like 
your& I did not despair, for, in this country, nobody pays 
his debts like rain. It may destroy your flowers, but you 
cannot complain of want of fruit ; chenies, apples, walnuts, 
are more exuberant than their leaves ; I don't believe that 
a single blossom will fail of coming of age. Cherries, I am 
told, are cried in London at a halfpenny a pound — Kentish 
ones, I mean — which is cheaper than they have been since 
William the Conqueror landed there. 

Having no news for your eye or ear, I enclose a drawing 
that I got a young lady at Bichmond to copy for me t'other 
day, and which Lady Anne may multiply easily, by tracing 
over it against the window* I hope you will be as much 
diverted with it as I was ; it proves the truth of the old 
saying that two heads are better than one. 

As I find I am already too late for our post, which comes 
in at eleven and goes out at one, for the benefit of trade^ 
not for the trade of correspondmce^ I am sure — I will leave 
a comer till I have been at Oatlands. 

Thursday night. 

Woe is me I I don't know whether it is that I am grown 
old and cross, but I have been disappointed. Oatlands, that 
my memory had taken it into its head was the centre of 
Paradise, is not half so Elysian as I used to think. The 
grotto^ a magnificent structure of shell-work, is a square 
regular edifice, and, which never happed to grotto before^ 
lives up one pair of stairs, and yet only looks on a basin of 

7 Hoixy Staari (1640-1600), Dak* of aimioMtar. 
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dirty water; in short, I am returned to my own Thames 
with delight, and envy none of the princes of the earth. 



2688. To Miss Hannah Mobb. 

strawberry Hill, July 18, 1788. 

Wok't you repent haying opened the conespondencei my 
dear Madam, when you find my letters come so thick upon 
you? In this instance, however, I am only to blame in 
part, for being too ready to take advice^ for the sole reason 
for which advice ever is taken — ^because it fell in with my 
inclination. 

Tou said in your last that you feared you took up time 
of mine to the prejudice of the public ; implying, I imagine, 
that I might employ it in composing. Waiving both your 
compliment and my own vanity, I will speak very seriously 
to you on that subject, and with exact truth. My simple 
writings have had better fortune than they had any reason 
to expect ; and I fairly believe, in a great degree, because 
gentlemen writers, who do not write for interest, are treated 
veith some civility if they do not write absolute nonsense. 
I think so, because I have not unfrequently known much 
better works than mine much more n^lected, if the name, 
fortune, and situation of the authors were below mine. 
I vnrote early from youth, spirits, and vanity; and firom 
both the last when the first no longer existed. I now 
shudder when I reflect on my own boldness ; and with 
mortification, when I compare my own writings with those 
of any great authors. This is so true, that I question 
whether it would be possible for me to summon up courage 
to publish anything I have written, if I could recall time 
past, and shotdd yet think as I think at present So much 
for what is over and out of my power. As to writing now, 
I have totaUy forsworn the profession, for two solid reasons. 
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One I have already told you ; and it is, that I know my 
own writings are trifling and of no depth. The other is, 
that, light and futile as they were, I am sensible they are 
better than I could compose now. I am aware of the decay 
of the middling parts I had, and others may be still more 
sensible of it. How do I know but I am superannuated ? 
nobody will be so coarse as to tell me so ; but if I published 
dotage, all the world would tell me sa And who but runs 
that risk who is an author after seventy ? What happened 
to the greatest author of this age^ and who certainly retained 
a very considerable portion of his abilities for ten years after 
my age? Voltaire, at eighty-four, I think, went to Paris to 
receive the incense^ in person, of his countrymen, and to be 
witness of their admiration of a tragedy he had written at 
that Methusalem age. Incense he did receive till it choked 
him ; and, at the exhibition of his play, he was actually 
crowned with laurel in the box where he sat. But what 
became of hie poor p]ay ? It died as soon as he did — ^was 
buried with him ; and no mortal, I dare to say, has ever 
read a line of it since, it was so bad. 

As I am neither by a thousandth part so great, nor 
a quarter so little, I will herewith send you a fragment that 
an accidental rencontre set me upon writing, and which 
I found so flat that I would not finish it Don't believe 
that I am either begging praise by the stale artifice of 
hoping to be contradicted ; or that I think there is any 
occasion to make you discover my caducity* No ; but the 
fragment contains a curiosity — English verses written by 
a French prince of the blood \ and which at first I had 
amind to add to my Boy aland NdbteAtUhors; but as he was 
not a royal author of ours, and as I could not please myself 



LnTBB9688.-J01uHrlMd'Orlteni. Authon; Me TTorfci, y6L I pp. 
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with an account of him, I shall rerert to my old leBolution 
of not exposing my pen's grey hairs. 

Of one passage I must take notice ; it is a little indirect 
sneer at our crowd of authoresses. My choosing to send this 
to. you is a proof that I think you an author, that is, 
a classic But, in truth, I am nauseated by the Madams 
Piozzi, &C., and the host of novel writers in petticoats, who 
think they imitate what is inimitable, Evdina and CedUa. 
Your candour, I know, will not agree with me, when I tell 
you I am not at all charmed with Miss Seward and 
Mr. Hayley piping to one another : but you I exhort^ and 
would encourage to write; and flatter myself you will 
never be. royally gagged and promoted to fold muslins^ as 
has been lately wittily said on Miss Bumey, in the list of 
five hundred living authors. Zoiir writings promote virtues ; 
and their increasing editions prove their worth and utility. 
If you question my sincerity, can you doubt my admiring 
you, when you have gratified my self-love so amply in your 
Bos Bleu ? Still, as much as I love your writings, I respect 
yet more your heart and your goodness. Tou are so good 
that I believe you would go to heaven, even though there 
were no Sunday, and only six woflDing days in the weeL 
Adieu, my best Madam ! 

Tours most cordially. 

Hob. Walfolb. 

P.S. On recollection, I doubt I have before given you the 
same reasons for my lying fallow that I have in this letter. 
If so, why, it is like an old man to repeat himself— but at 
least I will not do so in print 
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2689. To YisoouNT BBAncHAifp\ 

Mt DSAB Lobd, Strawberry Hill, Jnlj 18, 178a 

Though I doubt, roTing as you are, whether this will 
light upon you, I must endeavour to thank you for the 
honour of your letter; though it makes me not a little 
ashamed. When you asked for my simple volume, I con* 
duded it was for some Englishman ; and as I have exposed 
myself too much to my countrymen by my trifling writings, 
it was in vain to excuse myself I should have had more 
scruples had I known it was intended for a learned foreigner 
of a family distinguished by learning — indeed I had no 
notion of being known out of our own island, except at 
Paris where I have lived so much, and where by this time 
I must be pretty much forgotten — but I will say no more, 
because acting modesty always looks like asking for com- 
pliments, which at seventy-one would only prove that I am 
superannuated. 

I live too much out of the world, and care too little about 
its affairs, to send you political news, of which I know 
nothing but the surface. This last week has produced some 
changes, chiefly in the Admiralty*; and from abroad we 
hear that a new war is tapped between Russia and Sweden. 
If I am indifferent at home I am totally so about their 
northern Hajestiesy and if they will destroy their subjects, 
I care not which has the disadvantage, for I cannot help 
thinking that the interests of thousands are of more conse- 
quence than those of one individual. War is a game, but 
unfortunately the cards, counters, and fishes suffer by an ill 
run more than the gamesters. 

LansB 9689. — Not in 0.; now and llarquis of Hertford, 

ilnt printed from original in po Moo < Lord Hood and the Barl of 

ilen of MeMon. J. Feueon ft Go. Chatham had been appointed Lordi 

^ Afterwards Barl of Yaimouth of the Admiralty. 
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I think your Lordship's son fortunate in seeing Europe 
under your own eye, and it will make it less necessary for 
Jiim to travel, as is generally done, at an age when he should 
be studying his own eountiy. I beg my respectful compll* 
ments to Lady Beauchamp and him, and have the honour 
to be with great regard, 

My dear Lord, 
Tour Lordship's most obedient humble servant. 

Hob. Walpolb. 



2640. To Thomas Walpolb thb Youkgeb. 

Dbab Sib, Strawbeny Hill, Julj 21, 1788. 

I can but too easily excuse myself for being so irregular 
a correspondent, as I have had two fits of the gout since 
last Christmas; and, as my hands are always the most 
afiected, it is no wonder that so old a man is willing to 
indulge them. I did, indeed, answer Lady Craven's last 
letter in November, though I have reason to think she did 
not receive it, as I have before heard she complained of me. 
It is very true that I have not been eager to revive that 
commerce, both from the lameness of my hands and from 
my apprehension of her Ladyship's literary activity, having 
no ambition to figure in Les Mimakes de VAcad6mie cTAnspach^ 
of which she was pleased to enroll me. I am, moreover, of 
opinion that a veteran author ought to take out his quietus 
as much as the superannuated of any other profession, and 
with so much more reason, as every man can be sure of 
having lost the use of his limbs, but is not so good a judge 
whether he has lost the use of his head or not. 

I mightily approve Lady Craven's blending the dairy with 

Lbttbe Mi0.^Koi Ina ; reprinted Horace WcUpoU, edited bySir Spenoer 
from Some Uf^pubUthed LttUn of Walipole, pp- 108-8. 
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the library as an example to her sex, who at present are 
furiously apt to abandon the ohum totally, like the abomin- 
able milkwoman at Bristol, who has been so ungrateful and 
abusive to her kind benefactress, Hiss Hannah More. We 
have hen norelists and poetesses in eyery parish, and Lady 
Grayen might institute a whole academy of her own gender* 

I am very glad, dear Sir, that your situation ia improved: 
a more active and animated scene would be certainly more 
amusing : but to be comfortable is the first step to amuse- 
ment. You can, at least, make more frequent little excur- 
sions : and if little courts are not interesting, their mimicry 
of grander follies is diverting and various— diverting to 
anybody but to their plundered subjects, who, even so, are 
lucky if they are not sold as mercenaries I 

I, you know, do not lament that your great neighbour ^ 
makes so poor a figure in his campaign. His female ally * 
seems to be still more embarrassed. Her memorial in 
answer to the Swedes is not at all in the stout Semiramis 
style she had assumed. 

Our summer, usually dull, is enlivened by the royal 
journey to Cheltenham, and another Westminster election 
— at least the newspapers are not reduced to mere invention 
and lies from Ireland ; but, as those influences do not reach 
to Twickenham, my letter receives no aid: nor have we 
had any event, but a great cricket-match at Hampton, which 
was interrupted by St. Swithin. 

Lord Frederic Cavendish has succeeded my poor old 
friend, the Duchess of Montrose^ at Twickenham Park, but 
I much doubt whether he will reside there. The Duke of 
York has bought Oatlands for three and forty thousand 
pounds. My neighbour. Sir Oeorge Pococke, was much 
obliged by your civilities to his son. What can I tell you 
more from hence ? Why should one write more than one 

> Tbe Bmpezor JoMph II. * th» Otarinm. 
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has to say? Adieu, then, dear Sir, and be assured I am 
with great regard, 

Tour affectionate and obedient humble servant. 

Hob. Walpolk 



2641. To THB COUMTESS OF IJPPSB OsSOBT. 

strawberry HUl, July 22, 1788. 

I KNOW well, Madam, that I ought to have thanked you 
sooner for the double heads drawn by Lady Anne, who has 
married them very happily; but, however full the heart 
may be of gratitude, thanks will not fill a letter, and you 
certainly had rather receive a phial of news than a quart of 
effusions of all the virtues that could be distilled ; but, alas I 
my laboratory is as empty of novelty as of such essenoesi 
and, like an apothecary's shop, has only empty gallipots^ 
with labels of what they ought to contain, gratitude ex- 
cepted, which I have in the root. 

You say, Hadam, you did not leave yourself room to form 
a new administration. I have plainly paper enough before 
me for that purpose; but there too I am no adepts and 
content myself, like the sovereign maker of ministers, with 
being more glad of those I get rid of, than fond of their 
successors. Were I in town, I should chiefly take care to 
avoid being within reach of the bludgeon fist of Mrs. H.\ 
who must be in a sweet mood on having lost her trident^ 
after all her intrigues to fix it in her brother's hand. 
I started prodigiously into her favour the last time Qeneral 
Conway came into place, and she told me her eldest niece 
was passionately fond of poetry, and died to read my 
tragedy, which I lent her. Mr. Conway went out, and 
I never heard more of Miss's taste for the heUes^ktUres* In 

lanvEM, 2641.— 1 Mn. Howe, aister ci Barl Howe. 
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her room I have got a new admirer, though an anonymous 
one. It is the gentleman* who has dedicated to me and 
Sir Joshua Reynolds two quarto pieces, called Imperfect 
Hints Jbr a new Edition of Shakesg^eare. In one of the notes, 
the author, with great good nature, calls me time-honoured 
Lancaster. Beshrew me, little did I thlok that my shadow 
of a person would, in any point, erer come in contact with 
the giant mould of John of Gkkunt ; but I find that one has 
nothing to do but to Utb long enough, and somehow or 
other, one may grow like to anybody ; but I must tell your 
Ladyship of a more diyerting application, if not of an 
ancient passage, at bast of yenerable customs. Tou may 
know, perhaps, that in days of yore the flaps of seats in 
choirs of cathedrals were decorated with sculptures, some* 
times with legends, often, alas! with devices, at best 
ludicrous, frequently not fit to meet the eye of modesty ! 
Well, Madam, two new stalls being added in the church 
of St. Gtooige, at Windsor, as niches for the supernumerary 
knights that have been added, the custom has been obserred 
and carried on in the new flape^not to call up a blush in 
the cheek of Mother Church, but in the true Catholic spirit ; 
one of the bas-reliefs I do not know, but probably the 
martyrdom of St. Edmund the King; the other is the 
ineffected martyrdom of Geoige the King, by Margaret 
Nicholson, ^s body-coachman is standing by to ascertain 
the precise moment. If you had not heard of this decora* 
tion, I wiU not say. Madam, that I had no news to send 
you ; at least I may subscribe myself 

Your Ladyship's humble derke and antiquarie, 

ttW. 

* Hlf nMne ynm SaauiAl Niom. 
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2642. To Thoicas Astlb. 

strawberry HiU, Julj 29, 1788. 

A THOU8AND ttianks to you, dear Sir, for King Alfred's 
will, and for the moat superb of all royal locks, nay, and for 
the most secure one, for I am sure it could not be picked 
but by a pickaxe. There is mechanism enough about it to 
lift the drawbridge of a citadel, and one grieres that such 
complicated ingenuity should have. been employed for the 
simple operation of unlocking a door. By the beauty of 
the Gothic border, and by the rose and crown, I imagine 
it to have been manufactured in the reign of Henry VII, 
and by the prodigious weight of metal and involved 
machinery, I should think his Majesty had set half a dozen 
of the strongest Cydopses of his Board of Works to fashion 
this lock for the door of his exchequer and hoard at Shene. 

I have company with me^ and expect another party when 
they are gone, — or I would wait on you with my thanks in 
person, as I will as soon as I am at liberty, being with great 
gratitude and regard. 

Bear Sir, 

Your much obliged 

And obedient humble servant, 

Hob. Walpolb. 

2648. To THE Eabl of Stbaffobd. 

strawberry Hill, Aug. 2, 1788. 

Matter for a letter, alas I my dear Lord, I have none ; 
but dbcut letters I have great news to tell your Lordship, 
only may the goddess of post ofiBces grant it be true! 
A Hiss Sayer, of Richmond, who is at Paris, writes to 

tirrm 9643.— Not in 0. ; reprinted ftom JTotoi and Qiieriet, Maioh 6, 1809. 
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Mns. Boscawen, that a Baron do la Oarde (I am sony there 
are bo many a's in the genealogy of my story) has found in 
a vieUle armaire five hundred more letters of Madame de 
S^vign^ and that they will be printed if the expense is not 
too great* I am in a taking lest they should not appear 
before I set out for the Elysian Fields; for, though the 
writer is one of the first personages I should inquire after 
on my arrival, I question whether St Peter has taste enough 
to know where she lodges. He is more likely to be acquainted 
with St. Oatherine of Sienna and St. Undeeimillia*; and 
therefore I had rather see the letters themselves. It is true^ 
I have no small doubt of the authenticity of the logend ; 
and nothing will persuade me of its truth so mueh as the 
non-appearance of the letters — ^a melancholy kind of con- 
viction. But I vehemently suspect some new coinage^ like 
the letters of Ninon de TEndos, Pope Qanganelli, and the 
Princess Palatine. I have lately been reading some frag- 
ments of letters of the Duchess of Orleans*, which are 
certainly genuine, and contain some curious circumstances ; 
for though she was a simple gossiping old gentlewoman, yet 
many little facts she could not help learning: and, to give 
her her due, she was ready to tell all she knew. To our 
late Queen ' she certainly did write often ; and her Migesty, 
then only Princess^ was full as ready to pay her in her own 
coin, and a pretty considerable treaty of commerce for the 
exchange of scandal was faithfully executed between them ; 
insomuch that I remember to have heard forty years ago, 
that our gracious sovereign entrusted her Boyal Highness 
of Orleans with an intrigue of one of her Women of the Bed- 
chamber, Mrs. S.S to wit ; and the good Duchess entrusted 
it to so many other dear friends that at last it got into the 

larnu S64S.— i St UimUu Doo d'OrUftnc 

s SlinlwUi OharlotU (166»-1728), > Oazolino, Qaeen of Geoige IL 

(Un^ter of Charles Louis, Elector of * Probably Hzs. Selwyn. 

Bavmxiai and ssooixd wife of Plulippe, 

WAUOUL ziv tf 
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Utrecht OageUe, and came over hither, to the signal edifica- 
tion of the court of Leicester Field& This is an additional 
reason, besides the internal evidence, for my belieying the 
letters genuine. This old dame was mother of the Regent ; 
and when she died, somebody wrote on her tomb^ CJy gist 
VOiswetd. This came over too ; and nobody could expound 
it till our then third Princess, Caroline, unravelled it — 
Idleness is the mother of aU vice. 

I wish well enough to posterity to hope that dowager 
Highnesses will imitate the practice, and write all the trifles 
that occupy their royal brains; for the w6rld so at least 
learns some true history, which their husbands never 
divulge, especially if they are privy to their own history, 
which their ministers keep from them as much as possible. 
I do not believe the present King of France knows much 
more of what he, or rather his Queen, is actually doing, 
than I da I rather pity him ; for I believe he means well, 
which is not a common article of my faith. 

I shall go about the end of this week to Park Place, 
where I expect to find the Druidic temple firom Jersey 
erected. How dull will the world be, if constant pilgrimages 
are not made thither 1 where, besides the delight of the 
scenes, that temple, the great rude arch. Lady Aylesbury's 
needleworks, and Mrs. Damer's Thame and Lris on Henley 
Bridge, with other of her sculptures, make it one of the 
most curious spots in the island, and unique. I want 
to have Mr. Conway's comedy acted there ; and then the 
father, mother, and daughter would exhibit a theatre of arts 
as uncommon. How I regret that your Lordship did not 
hear Mr& Damer speak the epilogue I 

I am, my dear Lord, 
Tour Lordship's most faithful humble servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 
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2644. To JOHK PiNKBBTON. 

DxAB Su^ Sinwbeny Hill, Aug. U, 1788. 

The new regulation of the poet proves very inconvenient 
to this little district; for it arrives and departs again in 
half an hour ; so that having a visit when I received your 
letter yesterday, I could not possibly answer it then, nor 
can I write now expeditiously, as for these thirteen days 
I have had a third fit of the gout in my left arm and hand, 
and can barely hold the paper. 

Your intelligence of the jubilees to be celebrated in 
Scotland in honour of the Revolution was welcome indeed. 
It is a favourable symptom of an age when its festivals are 
founded on good sense and liberality of sentiment, and not 
to perpetuate superstition and slavery. Your countrymen. 
Sir, have proved their good sense, too, in their choice of 
a poet Your writings breathe the noble generous spirit 
congenial to the institution. Oive me leave to say, that it 
is v«ry flattering to me to have the ode communicated to 
me : I will not say, to be consulted, for of that distinction 
I am not worthy : I am not a poet, and am sure I cannot 
improve your ideas, which you have expressed with propriety 
and clearness^ the necessary ingredients of an address to 
a populous meeting; for I doubt our numerous audiences 
are not arrived at Olympic taste enough to seize with 
enthusiasm the eccentric flights of Pindar. You have taken 
a more rational road to inspiration, by adhering to the 
genuine topics of the occasion ; and you speak in so manly 
a style^ that I do not believe a more competent judge could 
amend your poetry. I approve it so much, that if you com- 
manded me to alter it, I would alter but one word, and 
would insert but one more. In the second stanza, for 
Here ever gkamfd the patriot sword, 

F 2 



98 To John Pinkerton [l7d8 

I would cather read 

Here ever flash% 

as I think gleamed not forcible enough for the thought, nor 
expressiye enough of the vigorous ardour of your heroes. 
In the third stanza I think there wants a syllable, not 
literally, but to the ear: 

And alayery with arts unblest 

Slavery f if pronounced as three syllables, does not satisfy 
the fullness of harmony ; and, besides, obliges the tongue to 
dwell too strongly on trtfA, which ought not to occupy much 
accent. An epithet to arts would make the whole line 
sonorous. 

These are trifling criticisms of a trifling critic, but they 
mark both my attention and satisfaction with your ode. 
I must add, how beautifully is introduced nmocemJl cf blood! 
How ought that circumstance to be dwelt upon at the 
jubilee of the Berolution I 

I will tell you how more than occasionally the mention 
of Pindar slipped into my pen. I have frequently, and 
even yesterday, wished that some attempt were made to 
ennoble our horse-races, particularly at Newmarket^ by 
associating better arts with the courses ; as, by contributing 
for odes, the best of which should be rewarded by medals. 
Our nobility would find their vanity gratified ; for, as the 
pedigrees of their steeds would soon grow tiresome, their 
own genealogies would replace them ; and, in the mean- 
time, poetry and medals would be improved. Their Lord* 
ships would have judgement enough to know if their horse 
(which should be the impression on one side) were not well 
executed; and, as I hold that there is no being more 
difficult to draw well than a horse, no bad artist could be 
employed. Such a beginning would lead further ; and the 
cup or plate for the prize might rise into beautiful verses. 
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But this 18 a vision ; and I may as well go to bed and 
dream of anything else. I do not return the ode, which 
I flatter myself you meant I should keep. 

P.S. I must not forget how difficult it is to write to a 
given tun^ especially with so much ease as you have done ; 
and nothing is more happy than making November smUe as 
May. 

2646. To THB CouNTBBS OF Uppbb Ossort. 

strawberry Hill, Aug. 16, 178a 

Host true, Madam, neither my person nor age seem 
suited to be prominent on the hustings ; but my long 
connection with Lord John^s^ grandmother \ and thence 
with him, made it impossible for me to avoid contributing 
my vote ; but I contrived so well, that I was in my own 
house again by twenty minutes after nine in the morning ; 
and by choosing a Monday, before the mob had recovered 
their drunkenness of the Sabbath, there was much less 
crowd in the Oarden' than on a common market-day. 
A week later, and I must have been carried on a chairman's 
horse — an exhibition I should have excused myself: in a 
word, I have been confined a fortnight by the gout in my 
left arm, hand, and knee, and cannot yet put on a coat. 
Having had two fits in the winter, I expected nothing less 
than a third; now I find that there are three tyrants 
against whom no prescription holds, and I shall add to that 
righteous maxim of the lawyers, NtnUum tempus occurrit 
regiy ei ecdesiae, et podagrae : however long ago, however 
lately they have signed a release, they can re-enter on the 
premises and take possession. 

Lsmn 9646. — ^ Lord John Town- * Btbelreda Harriflon, Viflooonten 

•hend, elected for Weftminster on Townshend, who died in Marob 1788. 
Aug. A, 1788. ' Oorent Ckurden. 
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Hr. Selwyn, I do not doubt, is superlatiyely happy. I am 
curious to know what relics he has gleaned from the royal 
yisity that he can hoMe up and place in his sanctum sandch 
rum. Peter Pindar, probably, has collected other droppings. 
Apropos, Hadam, hare you seen the two volumes of extracts 
from the letters of the Regent's mother to Queen Caroline? 
They will entertain you exceedingly, and I have no doubt of 
their authenticity. I know these royal dames gossiped 
together ; and Madame d^Orltons was so careless, that one 
of our Queen's letters got into the Utrecht Gcusette at the 
time, and contained an intrigue of one of her Women of the 
Bedchamber. 

The Selwyn I do not expect soon at Bichmond, for the 
Carlisles are going to Cheltenham ; but so many loadstones 
draw him, that I, who have no attraction, seldom see him. 
In truth I wonder your Ladyship has patience with me as 
a correspondent, for it is difficult to be one of this world 
less than I am. Fontenelle and others haye made the dead 
conyerse, but you hdd a talk with a Strulbrug, who is not 
half so good company ; nay, I should scarce have been taken 
notice of at the election, unless it was supposed that it was 
my ghost that appeared, and consequently I shall be charged 
as one of Lord John's bad yotes ; and Hr. Samuel Martin * 
would be ready to swear to my non-existence — he who, 
I have good reason to think, aboye a dozen years ago, 
bribed my own gardener, when I was yery ill in London, 
to go to town and insist upon smng me. As, at least, then 
I was aliye, I was so ill-natured as to give him ocular proof. 
In another illness, when his hopes were again raised, he 
sent to my deputy, and threatened to turn him out, should 
I fail, if he did not inform him of the true worth of my 
office. I made an epigram on the occasion, in which I offered 

* Martin had the reversion of Horace Walpole*8 plaoe in the Exchequer. 
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to satisfy him myself, except by dying; I forget all but the 
two last lines: 

But as I lore not target', meat, or wine. 

Ask me whate*er you will — except to dine. 

But I think my living to the length of an epic poem is 

more severe than any distich ; and I do not believe there is 

an archbishop in England that would not willingly be so 

uncharitable as to live to the age of Methusalem, if he knew 

who was to be his successor. 

Are not you diverted. Madam, with the nonplus of Gaasar 

and Semiramis ? To be beaten at her own door by a pert 

little Swede*, when she was preparing to be crowned in 

Santa Sophia: what if she should be overturned as 

Pindaricaliy as she was exalted! I have an instance of 

a deposed sovereign in my neighbourhood, of a very 

different character, the late Queen of Pennsylvania. Lady 

Juliana Penn ^, once nustress of a revenue of 36,0002. a year, 

is now lodging modestly, humbly, and tranquilly at 

Petersham on GOOL a year ; and her mind is so reconciled 

to her fortune, that she is still very handsome. She is to 

breakfiEUBt here soon, and I shall think Hatson was not more 

honoured. 

2646. To Miss Hannah Mobe. 

DXAB Madam, Strawberry Hill, Aug. 17, 1788. 

I am unwilling to write letters, whenever I have no 
present topic to occupy me but my own disorder, which 
being chronical and rarely dangerous, I do not choose to 



* Alfadfng to tike praotioo at a 
target in whioh llaortin engaged 
before challenging WOkee. 

* Walpole probaUj refen to the 
naval aotion between the Swedes 
and BnMians whioh took place on 
Jnly 17, 1788, off the island of Hog- 
land, in the Onlf of Finland. 



7 Foozth daughter of flnt Earl of 
Pomfret, and wife of Thomas Penn, 
formerly one of the proprietors of 
the province of Penniylyania. 

IdRTBB 9646b — ^Inoomplete in G. ; 
printed from Mtmoin cf Mr$. H. 
Jfovv, Snd ed., 1884, YfiL ii. pp. 
117-a 
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fatigue my correspoDidentB with it If Mrs. Dickenson has 
answered a very pleasant letter she showed me from you 
aboTe a week ago, she will probably have told you that 
I am confined again by the gout in my left arm and hand ; 
it is going off, and I hope to be at liberty in two or three 
days. I judge wiih great pleasure by your letters that you 
are quite recovered of your winter^s illness. 

Miss ^^ has left Bichmond ; perhaps they have not 
told you that it is to humour the caprice of the poor mad 
siBter, who sent for her, I believe, very unnecessarily ; and 
she is too good not to sacrifice her own enjoyments and 
peace to what she thinks her duty. Our other poor friend ^ 
grows dreadfully worse, that is, violent and untractable ; so 
that if they could have company, I fear it will soon not be 
decent to admit them ; but I am afflicting your tender mind 
to no purpose. I had better have talked of my own gout, 
which is no great calamity. 

In this great discovery of a new mine of Madame de 
S^vign^'s letters, my faith, I confess, is not quite firm. Do 
people sell houses wholesale without opening their cup- 
boards ? This age, too, deals so much in false coinage, that 
bookselleiB and Birmingham give equal vent to what is not 
sterling ; with the only difference, that the shiQings of the 
latter pretend that the names are effaced, while the wares of 
the former pass under borrowed names. Have not we seen, 
besides all the Testamens PditiqueSt the spurious letters of 
Ninon de I'Endos, of Pope Ganganelli, and the Memoirs of 
the Princess Palatine ? This is a little mortifying, while 
we know that there actually exists at Naples a whole 
library of genuine Oreek and Latin authors; most of 
whom, probably, have never been in print ; and where, it is 
not unnatural to suppose, the works of some classics, yet 
lost, may be in being, and the remainder of some of the 

1 Un,Ye»9y. 
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beet Yety at the rate in which they proceed to unroll, it 
would take as many centuries to bring them to light, as 
hare eli^ieed since they were overwhehned. Nay, another 
eruption of Vesuvius may return all the Tolumes to chaos ! 
Omar is stigmatized for burning the library of Alexandria — 
is the King of Naples less a Turk ? Is not it almost as 
unconscientious to keep a seraglio of virgin authors under 
the custody of nurses, as of blooming Circassians ? Consider, 
my dear* Madam, I am past seventy, or I should not be so 
ungallant as to make the smallest comparison between the 
contents of the two harems. Your picture, which hangs 
near my elbow, would frown, I am sure, if I had any light 
meaningi 
Adieu, my dear Madam I 

I am most cordially yours, 

Hob. Walpolb, 

2647. T(T THB CouirrBss of XTppeb Ossoby. 

strawberry Hill, Sept 6, 1788. 

I AX not apt to boast, Madam; yet, considering that 
I have had three legal fits of the gout in eight months, 
I am as much a Hercules again as a gentleman cut out of 
paper can be. Nay, I have been to Park Place on a 
pilgrimage to little Master Stonehenge, alias the Druids' 
temple from Jersey, which is now erected on the back of 
an eminent hill, with two wings of fir-groves at small 
distances, and is seen from the garden over a long ridge of 
firs that shoot up from the side of the beautiful descending 
valley. Every morsel of stone that formed the circle 
originally is placed to an inch in its primitive position ; 
and though the whole is diminutive, yet being seen on the 
horizon, it looks very high-priestly, and in that broken 
country may easily be taken for respectable ruins of an 
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ancient castle, or Caractacus's own summer residence. 
Park Place is now one of the spots the most deserving to 
be visited in our island ; for, besides the variety of the 
ground, the diversity of the landscapes and prospects, all 
glittering with meanders of the Thames at a distance, or 
washed by it as it borders the shores, what singular objects 
are to be seen there I — the rocky bridge, the Druidic temple. 
Lady Aylesbury's worked pictures, and Henley Bridge, with 
Mrs. Damer's colossal heads of the Thame and Isis. In 
short. Park Place would not have been an unworthy codicil 
to Lady Anne's tour, though two of my ftvourites, the 
historic castle of Warwick, and the pretty appendix to 
history, Hatson, were delightful ingredients of ii Methinks 
the loyalty of the master of the latter was not displayed 
with the judgement of an old courtier, especially as I believe 
his own sentiments were as little in harmony with what he 
left and what he removed as with his soTereign's. 

Ragley is superb— that is, the situation^ and the dimen- 
sions of the house, but has nothing else to occupy or 
detain one a moment. I remember, when I was at Hatson, 
the poor mad gentlewoman who made an aviary of the 
cathedral, in hopes that the soul of her only daughter 
would come and pick some seeds in the shape of a robin- 
redbreast ; panes were left Yoid of glass in the windows, 
lest the ghostly dicky-birds should cut their feet, and pans 
of seeds were dispersed around, and constant feasts made, 
as if Bel and the Dragon were come to breakfast ; but the 
chapter found their account, for the metempsychosian 
gentlewoman new-paved the tabernacle, and painted and 
whitewashed, so no church or cage was ever kept more 
snug. 

I allow your Ladyship's observations on the Duchess of 
Orleans, and own she often censures Mad. de Maintenon in 
the wrong place; and certainly knew no more than she 
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could not help knowing ; but most of those traits are very 
characteristic, and I firmly believe her, for her sincerity on 
her own homeliness and ugly hands show her frank love of 
truth as far as it came within her reach. I have since been 
reading in the Esprit des Jaumaux an account of a late Bishop 
of Amiens, who was a saint, and yet had a great deal of wit. 
A lady went to consult him whether she might wear rouge : 
she had been with several direeteurSf but some were so 
severe, and some so relaxed, that she could not satisfy her 
conscience, and therefore was come to Monseigneur to decide 
for her, and would rest by his sentence. 'I see^ Madam,' 
said the good prelate, 'what the case is: some of your 
casuists forbid rouge totally ; others will permit you to wear 
as much as you please. Now, for my part, I love a medium 
in all things, and therefore I permit you to wear rouge on 
one cheek only.' 

I cannot say there will be quite so much wit in the 
anecdote I am going to tell you next. Lady Greenwich 
t'other day, in a conversation with Lady Tweeddale, named 
the Saxons (the Lord knows how that happened). 'The 
Saxons, my dear I' cried the Marchioness, * who were they?' 
' Lord, Madam, did your Ladjrship never read the History 
of England?' 'No, my dear; pray who wrote it?' Don't 
it put you in mind of Matta and the Allobroges in 
Orammont*? Void a second dialogue of the same dame 



LnTBB S647. — ^ An aUiudon to a 
oonTonation which took plaoe at 
Turin between the Marquia de 
Sinantes and a gentleman named 
Matta : * S^nantee . . . voyant qae la 
oonTeraation tombait d'abord qu'on 
ne buvait plus, aprte denz on troia 
aantte de part et d'antie, . . . yonlat 
faire one seconde tentatiye, et proyo- 
qner Matta par eon fort, o'eet^^-dire 
dn o6t4 de I'imdition. 

* n le piia dono delni dire en quel 
temps 11 croyait que lee AUobroges 



ftiSMnt Tentui ■*4tabUr dans le 
Pi^mont. Matta, qui le donnait au 
diable arec ses Allobroges, lui dit qu'il 
fallait que ce ttt du temps des gner- 
resoiviles. **J^endoate,ditrautre.~- 
Tant qu*U Tons plaira, dit Matta. — 
Sons quel oonsnlat? ponrsuivit 
Sinantes. . . .--Sons celni de la Ligne, 
qnand les Guises firent venir les 
lansquenets en Fiance, dit Matta." 
Mais que diable cela fidt-il?' (JT^ 
moim de Orammottf, ed. 1861, p. 47.) 
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with the Duchess of Argyll, who went to her to hire a house 
the Marchioness has here on Twickenham Common, for her 
brother General Gunning. 

Matrchioness. — But will he pay me for it ? 

Duchess. — ^Hadam, my brother can afford to pay for it ; 
and if he cannot^ I can. 

MarMnmeBS, — Oh, I am glad I shall haye my money — 
well, my dear, but am I to wish you joy on Lady Augusta's 
marriage? 

Duchess. — No great joy, Hadam: there was no great 
occasion for Lady Augusta Campbell * to be married. 

Marchioness. — Lord, my dear, I wonder to hear you say 
so, who haye been married twice. 

You say, Madam, you send me trash — ^pray, what do 
I send in return ? — but you must recollect that I know no 
more than the Duchess of Orleans. Howeyer, as I haye 
some paper left, if my packet is stuffed with trumpery, at 
least it shall be full of it, and I will add one more story 
which Lady Onslow told me lately. Once, when her lord 
was absent for a fortnight, she inyited an officer to keep her 
company, to the great scandal of a prudish lady her neigh* 
bour, and of whom she asked leaye to carry him into her 
pew at church, which the other, though with marks of 
surprise and indignation, could not ayoid permitting. 
Sunday came, and my Lady and the Major — ^yet, though 
the minister had b^gun the seryice, the prude could not 
help whispering Lady 0., ' Tou did not tell me the Major 
had grey hair!' 

Such is the lore. Madam, in which I am yersed I 
Dowagers are the eyergreens among which I am planted, 
and whence I can gather nothing oouleuir de rose to send 
you. Though we haye young Princes to entertain the 

' Eld«ft dioghtar of flfth Dnke of Argyll ; m. Uoatanaat - G«nAral 
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young world with their amours and their buildings, I pasa 
most of my elderly hours with no better company than 
mjraelf, and Uto upon the remnant of my memory, which 
is not in the highest preservation* I am glad, however, 
to read in the newspapers, that the Archbishop of Sens' 
is remoYcd in France, and Monsieur Necker reinstated* 
I know the former well, he was my dear old friend's 
nephew, and is the most Mnbitious man alive, and in time 
of lees distress would have been a thorn in our side, whom 
he hates supremely* Necker, not being a Frenchman, and 
being a Protestant, cannot be our personal foe ; and from 
his profession and habitudes, and, above all, having no 
chance of remaining in power, but by attempting to restore 
their finances, v^ar is the last instrument he will employ* 

* Peace is my dear delight, not Fleury's more,' nor his 
compeer's, my &ther. I am gbd that those gigantic 
incendiaries, the Bussian Empress and Austrian Emperor, 
are so hampered, disappointed, mortified ; nay, I prefer to 
them even the whore of Babylon and Pagan Turks, who 
were living quietly and honestly on the cheats and robberies 
of their predecessors and forefiithers, and disturbed nobody* 
Oood night I Madam, when you are tired of my village 
tales, you may easily check me : they are welcome to die 
where they sprung. 

2648. To Tsnt Eabl of Stbaftobd. 

strawberry HUl, Sept IS, 1788. 

Mt late fit of gouty though very shorty was a yery authentic 
one, my dear Lord, and the third I have had since CShristmas. 
Still, of late years, I hare suffered so little pain, that I can 
justly complain of nothing but the confinement, and the 

* Lom4nie de Brienne, Avohbiahop of Sens, nephew of M>d>ine du 
Peffnd. 
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debility of my hands and feet, which* howeyer, I can still 
use to a certain degree ; and as I enjoy such good spirits and 
health in the intervals, I look upon the gout as no enemy ; 
yet I know it is like the compacts said to be made with the 
devil (no kind comparison to a friend !), who showers his 
favours on the contractors, but is sure to seize and carry 
them off at last 

I would not say so much of myself, but in return to your 
Lordship's obliging concern for me : yet, insignificant as the 
subject, I have no better in bank ; and if I plume myself on 
the tolerable state of my outward man, I doubt your Lord* 
ship finds that age does not treat my interior so mildly as 
the gout does the other. If my letters, as you are pleased 
to say, used to amuse you, you must perceive how insipid 
they are grown, both from my decays and from the little 
intercourse I have with the world. Nay, I take care not to 
aim at false vivacity : what do the attempts of age at liveliness 
prove but its weakness? What the Spectator said wittily, 
ought to be practised in sober sadness by old folks: when 
he was dull, he declared it was by design. So far, to be 
sure^ we ought to observe it, as not to affect more spirits 
than we possess. To be purposely stupid would be for- 
bidding our correspondents to continue the intercourse ; and 
I am so happy in enjoying the honour of your Lordship's 
friendship, that I will be content (if you can be so) with my 
natural inanity, without studying to increase it. 

I have been at Park Place, and assure your Lordship that 
the Druidic temple vastly more than answers my expectation. 
Small it is, no doubt, when you are within the enclosure, 
and but a chapel of ease to Stonehenge ; but Mr. Conway 
has placed it with so much judgement, that it has a lofty 
effect, and infinitely more than it could have had if he had 
yielded to Mrs. Damer's and my opinion, who earnestly 
begged to have it placed within ttie enclosure of the home 
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grounda. It now stands on th6 ridge of the high hill without, 
hacked by the horizon, and with a grove on each side at a 
little distance; and, being exalted beyond and aboye the 
range of firs that climb up the sides of the hill from the 
valley, wears all the appearance of an ancient casUe, whose 
toweiB are only shattered, not destroyed ; and devout as I 
am to old castles, and small taste as I have for the ruins of 
ages absolutely barbarous^ it is impossible not to be pleased 
with so very rare an antiquity so absolutely perfect^ and it 
is difficult to prevent visionary ideas from improving a 
prospect. 

If, as Lady Anne Conolly told your Lordship, I have had 
a great deal of company, you must understand it of my 
house, not of me; for I have very little. Indeed, last 
Monday both my house and I were included. The Duke of 
York sent me word the night before that he would come 
and see it, and of course I had the honour of showing it 
mysel£ He said, and indeed it seemed so, that he was 
much pleased ; at least, I had every reason to be satisfied ; 
for I never saw any Prince more gradons and obliging, nor 
heard one utter more personally kind speeches. 

I do not find that her Orace the Countess of Bristol's^ will 
is really known yet. They talk of two wills — to be sure, in 
her double capacity ; and they say she has made three co- 
heiresses to her jewels, the Empress of Bussia, Lady Salis- 
bury, and the whore of Babylon. The first of those legatees, 
I am not sorry, is in a piteous scrape : I like the King of 
Sweden no better than I do her and the Emperor ; but it is 
good that two destroyers should be punished by a third, and 
that two crocodiles cdiould be gnawed by an insect. Thank 
(}od ! we are not only at peace, but in full plenty — nay, and 
in full beauty toa Still better ; though we have had rivers 

Larm 2648.-^ Hie DaoheM of Kingrton. YFiripok— She died at Parif 
on Aug. 16, 1788. 
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of rain, it has not, coniiary to all preeedent, washed away 
our warm weather. September, a month I generally dislike 
for its irresolute mixture of warm and cold, has hitherto 
been peremptorily fine. The apple and walnut trees bend 
down with fruit, as in a poetic description of Paradise. 
I am with great gratitude, my dear Lord, 

Your Lordship's doToted humble servant, 

Hob. Walpols. 
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strawberry HiU, Sept. 22, 1788. 

I i>oN*T like to defraud you of your compassion, my good 
friend, profuse as you are of it I really suffered scarce any 
pain at all from my last fit of gout. I have known several 
persons who think there is a dignity in compbiining ; and, 
if you ask how they do, reply, 'Well, I am — pretty well — 
to-day ; l>ut if you knew what I suffered yeslerday I ' Now, 
methinks nobody has a right to tax another for pity on what 
is past ; and besides, complaint of what is over can only 
make the hearer glad you are in pain no longer. Tes, yes, 
my dear Madam, you generally place your pity so profitably, 
that you shall not waste a drop upon me, who ought rather 
to be congratulated on being so well at my age. 

Much less shall I allow you to make apologies for your 
admirable and proper conduct towards your poor proUgie. 
And now you have told me the behaviour of a certain great 
dame, I will confess to you that I have known it some 
months by accident — nay, and tried to repair it. I prevailed 
on Lady ^— , who as readily undertook the commission, 
and told the Countess of her treatment of you. Alas, the 
answer was^ 'It is too late; I have no money.' No, but 
she has, if she has a diamond left I am indignant ; yet, do 
you know, not at this duchess, or that c<^tess, but at the 
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iiiTention of ranks^ and titlesy and pre-eminence. I used to 
hate that king and t'other prince ; but^ alas ! on reflection 
I find the censure ought to fall on human nature in generaL 
They are made of the same stuff as we, and dare we say 
what we should be in their situation? Poor creatures 1 
think bow they are educated, or rather corrupted, early, 
how flattered I To be educated properly they should be led 
through hovels, and hospitals, and prisons. Instead of being 
reprimanded (and perhaps immediately after 9ugar-plum*dj fo^ 
not learning their Latin or French grammar, they now and 
then should be kept fasting ; and, if they cut their finger^ 
should have no plaster till it festered, Ko part of a royal 
brat's memory, which is good enough, should be burthened 
hot with the remembrance of human sufferings. In short, 
I fear our nature is so liable to be corrupted and perverted 
by greatness, rank, power, and wealth, that I am inclined 
to think that virtue is the compensation to the poor for the 
want of riches: nay, I am disposed to belieye that the first 
footpad or highwayman had been a man of quality, or tk 
prince^ who could not bear having wasted his fortune, and 
was too lazy to work ; for a beggar bom would think labour 
a more natural way of getting a livelihood than venturing 
his life. I have something a similar opinion about common 
women. No modest girl thinks of many men, till she has 
been in love with one^ been ruined by him, and abandoned. 
But to return to my theme^ and it will fidl heavy on yourself. 
Could the milkwoman have been so bad, if you had merely 
kept her from starving, instead of giving her opulence? 
The soil, I doubt, was bad ; but it could not have produced 
the rank weed of ingratitude, if you had not dunged it with 
gold, which rises from rock, and seems to meet with a con* 
genial bed when it &lls on the human heart 

And so Dr. Warton imagines I am writing Walpoliana ! 
No^ in truth, nor anything else; nor shall— nor will I go 

WAUOLI. XIV 
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out in a jest-book. Age has not only made me prudent, but, 
luckily, lasy ; and, without the latter extinguisher, I do not 
know but ihat farthing candle my discretion would let my 
snuff of life flit to the last sparkle of folly, like what children 
call the parson and clerk in a bit of burnt paper. Tou see 
by my toritahiUiif in pressing my letters on you, that my pen 
has still a colt's tooth left, but I never indulge the poor old 
child with more paper than this small-sized sheet ; I do not 
give it enough to make a paper kite and fly abroad on wings 
ei booksellera Tou ought to continue writing, for you do 
good by your writings, or at least mean it ; and if a virtuous 
intention f&ils, it is a sort of coin, which, though thrown 
away, still makes the donor worth more than he was before 
he gave it away. I delight too in the temperature of your 
piety, and that you would not see the enthusiastic exorcist 
How shocidng to suppose that the Omnipotent Creator of 
worlds delegates his power to a momentary insect to eject 
supernatural spirits that he had permitted to infest another 
insect, and had permitted to vomit blasphemies against 
himself! Pray do not call (hat enthusiasm, but delirium. 
I pity real enthusiasts, but I would shave their heads and 
take away some blood. The exorcist's associates are in a 
worse predicament, I doubt, and hope to make enthusiasts. 
If such abominable impostors were not rather a subject of 
indignation, I could smile at the rivalship between them 
and the animal magnetists, who are inveigling fools into 
their diiferent pales. And, alas I whOe folly has a mViilling 
left, there will be enthusiasts and quack doctors ; and there 
will be slaves while there are kings or sugar-plantera I have 
remarked that though Jesuits, &c., travel to distant east 
and west to propagate their religion and traffic, I never 
heard of one that made a journey into Asia or Africa to 
preach the doctrines of liberty, though those regions are so 
deplorably oppressed. Nay, I much doubt whether ever any 
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chaplftin of Che regimonts we huTe sent to India has onee 
whispered to a native of Bengal, that there are milder forms 
of government than those of his eountry. No ; security of 
property is not a wholesome doctrine to be inculcated in 
a land where the soil produces diamonds and goldl In 
shorty if your Bristol exorcist belieyes he can cast out devils, 
why does he not go to LeadenhaU Street? There is a 
company whose name is legion. 

By your gcmbots^ as you call tbemi after the most un- 
gambolling peeress^ in Christendom, and by your jaunts, 
I conclude, to my great satisfi»ction, that you are quite well. 
Change of scene and air are good for your spirits; and 
September, like all our old ladies, has given itself May airs, 
and must have made your journey very pleasant. Yet you 
will be glad to get back to your Cowslip Gkieen, though it 
may offer you nothing but Hidiaelmas daisies. When you 
do leave it^ I wish you could persuade Mrs. Qarrick to 
settle sooner in London. There is full as good hay to be 
made in town at Christmas as at Hampton, and some hay- 
makers that will wish for you, particularly your most 
sincere friend, Ho& Walpolb. 

2650. To THE COUITTESS OF TJPPKE OsSOBY. 

strawberry Hill, Sept 24, 1788. 

Hbbe answercf, that are not made to letters immediately, 
are like good things that people recollect they might have 
said, if they had thought on them in time : that is, very 
insipid, and the apropos very probably forgotten ; yet^ as 
I have taken out my doctor's degree in insipidity, I shall 
not scruple acting in character, but shall reply to the items 
in your Ladyship's last^ in as dull and downright a manner 

Lnrm 8649. — < The Dowager Dncliew of Bevofort, a yery stiff and 
ftetely punnwi^e, 

O 3 
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as if I were of any of the learned profesaions^ and were 
constdted by you. 

The fragment of prologue you sent me I like much ; the 
description of Dr. Johnson is very just ; and for me, though 
I am numbered among the blue-stockings, my stockings are 
so very thin, that not a thread aches at the laugh at them. 

The person you wish to be acquainted with, Madam, that 
you may question him on many particulars of his book, 
is a most worthy man, who would be very proud of the 
honour of being presented to your Ladyship, but I doubt 
whether you would admire him as much as his heroes. He 
is very grave, very circumstantial, and his visits are not 
epigrams ; but then he lives at the end of the world, as you 
do at the beginning, and you would see him but seldom. 

The flaming patriot that was willing to go to the devil to 
save country gentlemen from the weight of the land-tax, 
I should think was a Jacobite parson, who hated the 
Revolution, and had many disciples in the class of squires. 
There must have been something of the Church in such 
zeal ; and I dare to say he thought there was a back door 
from hell into the vestry, by which he should escape and 
get absolution from some nonjuring brother. The patriots 
I have seen of later days have not been formed of such 
combustible ingredients. Oh no I per contra ; and as 
Boasuet» I think, wrote against the Huguenots VHisMrt 
des YariaHonSf a second part might be added on the civil 
variations of English Protestants or Protesters. 

On the Duchess of Kingston I have nothing to say: 
I was weary of her folly and vanity long ago, and now 
look on her only as a big bubble that is burst. 

New game, or village anecdotes, I have none to send you. 
Madam ; nor from my own narrow circle, but that I have 
had a sort of tmpromptu visit from the Duke of York. He 
seat me word, one evening, that if I were alone he would 
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come with some company and see my house ; but it proving 
too late^ he appointed the next day, and came. As I had 
never been presented to him, I asked leave at the door to 
kiss his handy but he would not suffer it ; and indeed the 
whole time he stayed, which was about an hour, it was 
impossible to be more gracious, or to say more obliging 
things. His uncle, the late Duke^ surprised me still more 
suddenly eight«nd-twenty years ago. Two Dukes of York, 
at such a distance of time, make me seem to have lived till 
the same adventures come round again to me in different 
reigns. You must not wonder. Madam, if I give myself the 
airs of a patriarch, when I am so like Abraham, who at 
very distant periods had exactly the same incidents happen 
to him twice from two princes about his wife ; for Sarah's 
charms, it seems^ remained in fashion as long as Straw- 
berry'Sy though one should have thought that young princes 
would not have an appetite for anything so Oothic as either. 
I have answered ; I have related ; and I have not a 
syllable more to say, but good nighty my dear Lady. 

P.S. In exchange for the prologue, Madam, I send you 
the inscription which the Council of Jersey sent over to 
General Conway with the Druidic temple : — 

i\Hir des siddes cacM aux regards des mortds 
Cet ancien monument, ces pierreSj ces autds, 
Ou le sang des humains offert en sacrifice 
Butssda pour des dieux, qu'enfanta le caprice ; 
Ce monument, sans prix par son antiquite, 
T^moignera pour nous d la postMU 
Que dans tous les dangers (Xsarie cut un ptre, 
Aitentif el vaUlant, g6n&eux d prospht, 
Et redira, Conway, aux siddes d venir, 
Qu*m vertu du respect dii d ce souoemr, 
JEUe tefii ce don, acquis d ta vaiUance, 
Comme un juste tribtU de sa reconnoissanee. 
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2651. To THB Countess of Uppeb Ossoby. 

strawberry HUl, Oet. 11, 1788. 

I AJi sorry, Madam, that mes viUageoisei have no better 
prorender than my sifUogimns to send to their corre- 
spondents, nor am I ambitious of riyalling the barber or 
innkeeper, and beooming the wit of fiye miles round. I re- 
member how, long ago^ I estimated local renown at its just 
value by a sort of little adventure that I will tell you; 
and, since that, there is an admirable chapter somewhere in 
Voltaire which shows that more extended &me is but local 
on a little larger scale ; it is the chapter of the Chinese who 
goes into a European bookseller's shop, and is amazed at 
finding none of the works of his most celebrated country- 
men; while the bookseller finds the stranger equally 
ignorant of western classics. 

Well, Madam, here is my tiny story : I went once with 
Mr. Bigby to see a window of painted glass at Messing, in 
Essex \ and dined at a better sort of alehouse. The land- 
lady waited on us and was notably loquacious, and enter- 
tained us with the bans mots and fimny exploits of Mr. 
Charles ; Mr. Charles said this, Mr. Charles played such 
a trick : oh, nothing was so pleasant as Mr. Charles. But 
how astonished the poor soul was when we asked who 
Mr. Charles was; and how much more astonished when 
she found we had never heard of Mr. Charles Luckyn, who, 
it seems, is a relation of Lord Grimston, had lived in their 
village^ and been the George Selwyn of half a dozen 
cottages. 

If I had a grain of ambitious pride left, it is what, in 
other respects, has been the thread that has run through 
my life, that of being forgotten ; so true^ except the folly 

Lrtu 9661.— 1 See letter to Kontaga of July 90, 1740. 
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of being an author, has been what I said last year to the 
Prince of Wales when he asked me if I was a Freemason* 
I replied, ' No, Sir ; I never was anything/ 

Apropos to the Prince ; I am sorry you do not approve 
of my offering to kiss the Duke's hand when he eame to 
see my house. I never had been presented to him ; but^ 
moreover, as I am very secure of never being suspected 
to pay my court for interest, and certainly never seek royal 
personages^ I always pique myself^ when thrown in their 
way, upon showing that I know I am nobody, and know 
the distance between them and me: this I take to be 
common sense, and do not repent of my behaviour. If 
I were a grandee and in place, I would not, like the late 
Duchess oi Northumberland, jig after them, calling them 
my master and my mistress. I think, if I were their 
servant, I would as little, like the same Grace, parade 
before the Queen with more footmen than her Migesty. 
Thoi was impertinent. 

I am sorry, for the third time of this letter, that I have 
no new village anecdotes to send your Ladyship, since 
they divert you for a moment I have one, but some 
months old. Lady Gharleville, my neighbour, told me 
three months ago, that, having some company with her, 
one of them had been to see Strawberry. ' Pray,' said 
another, 'who is that Hr. Walpole?' ^Lordl' cried a 
third, 'don't you know the great epicure, Mr. Walpole?' 
' Pho I ' said the first, ' great epicure ! you mean the anti- 
quarian.' There, Madam, surely this anecdote may take 
its place in the chapter of local fame. If I have picked up 
no recent auecdotes on our Common, I have made a much 
more, to me, precious acquisition. It is the acquaintance of 
two young ladies of the name of Berry', whom I first 

> llai7BeR7(17S8-Koy. 1862), and ten of Robert Beny (d. 1817) 
Agnes BeR7(176i^AiL 1868), dAagh- by a daughter of John Seton, of 
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saw last winter, and who aoeidentally took a house herewith 
their father for this season. Their story is singular enough 
to entertain you. The grandfather", a Scot, had a large 
estate in his own country, 6,0002. a year it is said ; and 
a circumstance I shall tell you makes it probable. The 
eldest son married, for love, a woman with no fortune. 
The old man was enraged and would not see him. The 
wife died and left these two young ladies. Their grand* 
father wished for an heir male, and pressed the widower to 
remarry, but could not prevail ; the son declaring he would 
consecrate himself to his daughters and their education. 
The old man did not break with him again, but much 
worse, totally disinherited him, and 1^ all to his second 
son, who very handsomely gave up 8002. a year to his elder 
brother. Mr. Berry has since carried his daughters for two 
or three years to France and Italy, and they are returned 
the best-informed and the most perfect creatures I oyer saw 
af their age. They are exceedingly sensible, entirely 
natural and unaffected, frank, and, being qualified to talk on 
any subject, nothing is so easy and agreeable as their 



Kirkbridge, Torkdiln. HoneeWal- 
pole*i liking for th« Miss Benyi 
■oon developed into «n afliBotion to 
which hit lettan to them abundantly 
testify. HeMonredMrnnohoftlieir 
•ociety M poMible. Tliey owed to 
him a poaition in aooiety whioh they 
kept xuitil the end of their days. It 
is stated, on the authority of Miss 
Berry's maid, who sorrived until 
1896 or 1807, that Walpole offered 
his * hand and heart' to Mary Berry 
and his * hand and eoronet ' to 
Agnes Berry — doobtleas with a 
view of secnxing their constant 
society. 

In 1796 Miss Berry became en- 
gaged to Ocneral Charles O'Haara, 
Governor of Oibraltar, bat the en- 
gagement was broken off in six 
moothsP time. The rest of the long 



Uves of the two sisten was na* 
eventfUL 

Horaoe Walpole left to the Miss 
Benys a sun of mon^, and the 
house at Little Strawberry HOI 
whioh had been their coontiy reat- 
denoe daring his lifetime. Mary 
Berry edited Horaoe Walpole's 
Worki (London, 1798, fi vols. 4to), 
thoas^ the editorship is commonly 
attribated to her fhther, and the 
LetUnofthe Marquim du D^amd to 
Horae$ Walpole (London, 1810, A vols. 
ISmoX 

* It was not Mr. Benyls £sther 
who disinherited him, bat his ma- 
ternal ande, Mr. Fergoson, a 
sacoessftil Scotch merchant, who 
made a large foirtane, and por- 
ehased the estate of Baith in Vif e- 
shiie^ 
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eonTenation — ^noi more apposite than their answers and 
observationa The eldest^ I discovered by chance, under* 
stands Latin and is a perfect Frenchwoman in her langoage. 
The younger draws charmin^^y, and has copied admirably 
Lady Di's gipsies, which I lent, though for the first time 
of her attempting coloura They are of pleasing figures ; 
Mary, the eldest^ sweety with fine dark eyes, that are very 
liyely when she speaks, with a symmetry of face that is the 
more interesting from being pale ; Agnee^ the younger, has 
an agreeable sensible countenance, hardly to be called 
handsome, but almost She is less animated than Mary, 
but seems, out of deference to her sister, to speak seldomer, 
for they dote on each other, and Mary is always praising 
her sister^s talents. I must eyen tell you they dress within 
the bounds of fiushion, though fashionably ; but without the 
excrescences and balconies with which modem hoydens 
oTerwhelm and barricade their persons. In short, good 
sense, information, simplicity, and ease characterize the 
Berrys ; and this is not particularly mine, who am apt to be 
prejudiced, but the universal voice of all who know them. 
The first night I met them I would not be acquainted with 
them, having heard so much in their praise that I concluded 
they would be all pretension. The second time, in a very 
small company, I sat next to Mary, and found her an angel 
both inside and out. Now I do not know which I like 
best, except Mary's face, which is formed for a sentimental 
novel, but is ten times fitter for a fifty times better thing, 
genteel comedy. This delightful fimiily comes to me almost 
every Sunday evening, as our region is too prodamaiofy to 
play at cards on the seventh day. I do not care a straw for 
cards, but I do disapprove of this partiality to the youngest 
child of the week ; while the other poor six days are treated 
as if they had no souls to save. I forgot to tell you that 
Mr. Beny is a little merry man with a round face, and you 
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would not suspect him of so much feeling and attachment. 
I make no excuse for such minute details ; for, if your Lady- 
ship insists on hearing the humours of my district, you 
must for once indulge me with sending you two pearls that 
I found in my path. 

2652. To Miss Maby Bebsy. 

Oet. 14, 1788. 

I WILL certainly not contend when I am so glad to be 
failed, as I am in every sense of the word ; for you perceiye 
my ambition is to set you off; and since clinquant is of no 
other use, and as Strawberry Hill is the lowest in all the 
parish of Parnassus, I hope you will allow me the honour of 
being your PhSbus en titre d'offke; though I shall be the 
reverse of all deputies, for my charge wiU be a sinecure, as 
my principal, the true inspirer, will, I am persuaded, 
always execute his office himselj^ and leave on the super- 
annuated list, 

Tour devoted humble servant, 

H. Walpole. 

2658. To John Pinkebton. 

Dear Sib, Strawberry Hill, Oct 15, 1788. 

I am rather sorry to hear that you are going to be the 
editor of another's work, who are so infinitely better em- 
ployed when composing yourself : however, as it will be on 
a branch of virtU that I love, I comfort myself, from your 
taste and accuracy, that it will be better executed than by 
any one else. 

I will execute your commissions, but you must give me 

Lrtkk 266S.— Kot in O. ; now printed from original in poeioarion of Earl 
Waldegrara. 
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a little time. The gout has lamed my fingem, and I cannot 
use them much at a time; and I doubt it has made me 
a little indolent too. Age, you may be sure, has not 
improved my sight, and Yertue*s MSS. are not only a heap 
of immethodic confusion, but are written in so yeiy diminu- 
tiye a hand that, many years ago, when I collected my 
Anecdotes from them, and had yery strong eyes, I was often 
forced to use a magnif 3ring-glass. Should you be impatient, 
will you come and search those MSS. yourself? Next, will 
you come next Sunday hither, and pass the whole day, 
if you please, in the examination ? 

I do not recollect three medals of my father. One I think 
was struck by Natter, who was much patronized by my 
brother. Sir Edward, and who also engrayed two or three 
seals of Sir Bobert's head. The consular figure on the 
reyerse of the medal I mean was intended for Cicero ; but 
I belieye was copied from a statue belonging to the late 
Earl of Leicester at Holkham, and which, if I do not 
mistake at this distance of time, is called Lucius Antonius. 
I do not know that any medal of my father was struck on 
any particular occasion. That I mention and Dassier*s 
were honorary, as of a considerable person ; and his being 
Prime Minister might haye a little share in the compli- 
ment. Of Dassier ^ I know no more than I haye said in the 
Anecdotes of Painting. 

I am ignorant who has the medal of the Duchess of 
Portsmouth; perhaps you might learn of Mr. Bindley, 
Commissioner of Excise, and who liyes in Somerset House. 
He had a great collection of modern medals^ but sold them. 
Perhaps the Duke of Deyonshire has the medal in question : 



Lvrrm S668.-^ Jaoqnes Antoine Walpole was one of a teriM of por- 

Daaier (17i5-1750X a GeneTMO, trait medala of dirtingniahed Wngliah- 

asaifltant angiaTar to the Bngliah men. It was straok in 1744. 
medal of Sir Robert 
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you might learn of Dr. Lort^ or I can ask him. Are there 
no modern medals in Dr. Hunter's collection ? 

These are all the answers I am ready to give to your 
queries at present. 

Yours most sincerely. 

Hob. Walpolb. 



2654. To THB Countess of ITppeb Ossobt. 

strawberry HiU, Oct. 19» 1788. 

It stands me upon. Madam, to hurry my answer, when 
I have to thank you for your very pretty and very flattering 
poetry. Little did I think that my two Straw Berries 
would prove Muses at Farming Woods. I sent your Lady* 
ship an account of them from ahsolute dearth of subjects, 
when you had commanded me to write again, and when 
I had done so, I repented, and thought you would laugh at 
me in your mind's mouth, for troubling you with an idle 
description of two girls with whom I have happened to get 
acquainted. Luckily, your Ladyship and our Lord were, at 
that moment, full as much a man and woman of the woods 
as any Marquis* in Christendom; and, as you are there 
still, I shall venture to proceed, and send you, not an 
adequate return (as far as my part goes) for your verses, but 
some of les amtMemens dee eaux de Strawberri; but beseech 
that they may go no farther, for trifles that 6gayent a little 
private society, are ridiculous if they get abroad, especially 
from a septuagenary rhymer. 

The Berrys were to come and see my printing-press. I 
recollected my gallantry of former days, and they found 
these stanzas ready set : — 

L«TXE 9664.— 1 Hie Marquis of Luisdowne ; fee letter to Lady Oisoiy 
of8ept28,178e. 
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To Mary's lips has ancient Rome 

Her purest language taught. 
And from the modem city home 

Agnes its pencil brought. 

Rome's ancient Horace sweetly chants 

Such maids with lyric fire; 
Albion's old Horace sings nor paints— 

He only can admire. 

Still would his press their £une record. 

So amiable the pair is I 
But, ah ! how Tain to think his word 

Can add a straw to Berrysl 

The next morning the Latian njrmph sent me these 
lines: — 

Had Rome's fiuned Horace thus addrest 

His Lydia or his Lyce, 
He had ne'er so oft complain'd their breast 

To him was cold and icy. 

But had they sought their joy to explain, 

Or praise their generous ba^d, 
Perhaps^ like me, they had tried in yain, 

And felt the task too hard. 

I will now quit my pretty natural new acquaintance, to 
utter my wonder (for wonder I do at this novel ^tp^, 
though accustomed to so many of her yagaries) of a former 

poetic eoMiaissancef Lady C \ One is apt to cry, on 

hearing any eccentric exploit, * Oh, she is mad I ' but surely 
the packet to Blenheim, and the two proposals, considering 
all circumstances, were produced by the full of the moon. 
Indeed, these coups de hme come thick and fast But last 
week another of her projects came to my knowledge ; I do 
not think myself at liberty to mention it yet, though it will 
be no secret ; but you will allow. Madam, that I hare good 
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reason not to be the first to divulge ii When you hear it, 
I will tell you more concerning it. 

Lady Tweeddale, between fondness and enormous thrift, 
really did starve her children ; but she is strangely foolish, 
and then what can one say more ? 

George' is returned to Bichmond, and diverted me pro- 
digiously. I had foretold that he would bottle up some 
relict from the royal visit, but, as he has more wit than 
I have prophetic spirit, his label to a certain pcUera of La 
Reine hoit far outwent my imagination ; I suppose he told 
it to Lord Ossory, or showed it to him. 

I have been entertained, too, by a visit of Lord Leicester 
to Penshurst, from Tunbridge. As the former had belonged 
to usurpers of his title, of which he had been wronged from 
the era of the Conquest, I should not have thought he would 
have deigned to enter it. Oh, but he did ; ay, and fell in 
love with, and wants to purchase it. In the mansion he 
found a helmet, and put it on, but, unfortunately, it had 
been made for some paladin whose head was not of the 
exact standard that a genuine Earl of Leicester's should be, 
and in doffing it he almost tore one of his ears oif. I am 
persuaded he tried it with the intention of wearing it at the 
next coronation, for, when he was but two-and-twenty, he 
called on me one morning, and told me he proposed to 
claim the championry of England, being descended from the 
eldest daughter of Ralph de Basset, who was champion 
before the Flood, or before the Conquest, I foiget which, 
whereas the Dymocks come only from the second, and he 
added, 'I did put in my claim at the coronation of Queen 
Elizabeth.' A gentleman who was with me, and who did 
not understand the heraldic tongue, hearing such a declara- 
tion from a very young man, stared, and thought be was 

* Gkoxgo SaliVTiL 
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gone raying mad, and I, who did understand him, am still 
not clear that the gentleman was in the wrong. 

As you allow me to fill my letters with any scraps I can 
amass, I will tell your Ladyship how I was struck lately by 
a sentence of a negro. I was at Kingston, with the sisters 
of Lord Milford, who are my relations, and who have lately 
lost their very aged mother. They have a favourite black, 
who has lived with them a great many years, and is remark- 
ably sensible. To amuse Lady Phillips under a long illness, 
they had read to her the account of the Pelew Islanda 
Somebody happened to say we were sending, or have just 
sent, a ship thither ; the black, who was in the room, ex- 
claimed, ' Then there is an end of their happiness ! ' What 
a satire on Europel 

Apropos to scraps and fragments, Madam ; part of the 
MStnoires de 8t Shnonf which I have long thirsted to see, is 
published, but has not yet arrived here. Mrs. Damer could 
get but one copy at Paris, and I have only had a glimpse of 
one volume out of three, but, even there, I found at least 
two of Voltaire's most remarkable anecdotes. 

The Due de St Simon was a favourite of the Begent, but 
dying, his M^moires were seized, and locked up at Versailles 
in the d^t de pagpiers. The Due de Ghoiseul, qui oaoit touiy 
had a copy taken, and the Duchess lent it to Madame du 
DefEand, who made her promise I should see it at my next 
visit ; but the Due's fall intervened, and Madame de Gram- 
mont* persuaded him it would be dangerous to let it be 
known then tiiat he had a copy, and I could not blame 
her. Since that, the Duchesse d'Anville saw, probably, the 
same copy, and made extracts, as others have from that or 
the original I am not sure that the whole is public, or will 
be, but a good deal is something. Finis of my scraps and 
paper. 

* The mstw of the Duo de GhoieeoL 
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2655. To Thomas Holcboft^ 

Berkelej Square, Nor. 88, 178a 

The civilitieB, Sir, which you are pleaaed io say you 
received from me at Strawberry Hill, were no more than 
were due to any gentleman, and certainly did not deserve 
such acknowledgement as you have made ; and I should be 
ashamed of your thanking me so much, if the agreeable 
manner in which you have greatly overpaid them by the 
present of your works did not make me easily swallow my 
shame^ though it will not dispense me from assuring you 
how much I am obliged to you. I shall read them with 
pleasure as soon as I am settled in town. Just at present, 
I live between town and country, and should not have leisure 
but to read them by snatches. 

It is for this reason that if you are not in haste for it, 
I shall beg leave to keep your MS. comedy till I can peruse 
it with proper attention. If you should want it soon, I will 
return it and ask for it again, for it would be unjust to the 
merit of your works to run through them too rapidly. 

I am, Sir, 

Your obliged and 

Obedient humble servant^ 

Hob. Walfoli. 



26S6L To THB Countess of Uppeb Ossobt. 

Berkeley Square, Dec S, 1788. 

I CAME to town but yesterday at two o'clock, Hadam» 
when I found your Ladyship's letter. I would have 
answered it directly, but so many persons came in, it was 
impossible. 

LamuL 9666.^-CoUMed with original in poisenion of Mr. Q. BeretfocA 
1 The dremetift ; d. ISOei 
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Tou attributed my late silence^ Madam, to the right, at 
least to the chief cause* Madness^ is too unpleasant a subject 
to me who have undergone so much from it in my nephew's 
case. I hearialy pity all afflicted with, or related to it. 

It was, besides, too serious a topic to handle, especially 
under such perfect ignorance as mine. I haye not been in 
town but once or twice for a night or two. At Twickenham 
I could hear nothing but the strangest incoherent accounts. 
When here, the assertions were more positive, yet only more 
discordant ; and I saw nobody whose authority I could think 
better than from second or third hands: and I did not choose 
to invalidate them more, as I should do by even repeating 
them and removing them still fJEurther from a source that 
might not be pure. 

Things now draw to a crisis, and every point will be 
public, worth knowing certainly, for the events will concern 
everybody, and indifierence would be affected at a moment 
so new. I, though so old, and as little interested as any 
individual can be, do not pretend to be incurious. Every 
eightif^ht seems to be a favourite period with fate ; and 
when the club that had recourse to Queen Elizabeth's '88 
chose to go two hundred years back for a companion to the 
Bevolution, they little thought that if they had waited 
a month they would have an era of their own to the 
purpose. 

With such food for reflection or anticipation, one can be 
in no want of matter : but I am too ancient to tap what 
may almost be called a new reign, and of which I am not 



LaiTSft 9660. — i An aUnsion to the 
Kixig's insanity, of which aymptoms 
flnt appeared in Oct. 178S. Previoaa 
to the date of this letter Oeoige ni 
had been placed nnder the care of 
Ih*. Willis, who declared himself 
odnvinoed that Uie King would soon 
reoorer. In the meantime it became 

wALTOiA xnr 1 



necessary to find oat how the govern- 
ment was to be carried on daring 
the King's illness. Fox declared in 
fitvoor of the Prince of Wales' in- 
herent right to the regency. Pitt, 
on the other hand, maintained that 
the regency lAioold be settled l^ 
Parliament. 
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likely to see much. To peneintion I never pretended; 
nor, to say truth, much believe in, for this reason — ^the 
more intuitive any man's head, the wiser he is deemed: 
now a wise man only calculates from probabilities ; he does 
not condescend (nor would be the shrewder for it) to esti- 
mate chance and follies, which decide oftener than prob- 
ability does. My foresight, if I give it the rein, would 
not prognosticate much felicity to the nation from so unex* 
pected a calamity, because I should not take uncertainty for 
a stable of foundation, and hopes and fears do not form an 
horizon of tranquillity. IfUerregimim have seldom produced 
halcyon days ; yet I no more depend on historic precedent 
than I do on sagacious foresight. I do not know that there 
is a grain of good sense in all the labyrinth of speculation 
in which I could wander, except in my steady opinion of 
our being exceedingly fortunate in the present embarrassed 
situation of France. Monsieur Necker may, for aught I know, 
be a dexterous financier—but he is no Bichelieu — ^though 
no bad politician neither, as far as confounding goes, for the 
roll of questions he proposed to the notables seems to have 
thrown open the gates to endless controversy and disputa- 
tion, and to mean to set all the provinces, all their towns, 
all the nobility, clergy, and people together by the ears, 
before they can settle who shall be les itais ; and thus he 
may convert a rebellion into a civil war, which may save 
the prerogative at the expense of the revenue, which one 
should have thought would rather have been his object to 
procure and settle. That is his affiur— it is ours, whichever 
way they are embroiled. To me it is private comfort, that 
all the Maehiaveb and Machiavellesses of the present age, 
who have sown war, have only reaped perplexity, disgrace^ 
and discomfiture. France &ou2everwd Holland and was 
foQed : Cesar* has been bafiled by the Turks he despised : 

t XhA Emperor JoMph IL 
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Semiramifl ' has drawn Sweden and Poland on ber shoulders : 
and Sweden is in danger at home, Tani mieuXj tant mieux. 

Lord Ossory, no doubt, wiU come^ Madam, and satisfy 
your curiosity, if you can be content to wait for the echo, 
which would surprise me. One always thinks, when reading 
of any memorable period, how one should like to have lived 
at the tima Surely so novel a crisis as the present is of 
that complexion* Even if we are temperate, it will be a 
singular moment. It certainly is a grave one ! 

2667. To Ladt Cravsk. 

Berkeley Square, Deo. 11, 1788. 

It is agreeable to your Ladyship's usual goodness to 
honour me with another letter; and I may say, to your 
equity too, after I had proved to Monsieur Mercier^, by the 
list of dates of my letters, that it was not mine, but 
the post's fault, that you did not receive one that I had 
the honour of writing to you above a year ago. Not, 
Madam, that I could wonder if you had the prudence to 
drop a correspondence with an old superannuated man; 
who, conscious of his decay, has had the decency of not 
troubling with his dotages persons of not near your Lady- 
ship's youth and vivacity. I have long been of opinion that 
few persons know when to die ; I am not so English as to 
mean when to dispatch themselves — no, but when to go out 
of the world. I have usually applied this opinion to those 
who have made a considerable figure ; and, consequently, it 
was not adapted to myself. Tet even we ciphers ought not 
to fiitigue the public scene when we are become lumber. 
Thus, being quite out of the question, I will explain my 
maxim, which is the more wholesome, the higher it is 

t The Kmpimi of BuMJa. to her pxopoeed Society of Azte and 

Lxrras Si667. — ^ A Fronoliman SoienoM at Aaspaoh. 
dhoien bj Ledj Onven m eeeieteiy 
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addieaaed. My opinion, then, is, that when any personage 
has shone as much as is possible in his or her best walk 
(and, not to repeat both genders every minute, I will use the 
male as the common of the two), he should take up his 
Strulbrugism, and be heard of no mora Instances will be 
still more explanatory. Voltaire ought to have pretended 
to die after Ahfire, Mahomet, and Semiramis, and not have 
produced his wretched last pieces : Lord Chatham should 
have closed his political career with his immortal war : and 
how weak was Garrick, when he had quitted the stage, to limp 
after the tatters of fame by writing and reading pitiful 
poems; and even by sitting to read plays which he had 
acted with such fire and energy I We have another example 
in Hr. Anstey ; who, if he had a friend upon earth, would 
have been obliged to him for being knocked on the head, 
the moment he had published the fir$t edition of the Bath 
Guide ; for, even in the second, he had exhausted his whole 
stock of inspiration, and has never written anything toler- 
able since. When such unequal authors print their works 
together, one may apply in a new light the old hacked 
simile of Hezentius, who tied together the living and the 
dead. 

We have just received the works of an author, from 
whom I find I am to receive much less entertainment than 
I expected, because I shall have much less to read than 
I intended. His MemairSf I am told, are almost wholly 
military ; which, therefore^ I shall not read : and his poetry, 
I am sure, I shall not look at, because I should not under- 
stand ii What I saw of it formerly convinced me that 
he would not have been a poet, even if he had written in 
his own language ; and, though I do not understand 
(German, I am told it is a fine language : and I can easily 
believe that any tongue (not excepting our old barbarous 
Saxon, which, a bit of an antiquary as I am, I abhor) is 
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more barmonious than French. It was curious absurdity, 
therefore, to pitch on the most unpoetic language in Europe^ 
the most barren, and the most clogged with difSculties. 
I have heard Bussian and Polish sung, and both sounded 
musical ; but, to abandon one's own tongue, and not adopt 
Italian, that is eyen sweeter, and softer, and more copious 
than the Latin, was a want of taste that I should think 
could not be applauded even by a Frenchman bom in 
Provence. But what a language is the French, which 
measures verses by feet that never are to be pronounced ; 
which is the case wherever the mute e is found I What 
poverty of various sounds for rhyme^ when, lest similar 
cadences should too often occur, their mechanic bards are 
obliged to marry masculine and feminine terminations as 
alternately as the black and white squares of a chess-board ? / 
Nay, will you believe me, Madam — yes, you will, for you j 
may convince your own eyes — that a scene of Zaire begins : ' f\ 
with three of the most nasal adverbs that ever snorted 
together in a breath? Enfin, done, d^sormais, are the 
culprits in question. JEnfin donCy need I tell your Lady- 
ship that the author I alluded to at the beginning of this 
long tirade is the late King of Prussia? 

I am conscious that I have taken a little liberty when 
I excommunicate a tongue in which your Ladyship has 
condescended to write ; but I only condemn it for verse 
and pieces of eloquence, of which I thought it alike in- v^ 
capable, till I read Bousseau of (Geneva. It is a most 
sociable language^ and charming for narrative and epistles. 
Yet^ write as well as you will in it, you must be liable to 
express yourself better in the speech natural to you ; and 
your own countiy has a right to understand all your works, 
and is jealous of their not being as perfect as you could 
make them. Is it not more creditable to be translated into 
a foreign language than into your own? and will it not 
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Tex you to hear the translation taken for the original, 
and to find vulgarisms that you could not have committed 
yourself? But I have done, and wiU release you, Madam ; 
only observing, that you flatter me with a vain hope, when 
you tell me you shall return to England some time or 
other. Where will that time be for me? and when it 
arrives, shall I not be somewhere else ? 

I do not pretend to send your Ladyship English news, 
nor to tell you of English literature. Tou must before 
this time have heard of the dismal state into which our 
chief personage* is fallen 1 That consideration absorbs aU 
others. The two Houses are going to settle some inter- 
mediate succedaneum; and the obviam (me\ no doubt, will 
be fixed on* 

This letter, I hope, will be more fortunate than my last 
I should be very unhappy to seem again ungrateful, when 
I have the honour of being with the greatest respect, 
Madam, your Ladyship's most obliged 

And most humble servant, 

Hon. Walpolb. 

2658. To THE Countess of Upfeb Ossoby. 

Berkeley Square, Dec 26, 1788. 

I MUST have been very presumptuous. Madam, had I 
expected your Ladyship to bestow on me any minutes of 
the very few hours you passed in town — indeed I was not 
so unreasonable. Your dentist, I hope, was successfully 
employed. 

I am by no means expert, Madam, at explaining obscurities. 
The passage you have sent me is probably incorrectly 
printed, if not too carelessly written. It perhaps alludes 
to Mahomet's first wife, Oadesha, who became a proselyte 
to his revelations, and propagated his gospeL She certainly 

s The King. * The Frinoe of Wales. 
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bore to him none but allegoric progeny. Or may the she* 
tvcHf mean Mahomet's own enthusiaam? I only gueas 
because you bid me — not from ambition of making sense 
out of what I do not understand. 

I haye been confined to my house for some days by the 
worst cold and cough I ever had in my days. I treat it as 
ill as possible^ and do not give it a morsel ; still it will not 
leaye me. In revenge it will not let me speak. My whole 
amusement^ a woful one, has been dipping into three 
volumes of the King of Prussia's Letters to Voltaire. 
Worse stuff did I never behold ! so pedantic, so tiresomely 
flattering, so utterly void of variety, with Apollon, Milton, 
and Newton in every page, and such bushels of vile 
verses — oh, I borrowed and shall return them. It is to 
be hoped his Memoirs will make amends — but General 
Conway is reading them himself, and could only lend 
me the correspondence. 

Lord Beauchamp has just called on me, and says the 
King of Spain is dead \ I should be as glad to read his 
letters as those of his $oi4iaafU PhUosqphe de Sans-SaueL 
What contradictions are we^ great mortals and little I To 
be the rival of Alexander, and the singe of the Marquis 
d'Argens' and French academicians I 

I will not plead my cold for the shortness of this, 
Madam, yet I assure you it makes it troublesome even to 
write; but I really know nothing more than I have told 
you, not even of politics (which you choose to avoid), and 
which I never seek, and a dispute full as little on any 
subject. Politics are to me but objects of entertainment 
in their turn, like other transient occurrences ; but serious 
follies if they affect the good humour of the person noways 

Lrtxb 2668w~> GharlM m, wbo 1771), ICarqnis d'Axgeiui, UtUraUwr, 
died on De& 14, 1788. He wu for some time CnamberlAin 

< Je«n-Bapk]ite de Boyer (1704- to Fredeiiok tlie Oreat. 
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concerned in them. It would be droll indeed if your 
Ladyahip and I should grow warm about them. 



2659. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

I AM aarry^ in the sense of that word before it meant, 
like a Hebrew word, glad or aorrpy that I am engaged this 
evening; and I am at your command on Tuesday, as it 
is always my inclination to be. It is a misfortune that 
words are become so much the current coin of society, 
thafc, like King William^s shillings, they have no impression 
left ; they are so smooth, that they mark no more to whom 
they first belonged than to whom they do belong, and are 
not worth even the twelvepence into which they may be 
changed: but if they mean too little, they may seem to 
mean too much too, especially when an old man (who is 
often synonymous for a miser) parts with them. I am 
afiraid of protesting how much I delight in your society, lest 
I should seem to affect being gallant ; but if two negatives 
make an afBrmative, why may not two ridicules compose 
one piece of sense? and therefore, as I am in love with 
you both, I trust it is a proof of the good sense of your 
devoted 

Feb. 2nd, 17— and 71 K BL Walpolb. 

2660. To THE CoTTNTESs OF ITppeb Ossoby. 

Berkeley Square, Feb. 6, 1789. 

I AX sure, Madam, the various reasons of my silence 
will appear valid to you. For six weeks I was confined by 
the worst cold and cough that I ever had in my life, and so 
shattered and oppressed, that I suspected the latter at least 
would fix for its life and mine, like an owl that resides and 

IdBmsB 2069.^1 An elliuion to Hozaoe Walpole'i own age at this time. 
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hoots in an old ruin — but it is gone. Then came the mis- 
fortune of Hiss Campbell's death \ and I was shut up with 
Mr. Conway and Lady Aylesbury. He bore it the worst 
of the two at first, but has conquered himself; and she 
is better within these two days. 

For news I heard not a tittle but political, and (Edipus 
himself could not have guessed what was true. Everybody 
that called on me asserted something or other on tJie best 
auUiorUyf and every other body that came contradicted 
his predecessor as positively on as good authority ; and so 
between two stools my fidth remained just where it was. 
Thus I could not report anything that was party per pate^ 
truth and falsehood, when I could not blazon either in its true 
colours — were all these embargoes not sufficient? would not 
you yourself Madam, impose silence on anybody that had a 
grain of modesty left, when you tell me you have been read- 
ing old letters of mine to your daughters and niece ? But, 
alas I it is too late to Uush through so many wrinkles ! nay, 
this very hour inflicts threefold penance on me ! viz. what 
you have said. Bell's republication, and Lady Craven's 
TravelSj where I make one of the figurants. In truth, and 
in very sober truth, I constantly lament having been born 
with a propensity to writing, and still worse to publishing I 
How many monuments of my folly wiU survive me I One 
comfort is, that half the world seems to be as foolish as 
I have been, and eyes will not be bom in plenty enough 
to read a thousandth part of what each year produces : Nob 
mmeiri mmmj and I shall be no more distinguished than 
my spare form would be in a living multitude. 

For Bell's edition ', I only am sorry for it as a repub- 

Idnm 9800.^> Niece of General BiohnMmd Hoiue met with the meet 

Conway and Lady Aileebnzy; ■» dietingwiehed applanee of the cogwo- 

yonng lady of great mnaioalabUitiee, 9oeinU: {QmL Mag, 1780, part L 

and who ezoeUed in an eminent p. S9.) 

decree on the pedAl harp. Her per- > FugUht Potinft in four voliune*. 
focmanoe on that inatramant at 
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lication; my epistle' is the worst poem in the volume, 
so I cannot complain of my company. I had no buaiiiesB 
to write yerses, for I was not born a poet,, whatever my 
propensities were ; but Bell is a rascal, who at least this 
way will get nothing by me. He cheated me literally of 
above 500L on my last volume of the Anecdotes of PainHngf 
and now sets me at defiance because he found I would not 
arrest hinu 

Lady Craven's Travels I received from Bobson * two hours 
ago. Dodsley brought the MS. to me before I came to town, 
but I positively refused to open it, though he told me my 
name was mentioned in it several times; but I was 
conscious how grievous it would be to her family and 
poor daughters, and therefore persisted in having nothing 
to do with it. I own I have now impatiently cut the leaves 
in search of my own name, and am delighted on finding 
it there but thrice, and only by the initial letter. When 
I have the honour of seeing your Ladyship, I can tell you 
many collateral circumstances ; but I will not put them 
on paper. I fear she may come to wish, or should, that 
die had not been bom with a propensity to writing. 

These questions I have answered readily. Madam : but 
about Calonne and La Motte I know nothing. 2%^ are a 
species of outlaws for which I have no taste, nor for their 
compeeress, Mile. D'£on. 

I can as little satisfy your Ladyship about the title of 
Mr. Hayley's fourth play, which I totally forget I 
remember the scene lay at Gibraltar, and that the subject 
was if possible more disgusting than that of The Mysterious 
Mather ; and having no self-love for the deformed offspring 
of other people, I never opened the volume a second 
time. 

* EpitfU from Florma (o TkowHU * Probably James Bobeon (1788- 
AAion, WTittan in 1740. 1806X a bookieUar in Bond Street. 
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Mr. Fozt I am told, is better, but I baye seen nobody 
that is particularly informed; though my house is well 
situated as a cofFee-house, and I Tory seldom stir from the 
bar in a mornings I have no intelligence but from those 
who accidentally drop in, consequently my gazette is 
commonly striped of two colours, as opposite as black and 
white, and, if repeated, would sound like the cross-readings 
from newspapers. Truth is said to lie at the bottom of 
a well, to which I am sure at present there are two buckets, 
which clash so much, that each brings up as much mud 
as pure graia If I do not sift them, at least I do not 
retail one for the other. 



2661. To THE CouimBSS of Uppeb Ossoby. 

Berkeley Square, Feb. 10, 1789. 

A TBUCB, my good Lady, with my perfections I indeed 
I have none, and when you compliment me with any 
praises, you only make me cry, 'Lord, have mercy, can 
this mean me I* If you provoke me, I will write such 
a just satire on myself, that you shall be ashamed of ever 
sajring a civil thing to me again. Nay, how the deuce 
should I know myself, when you tell me of my candour ; 
I, who have ever allowed that I am the most unprejudiced 
of mankind I But do not mistake^ Madam ; it is not being 
candid, to have lived to be grown indifferent, which is 
the best chance that common sense has for obtaining the 
casting vote in one's own privy council. I must again, 
too, remonstrate against your showing my letters ; ay, for 
your own sake, if you desire they should be natural, and 
unreserved. Is it possible to be unaffected, when one 
knows one is to undergo an ordeal of eyes? Whatever 
interferes with one's writing, as if iite a iite with one's 
correspondent, must destroy the ease of letters ; and who 
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will dare to write any uppennost folly in the face of 
half a dozen inquisitors? 

Yoar Ladyship is used to, and has tolerated my fooleries, 
and to encourage me to continue them, you tell me Lord 
Holland' lores nonsense; but ah, Madam, the nonsense of 
one age is not the nonsense of another age I I remember 
the late Lord Leicester, who had formed a galimatias that 
was much to the taste of his contemporaries. He retired 
to Holkham for a few years, returned to town and to 
White's; a new generation was come forth, who stared 
and concluded he was superannuated ; and he was forced 
to pack up his obsolete phrases and antiquated humour 
and decamp again, to rail at the dullness of the young men. 
Even wit has its modes on which its success depends, as 
Sir W. Temple observes of the old Earl of Norwich, and 
who knows but Lord Brudenel may cease to be laughed 
at in a future reign I Diogenes Laertius records many 
witticisms of the old philosophers, which would not raise 
a smile now in the House of Commons, where our country 
gentlemen are no niggards of horse-laughs at miserable 
jokes. If therefore you hold out readers to me, it will be 
such a ierrorem^ that I shall grow as stiff and formal as her 
Grace my neighbour Beaufort ; begin with hoping you are 
weOf and conclude with con^i$nents to pour fireside and all 
friendSf and tell you as news the prices of conmiodities at 
Bear Key *. 

If you had not so dosed me, Hadam, with high-flown 
panegyiio, I doubt I should have been flattered by Lord 
Holland's approbation; but now I dare not listen to the 
charmer, charm he ever so wisely ; nay, I am almost afraid 

LvrmSieSl. — ^iHeniyBlohaxdFoz, end of Bear (now Beer) Lane, which 

third Baron Holland, at this time leads from Great Tower Street to 

aged sixteen; afterwards weU known Lower Thames Street A market 

in literary and political oircleSb was formerly held at Bear Quay for 

' Bear Quay, on the river at the oom and other grain. 
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of commending his very pretty easy yerses, lest I should 
seem to oonnive at a mart of flattery. I have one set of 
Bojfol and Noble Authors left, which shall be at his Lord- 
ship^s command when you tell me whither to direct them. 

I am a little surprised, I confess, at your Ladyship's 
finding it laborious to finish Mr. Oibbon, especially the last 
▼olume, which I own, too, delighted me the most — perhaps 
because I was best acquainted with the subjects of it. In 
the other volumes I was a little confounded by his leaping 
backwards and forwards, and I could not recollect all those 
faineant Emperors of Constantinople, who come again and 
again, like the same ships in a moving picture. How he 
oould traverse such acres of ill*written histories, even to 
collect such a great work, astonishes me. 

I am reading as multifarious a collection, but by no 
means with the same alacrity, the Anacharais of the Abb4 
Barth6lemy, four most corpulent quartos, into which he 
has amassed, and indeed .very ingeniously arranged, every 
passage I believe (for aught I know) that is extant in any 
Oreek or Latin author, which gives any account of Greece 
and all and every part of it; but, alast I have not yet 
waded through the second volume, a sure sign that the 
appetite of my eyes is decayed. I can read now but for 
amusement. It is not at all necessary to improve oneself 
for the next world, especially as one's knowledge will 
probably not prove standard thera The Abb4 is besides 
a little too partial to the Grecian accounts of their own 
virtues ; and as H. Pauw* and Dr. Gillies^ have lately un- 
hinged their scale of merits, a rehabilitation is no business 
of mine. 

I must not finish without thanking your Ladyship for 

s Gomeliai yoa Paaw (1789-1 709X ChinMe. 

a Oermaa eoolMiafltio, and writer * John Oilliafl, LI1.D. (1747-1886), 

of Bseh«rch€t PMiotopMquat on the author of a Hiiiory of QrMC$ pnb- 

Greeki, Amexioani, Bgyptians, and liahed in 1786. 
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sending me Les Amusemens des Eaux d^AmpUM : I could 
return nothing but accounts of political hostilities, in which 
I hear our Amazons take a yery considerable part Lady 
Craven, I belierey will scarce make the impression thai 
might be expected from so rash a publication^ as she has 
not a word on the present crisis. 

P.S. I am dully and cannot guess the charades. 



2662. To Sib Horaob Mann the Tounobb. 

Berkeley Square, Feb. 12, 1789. 

I ROW do believe that the King is coming to Atmself : not 
in the language of the courtiers, to his senses— but bom, 
their proo( viz. that he is returned to his what! what! 
what ! which he used to prefix to every sentence^ and which 
is coming to his nonsense. I am corroborated in this opinion 
by his having said much more sensible things in his lunacy, 
than he did when he was reckoned sane, which I do not 
believe he has been for some years. 

Well, now, how will this new change of scene operate? 
I fancy if any one could win access to him, who would tell 
him the truth, he would be as little pleased with his Queen, 
and his or her Pitt, as they will take care he shall be with 
his sons. Would he admire the degradation of his funily 
in the person of all the Princes ' ? or with the tripartite 
division of royalty between the Queen, the Prince, and 
Mr. Pitt, which I call a ir'mUy in disunUy? Will he be 
charmed with the Queen's admission to power*, which he 
never imparted to her ? Will he like the discovery of his 

Lbttb 90891^1 No member of the Qaeen the gnardiwi of the King's 

loyelfiunilywaeioiiiintheooimoa penon, end the heed at the ro^ 

which it WAS proposed to eppmnt in household, with power to disniifli 

Older to essist the Queen. end appoint. 

* It was propos e d to make the 
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vast private hoard? WQl he be quite satisfied with the 
codicil to his will, which she surreptitiously obtained from 
him in his frenzy in the first agoif^ of Tier griefs How will 
he digest that discovery of his treasure, which will not 
diffuse great compassion when he shall next ask a payment 
of his pretended debts ? Before his madness he was indis- 
posed towards Pitt ; will he be better pleased with him for 
liis new dictatorial presumption? 

Turn to the next page — to Ireland. They have chosen 
for themselves, it is believed, a Begent without restrictions, 
in scorn of the Parliament of England, and in order farther 
to assert their independence. Will they recede ? especially 
when their courtiers have flown in the face of our domineering 
minister ? I do not think they will. They may receive the 
King again on his recovery ; but they have united interests 
with the Prince^ and act in league with him, that he may 
pledge himself to them more deeply in future — at least, 
they will never again acknowledge any superiority in our 

Parliament, but rather act in contradistinction. 

Feb. 22iid. 

The person who was to have brought you this was pre- 
vented leaving town, and therefore I did not finish my 
letter; but I believe I shall have another opportunity of 
sending, and therefore I will make it ready. 

Much has happened this last week. The Prince is 
Begent of Ireland without limitations — ^a groat point for his 
character; for Europe will now see that it was a faction 
that fettered him here, and not his unpopularity, for then 
would not he have been as much distasted in Ireland? 
Indeed, their own Attorney-General' made way for him by 
opposing on the most injudicious of all pleas, i e. that it 

3 John Ktmibbon (1788-18091, or. or. Swl of dare, 1796 ; Lord Ohaii- 
(Jiily 6, 1789) Baron Kt^gibbon of oellor of Ireland, 1789-1808. 
Lower Connello^ oonnty Idmeriok; 
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would be necessary before he could be Begent tberei to set 
the Great Seal of England to the Act I How could the fool 
imagine^ that when that phantom had been inyented here, 
it would not be equally easy for the Irish to inyent a parallel 
phantom of their own? But though this compliment is 
most grateful to the Prince at present, he will probably 
find hereafter that he has in effect lost Ireland, who meant 
more to emancipate themselves from this country than to 
compliment the Prince or contradict the English ministerial 
faction. 

What will be the consequence of that rapid turn in 
Ireland, even immediately, who can tell? for the King is 
called recoyered, and the English Begency is sucfpended, 
with fresh and grievous insults to the Prince, who with the 
Duke of York are violently hindered by the Queen from 
even seeing their father, though she and their sisters play 
at cards with him in an evening; and that the Chan- 
cellor was with him for an hour and three-quarters on 
the 19th. 

Under colour of what new phantom her Majesty, the 
Chancellor ^ and Pitt will assume the government, we 
shall know in two or three days ; for I do not suppose they 
will produce the King instantly, at the risk of oversetting 
his head again, though they seem half as mad as he, and 
capable of any violent act to maintain themselves. And so 
much the better: I do not wish them temperate; and it 
looks as if people never were so in minorities and incapaci- 
ties of their kings. The Prince set out as indiscreetly 
as Pitt. 

Of the event I am very glad ; it saves the Prince and the 
opposition from the rashness of changing the administration 
on so precarious and shackled a tenure, and it saves them 
too from the expense of re-elections. If the King recovers, 

< Lord Thurlow, 
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they are but where they were^ but with the advantage of 
having the Prince and Duke of York rooted in aversion to 
the ministers, and most unlikely to be governed by the 
Queen. If the King relapses, the opposition stock wiU rise \ 
though in the meantime I do not doubt but the nation will 
grow drunk with the loyalty of rejoicing, for kings grow 
popular by whatever way they lose their heads. Still, what- 
ever eccentricity he attempts, it will be imputed to his 
deranged understanding. And, however even Lord Hawkes* 
bury may meditate the darkest mischiefs imder the new fimd 
pf pity and loyalty, he will not be for extending the preroga- 
tive, which must devolve (on any accident to the King) on 
the Prince, Duke of York, or some of the Princes, who will 
all be linked in a common cause with their brothers, who 
have been so grossly affronted ; and Prince William, the 
third, particularly so by the last cause of hindering his 
peerage while abroad. The King's recovery before the 
Begency Act was passed will be another great advantage to 
the Prince ; his hands would have been so shackled, that he 
could not have found places for half the expectants^ who will 
now impute their disappointments to the Eling^s amendment, 
and not to the Prince, 

Monday, 24th, 

The King has seen the Prince, and received him kindly, 
but the Queen was present. Iron Pluto (as Burke called 
the Chancellor) wept again when with the King ; but what 
is much more remarkable, his Majesty has not asked for 
Pitt, and did abuse him constantly during his frenzy. The 
Chancellor certainly did not put him in mind of Pitt, whom 
he detests ; so there is a pretty potion of hatred to be quaffed 
amongst them I and smnftllowed, if they can; yes, ixwrum 
potabUe will make it sit on their stomachs. 
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2668. To THB CouNTBSS OF ITppeb Ossoby. 

BerkeWy Square, Feb. 24, 1789. 

Thb character that has been given to you of the Abba's 
book' is yery just^ and it is extremely well described by 
a mosaic composed dJU of bUs of trtUh ; but, alas ! the paye- 
ment is a fiction, and not slippery enough to make me slide 
oyer it : it is, as Mrs. Darner says, a yision, a dream about 
truths ; in short, it is an excellent work for a man of twenty* 
fiye, just fresh from the classics, and would range them most 
compendiously in his head, and he would know where to 
find any parcel he should want on occasion ; but for me, 
I haye not been able to wade to the end of the second 
yolume. I cannot gulp again the reyeries of the old philo- 
sophers on the origin of the world, and stOl less the foolish 
romances of Herodotus^ siich as that of the patriotic courtier 
who cut off his own nose and ears in order to betray Babylon 
to Darius. Iron tears may faXX down PhUo's check when he 
sees Nebuchadnezzar come to himself; yet eyen that I 
should not belisye at the distance of two thousand years I 
Then, haying just read Dr. Gillies and Mr. Pauw, I cannot 
for the life of me admire the Lacedemonians i^gain, nor 
listen grayely to the legend of Lycurgus, when Mr. Pauw 
has proved it very doubtful whether any such personage 
existed ; if there did, he only refined savages into greater 
barbarism. I will tell your Ladyship an additional observa- 
tion that I made just as I broke off with Anadunrsis, We 
are told that Lycurgus aDowed theft and enjoined com* 
munity of goods. I beg to know where was the use of 
stealing where there was no individual property? Does 
stealth consist in filching what is your own as much as 

LxTm sees. — 1 Ia Voyoif€ du Jeum AnaeharHt en Qrice, by the Abb4 
Bftrth^Iemy. 
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any other man's? It would be like Mr. Cumberland, who 
steals from himself. 

Wednesday. 

I had written thus &r yesterday morning in answer to 
a serap that I had just received from your Ladyship with 
the query about AnaeharsiSy and then I had visits till three, 
and then I was obliged to dress and go and leave my name 
for the houses of Edgcumbe and Hobart* on their union. 
When I came home to dinner, I found your longer letter, 
which had been outstripped by its postscript, and it was 
then too late to save the post without burning my mouth 
from haste, for I am so antiquated as still to dine at four 
when I can, though frequently prevented, as many are so 
good as to can on me at that hour, because it is too soon for 
them to go home and drees so early in the morning. 

I did not intend to say a syllable on the King's recovery, 
as I have nothing but the crumbs which I pick up from 
those who go every morning to receive their daily faith 
from the Lord of the Bedchamber at St. James's. I am 
still less qualified to answer when you ask me where is 
truth ? I reply, how should I know it, even if I could tell 
where it is ? When Pilate asked what it was, I do not find 
that he was informed. Dr. Seattle ' may know better, 
perhaps. 

Whatever be the King's case, he is to be pitied: yes, 
whether he is to be produced, conscious of what has been 
bis situation, or capable of business, yet to be told he must 
not risk engaging in it, or whether he is to be precipitated 
back, by undertaking it Nor is the nation quite un- 
deserving compassion, if it is to be subjected to the freaks 
of a head that has lost its poise^ or to those who insist on 

* The Hon. Bioherd Edgenmb€^ Earl of Baokinghamshire. 

only mm of Lord Mount Edgoumbe, ' Beattie*i Enay on Trvth appeared 

married (Feb. SI, 1789) Lady Sophia in 177a 
Hobarti eldest daughter of leoond 

I a 
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leigning for him. With such gleams or phantoms of fore* 
sight, I cannot much dissent from your Ladyship's appro* 
hension of storms : yet I will hope we shall realize no old 
propheciea What the one you refer to was I do not at all 
recollect; but it sounds something like Nixari8\ an old 
Cheshire prediction that I haye liyed to see rerived and 
stillborn again two or three times, as often as the Jacobites 
were meditating or reyiying rebellion. I heard it first when 
I was at school, and it frightened me terribly. We were to 
swim in blood up to our chins in the time of George the son 
of George ; which circumstance looked exceedingly probable ; 
and does again with equal or no more probability, A miller 
with two thumbs (a wonderfully striking phenomenon, 
though I do not remember its being specified that both were 
to be on the same hand, though one deyoutly concluded so) 
was to set all to rights again, and such a maryellous miller 
was said to exist— but enough of these fooleries. If the 
cloud bursts, it is most likely to fall on the west, whence 
the Viceroy' has refused to send oyer the yotes of both 
Houses, offering the Regency to the Prince ; and yesterday 
there was a rumour of his Vice-Majesty's being impeached 
there — which I do not warrant. Nay, I do not know what 
the English senate is doing, or putting off to-day. 

I am sorry my noble authoress's' Tra/Dds do not please 
you. Madam ; in truth, I fear they will add more to her 
present celebrity than to her future renown. I eyen doubt 
whether she would not haye been turned into a laurel as 
soon by running fircm Apollo (which was not her turn), 
as by running to him. Tou haye expressed most happily 
the greater facility of whiffing gales than of gathering 
flowers. A box of sumach from Ampthill will be aa 
precious to me as if it came from Serendip. 

' Bobert Nixon, wboee propheoiM ^ The Marquis of Bnckingham. 

were published in 1714. * Lady Craven. 
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Of Hirabeau's book ^ I have heard of nobody that has got 
a copy here yet^ but the Dutch miniBter, and he the first 
volume only. The papers to*day say it has been burnt at 
Paris, which will make it — 

On wings of flames come flying all abroad. 

The I>uke of York, I am told, is not gently treated in it. 

There is another just or unjust volume that makes its 
appearance, not composed of milk and honey: the object, 
Bishop Hurd ; the author. Dr. Parr. The vehicle, like his 
BMrndenuSy an old carriage on new wheela The title, 
Tracts hy a WarburUmiafL It is desperately well written ; 
but probably not of the amusing kind to your Ladyship. 

I would not interrupt my news, or rather, my replies, 
and therefore delayed telling you that Tonton is dead, and 
that I comfort myself: he was grown stone dea^ and very 
nearly equally blind, and so weak that, the two last days, 
he could not walk upstaira Happily, he had not suffered, 
and died close by my side without a pang or a groan, 
I have had the satisfaction, for my dear old friend's sake 
and his own, of having nursed him up, by constant 
attention, to the age of sixteen, yet always afraid of his 
surviving me, as it was scarcely possible he could meet 
a third person who would study his happiness equally. 
I sent him to Strawberry, and went thither on Sunday to 
see him buried behind the chapel, near Rosette. I shall 
miss him greatly, and must not have another dog; I am 
too old, and should only breed it up to be unhappy when 
I am gone. My resource is in two marble kittens that 
Mrs. Damer has given me, of her own work, and which are 
so much alive that I talk to them, as I did to poor Tonton ! 

7 Honon6 Gftbriel Biquetti (174C^ wu the firmt of his own experiences 

1791), Comte de Mirabean, the great when charged wHh a lecret miMion 

orator of the Beyolation. His book at the Pranian court 
{BU/Mre B^eriU d4 la Oour de Berlin) 
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If this is being superannuated, no matter: when dotage can 
amuse itself, it ceases to be an eviL I fear my marble 
playfellows are better adapted to me than I am to being 
your Ladyship's correspondent 

P.S. As you wrote on both ends of your cover, I had 
missed till this moment on putting up your letter the yery 
kind things you say on Mr. Oonway and Lady Aylesbury, 
which I take as a great obligation to myself too. He has 
conquered his concern when nothing happens to strike on 
it particularly; but Lady A. is not well, and has not 
yielded to go anywhere but to Mrs. Darner and her brother 
Lord Frederic ; but she sees particular persons at home ; 
and if her health mends, I hope will recoyer her spirits too 
— I wish I were as sanguine about my niece, Lady Dysart, 
who, I fear, is in a decay. 

N.B. The nation, like a parM at faro, is gone to sleep 
for another week ; and as the ministers haye 9ei on (keKingf 
they will probably wizL 

2664. To THE Countess of ITppeb Ossoby. 

Berkeley Sqaare, Feb. 28, 1789. 
Tou haye oyerwhelmed me with confusion, Madam. 
I was aware of frequently sending you a sheet full of 
nonsense, and I did know, too, that your Ladyship kept my 
letters ; and it was the conscience of the latter that made 
me more ready to continue the former, as I trusted that 
A multiplicity of follies would proyoke yourself or somebody 
else to throw them all into the fire ; but I own I did not 
suspect that in so few years they would become totally 
unintelligible eyen to* myself. The letter you haye sent me 
is so far from unrayelling what you alluded to, that I haye 
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not the smallest reeoUeotion of the story, nor of what it 
zefened to. I return it, not as a preseryative^ but trusting 
that whoeyer finds it will conclude that the writer of it, and 
I fear of many more such rhapsodies^ was light-headed ; and 
if you have patience to read such letters over again, Ora pro 
nobis, for both of us, Madam. 

Howeyer, haying at present a lucid intenral, like my 
betters, and naturally not loying a dispute, I shall agree to 
all your Ladyship's creeds in waiting. I will belieye that 
Cheltenham water, which is the most yiolent of all lotions, 
and stronger than Madeira and champagne, which so many 
heads can bear with impunity, may derange the intellects 
for four months \ though it has neyer oyerset for four-and- 
twenty hours the brains of so many thousands as haye 
drunk it for at least these hundred years. I will belieye 
that your Ladyship belieyes that you admire Mr. Pitt on 
all occasions^ which is not extraordinary, as you are so apt 
always to think &yourably of great politicians ; and aboye 
all things, I rejoice on the comfort you find in haying your 
husband on one side^ and your two sons on the other, which 
must hannonize your mind; and methinks you might 
extend that satisfaction still further. I cannot see the 
least reason why his Migesty should relapse^ even if he 
should return to (yheltenham next summer, as he told 
Sir Joseph Banks last Saturday (since his reooyery) he 
intends. I haye eyen more faith in perfect reooyeries than 
his Migesty has, who has often dedared he doubted of my 
nephew's. Bless me, has not my nephew reeoyered perfectly 
iufieel and the last time of his coming to that perfection, 
did not he, in a week after Dr. Monro had pronounced him 
sane, giye the strongest proof of sound intellects, by march- 

Lnm S664. — ^ It wm reported had oontribntod to eame his in- 
tliat the effect of the Cheltenham sanity, 
iraten on the Kind's ooastitutioxi 
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mg to Norwich at the head of the Norfolk militia (which 
the King had commanded me to prevent^ and which I could 
not), and write in the orderly book there, that if the French 
should land on any part of the coast, the magistrates were 
to bum the suburbs of that city, which would then be 
impregnable. 

Tou see^ Madam, how accommodating my faith is! It 
requires still less exertion to fit it to the prognostics in 
your last. I did then foresee some hurly-burly; and the 
Marquis of Buckingham seems to have opened a serious 
sluice ; and should he be supported in the imperative mood 
that was 9o judiciousfy adopted at the commencement of the 
American troubles, I should not be surprised if the Irish 
were to weigh anchor and sail into the Atlantic ocean of 
independence after the colonists ; and then the son, like his 
father G^rge Grenville, would have the honour of losing 
another sovereignty; or like the sage Due d*01ivares* might 
congratulate his master on a rebellion, which would give 
him an opportunity of enslaving his own subjects. If all 
this should happen, pray advertise me in time, Madam, that 
I may dUoaps admire the Marquis of Buckingham too. 

As you have made me ashamed of my foolish letters, 
I will add no more to this, but a heap of thanks for the 
Portrait du Prince AUemand ; for your kind inquiries about 
Lady Dysart, who has and deserves her character and my 
full affection, and who, though much better for this last 
week, I fear is in a declining state ; and for the obliging 
offer of another dog — but against that I most positively 
protest. My life is too far wasted and too precarious to 
embark in any new care. I have such a passion for dogs, 
that a favourite one is a greater miseiy than pleasure, and 
to give me one is to sow me with anxiety. I would as soon 
adopt Mademoiselle Fagniani 

^ Chief minister ofPhiUp IV of Spain; d. 1646. 
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2665. To THE Easl of Chablemont. 

Berkeley Square, March 11, 1789. 

Mb. Walpolb is infinitely sensible of and grateful for the 

« 

great trust with which Lord Charlemont has so kindly 
honoured him, and which he repeats his promise of nerer 
abusing. He has only to wish that he had dared to ask 
what from such a specimen of poetic wit he was tempted 
to solicit, a communication of more instances of such a 
talent. 

2666. To Miss Maby and Miss Aqnes Bebby. 

Berkeley Square, March 20, 1789. 

Mrs. Daxbb had lent her Madame de la Motte\ and 
I haye but this moment recovered it ; so you see I had not 
forgotten it any more than my engagements to you : nay, 
were it not ridiculous at my age to use a term so almost run 
out as nevety I would add that you will find I net^r can 
forget you* 

I hope you are not engaged this day sevennight, but will 
allow me to wait on you to Lady Aylesbury, which I will 
settle with her when I have your answer. I did mention 
it to her in general, but have no day free before Friday next, 
except Thursday ; when, if there is another illumination ', 
as is threatened, we should neither get thither nor thence ; 
especially not the latter, if the former is impracticable. 

Quicquid ddirant BegeSj plectuntur Achivi. 

Your deyoted remembrancer. 

Hob. Walpole. 

Lvm» aees. — Not in 0. ; now diamond neckUoe. 

first printed (original in the library * London was iUuninated on 

of the Bi^yal Irish Aoademy). Maroh 10 in honour of the 

LxrmSeee. — ^^Her Mimoirei JutU^ reooyery. 
Jlea^f relatiTe to the aflUr of the 
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P.S. I liaye got a few hairs of Edward the Fourth's hefnd^ 
not beard ; they are of a darkish brown, not auburn. 



2667. To Miss Mabt Bbbby. 

Marisfa ^ 1789. 

Tou have not half the quickness that I thought you had 
— or, which is much more probable^ I suspect that I am 
a little in love, and you are not, for I think I should have 
understood you in two syllables, which has not been your 
case. I had sealed my note, and was going to send it when 
yours arrived with the invitation for Saturday. I was to 
dine abroad, and had not time to break open my note or 
write it again, and so lifted up a comer and squeezed in 
I toUL What could those syllables mean, but that I will 
do whatever you please? Tes, you may keep them as a note 
of hand, always payable at sight of your commands or your 
sister^s ; for I am not less in love with my wife Bachel than 
with my wifs Leah ; and though I had a little f oigotten my 
matrimonial vows at the beginning of this note, and was 
awkward, and haggled a little about owning my passion, 
now I recollect that I have taken a double dose, I am 
mighty proud of it ; and being more in the right than ever 
lover was, and twice as much in tiie right too^ I avow my 
sentiments, hatiimmtf and am, 

HTXKir, O Htmbkabk I 

2668. To Miss Maey Bebby. 

SUAVDMIMA MaBIA, April 14, 1789. 

I could not answer your note yesterday, for I was at 
dinner, as I do not wait till the Qreat Mogul, fiishion, gives 
me leave to sit down to table. Besides, I was to go 

Lrtsb 9067.— Kot in a Idmn 9668.— Not in 0. 



1789] To Miss Eanfidh Mare 123 

to the play, and like to see the beginning as well as 
the end. 

I pray that our papa may find a house at Twickenham. 
Hampton Court is haif*way to Switzerland. 

I am not asked to Lady Juliana's ^ and therefore must 
giye you up for this week as vagrants ; but when you are 
passed back to your parish I will certainly see you, especially 
on this day sennight. 

In the middle of the last act last night there was an 
interlude of a boxing match, but it was in the firont boxes. 
The folks in the pit, who could not see behind them better 
than they generally can before them through domes and 
pyramids of muslin, hinted to the combatants to retire, 
which they did into the lobby, whore a circle was made^ 
and there the champions pulled one another's hair, and 
a great deluge of powder ensued ; but being well greased 
like Qrecian pugilists, not many curls were shed. Adieu ! 

2669. To Miss Hannah Mobb. 

DSAB Hada^ Berkelej Square, April 22, 1789. 

As perhaps you hare not yet seen The Sctanic Oardm^ 
(which I believe I mentioned to you^ I lend it you to read. 
The poetry, I think, you will allow most admirable ; and 
difficult it was, no doubt. If you are not a naturalist, as 
well as a poetess, perhaps you will lament that so powerful 
a talent has been wasted to so little purpose ; for where is 
the use of describing in verse what nobody can understand 
without a long prosaic explanation of every article ? It is 
still more unfortunate that there is not a symptom of plan 
in the whole poem. The lady-flowere and their loven enter 
in paire or trios, or &c., as often as the couples in Cofsandra, 

1 Lady Julian* Ptonn. 

Lbttxs 2669.-1 By Dr. Eraimiui Darwin (17ai-1802> 



124 To Miss Hannah More [i789 

and you are not a whit more interested about one heroine 
and her swain than about another. The similes are 
beautiful^ fine, and sometimes sublime: and thus the 
episodes will be better remembered than the mass of the 
poem itself, which one cannot call ^ subject; for could 
one call it a subject, if anybody had composed a poem on 
the matches formerly made in the Fleet, where, as Waitwell 
says in The Way of the Worlds they stood like couples in 
rows ready to begin a country-dance? Still, I flatter 
myself, you will agree with me that the author is a great 
poet, and could raise the passions, and possesses all the 
requisites of the art I found but a single bad verse : in 
the last canto one line ends e'er long. You will perhaps be 
surprised at meeting a truffle converted into a nymph, and 
inhabiting a palace studded with emeralds and rubies like 
a saloon in the Arabian Nights I I had a more particular 
motive for sending this poem to you : you will find the bard 
espousing your poor Africans. There is besides, which will 
please you too, a handsome panegjrric on the apostle of 
humanity, Mr. Howard. 

Mrs. Oarrick, whom I had the pleasure of meeting in her 
own box at Mr. Conway's play, gave me a much better 
account of your health, which delighted me. I am sure, my 
good friend, you partake of my joy at the great success of 
his comedy. The additional character of the Abb6 pleased 
much : it was added by the advice of the players to enliven 
it ; that is, to stretch the jaws of the pit and galleries. 
I sighed silently; for it was originally so genteel and of 
a piece, that I was sorry to have it tumbled by coarse 
applauses. But this is a secret I am going to Twickenham 
for two days on an assignation with the spring, and to avoid 
the riotous devotion of to-morrow \ 



s On April 28, 1789, the King went in gt*te to St Fftnl*s to return 
thanks on his leooveiy. 
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A gentleman essayist has printed what he calls some 
strictures on my Bo^al and NdbUe Authors^ in revenge for 
my haying spoken ineverently (on Bishop Burnet's authority) 
of the Earl of Anglesey ', who had the honour, it seems, of 
being the gentleman's grandfather. He asks me, by the 
way, why it was more ridiculous in the Duke of Newcastle ^ 
to write his two comedies, than in the Duke of Buckingham 
te write The BehearsaH? Alas! I know but one reason; 
which is, that it is less ridiculous to write one excellent 
comedy, than two very bad ones. Peace be with such 
answerers! Adieu, my dear Madam! 

Tours most cordially, 

Hob. Walpols. 

2670. To Miss Maby and Miss Aqxes Berry. 

April 28, at night, 1789. 

By my not saying no to Thursday, you, I trust, understood 
that I meant ye$ ; and so I do. In the meantime, I send 
you the most delicious poem upon earth. If you don't know 
what it is all about, or why, at least you will find glorious 
similes about everything in the world, and I defy you to 
discoTor three bad verses in the whole stack. Dryden was 
but the prototype of The Botanic Garden in his charming 
Flower and Ltof\ and if he had less meaning, it is true 
he had more plan : and I must own that his white yelvets 
and green velyets, and rubies and emeralds, were much 
more virtuous gentlefolks than most of the flowers of the 
creation, who seem to have no fear of Doctors' Commons 
before their eyes. This is only the second part ; for, like 

' Arthur Anneslfliy (1614-1668), abandoned, and oozmpt man, whom 

flnt Barl of Anglaiey. The pMiage no party wonld trust' 

referred to ii as lUlows:—* Bishop « William Gayendlsh (1698-1676), 

Bnmet . . . paints him as a tedious flnt Poke of Newoastle. 
and nngraoefkil orator, as a grave, 
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my king's eldest daughter in the EierogH^ie lUe^ the first 
part is not born yet : — no matter. I can read this over and 
over again for ever; for though it is so eixcellent, it is 
impossible to remember anything so disjointed, except you 
consider it as a collection of short enchanting poems — as the 
Circe at her tremendous devilries in a church ; the intrigue 
of the dear nightingale and rose; and the description of 
Medea ; the episode of Mr. Howard, which ends with the 
most sublime of lines — ^in short, all, all, all is the most 
lovely poetry. And then one sighs that such profusion of 
poetry, magnificent and tender, should be thrown away on 
what neither interests nor instructs, and, with all the pains 
the notes take to explain, is scarce intelligible. 

How strange it is that a man should have been inspired 
with such enthusiasm of poetry by poring through a micro- 
scope, and peeping through the keyholes of all the seraglios 
of all the flowers in the universe 1 I hope his discoveries 
may leave any impression but of the universal polygamy 
going on in the vegetable world, where, however, it is more 
gallant than amongst [the] human race ; for you will find 
that they are the botanic ladies who keep harems, and not 
the gentlemen. Still, I will maintain that it is much 
better that we should have two wives than your sex two 
husbands. So pray don't mind Linnieus and Dr. Darwin ; 
Dr. Madan had ten times more sense. Adieu I 

Tour doubly constant 

TSLYPTHOBUS. 

2671. To Sib John Fbkk. 

Berkeley Square, May 16^ 1789. 
Mb. Walpole was very sorry to be so ill as not to be 
able to see Sir John Fenn when he did him the favour of 

LsmcR 2671. — Kot in C. ; now .flnt printed from original in posfwndon 
of Mr. Arthur H. Vkerew 
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calling ; but being a little better now, he ehall be glad of 
that honoar any morning when Sir John Fenn has nothing 
better to do. 

2672. To Sib John Fsnk. 

Hb. Walpole is yery sorry to disappoint Sir John Fenn 
again, but if he thought of calling to-day, Mr. W. must 
beg to be excused, as he has had a yery painful night, and 
is not able to see anybody, but hopes to be better in a 
few days. 

2678. To Sib John Fenn. 

Berkeley Square, May 27, 1789. 

Mb. Walpole being now much better, will be glad of the 
honour of seeing Sir John Fenn any morning after eleyen 
that he is at leisure. 

2674w To Biohabd GtouoH. 

Berkeley Square, ICay 28, 1789. 

Mb. Walpolb is extremely adiamed of receiying so 
magnificent a present^ from Mr. Gk>ugh ; and yet thinks 
it would be a want of the respect and gratitude he owea 
him not to accept it with a thousand thanks, and with the 
admiration it deeeryes, and to which the yoice of the public 
will certainly giye its deseryed praise^ and in which Mr. 
Gough's well-known judgement and accuracy is not likely 
to haye left any errors, and none^ Mr. Walpole is yery aure, 
that he is capable of finding. 

liHTBB S67S. — Not in C; mm Lnmn 9674— Not in 0.; reprinted 

first printed firom oric^nal in poews- from Niohols'f LiUrary Aneedotet, 

lion of Mr. Arthur H. IVere. ^oL vi, p, 98S n. 

Lnm ae7a— Not in 0.; now ^ ▲ new edition of 0«mden'« 

arst printed from original in pooiei BrUamda, 
■ion of Mr. Arthur H. Ifreve. 
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Mr. Walpole begs pardon of Mr. Gough for not thanking 
him with his own hand ; but has been yerj ill with the 
gout for this month, and is not yet able to write himself. 



2675. To Sib John Fbnn. 

Berkeley Square, June 1, 1780. 

Mb. Walpole is extremely concerned that his illness 
prevented him from the satisfaction of seeing Sir John Fenn 
when he was in town, Mr. Walpole having rehipsed when 
Sir John was so good as to call the second time. On being 
a little better, Mn Walpole did send to ask that favour 
once more, but hearing nothing concludes that Sir John is 
returned to Norfolk, and can now only express his morti- 
fication, and his desire of offering his best compliments to 
Lady Fenn. 

2676. To Mbs. Cabtbb. 

Deab Madam, Berkeley Square, June 18, 1789. 

Dr. Douglas^ has been so good, at your desire, as to 
inquire after me, and will let you know that I mend, though 
slowly, as is very natural at my age, and with my shattered 
limbs. I cannot^ however, content myself, though your 
kindness would be so, with a mere answer that is satis- 
factory enough. Tou must allow me to add my own thanks, 
as I feel much obliged, and am proud of your thinking me 
at aU deserving to interest your sensibility, though I am 
not conscious of sufficient merit. I do not mean, however, 
to misemploy much of your time, which I know is alwaya 
passed in good works, and usefully. You have, therefore, 
probably not looked into ^'s Travels \ I, who have been 

Lbttbb 9676. — Not in 0.; now Mrs. Carter, 

first printed from original in pome- * Probably Mrs. Pioni's Otmrva- 

don of Mr. Arthar H. Frere. eaoiw and B^fleettont madeiHthe eoune 

Lama 2678. — > Brother-in-law of <^ a Jowrmy throfigh Fran», ^taly, 
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almost six weeks lying on a couch, have gone through them. 
It was said that Addison might have written his without 
going out of England. By the excessive Tulgarisms so 
plentiful in these volumes, one might suppose the writer 
had never stirred out of the parish of St. Giles. Her Latin, 
French, and Italian, too, are so miserably spelt, that she 
had better have studied her own language before she 
floundered into other tongues. Her friends plead that she 
piques herself on writing as she talks: methinks, then, 
she should talk as she would write. There are many 
indiscretions too in her work, of which she will perhaps be 

told, though B ' is dead. 

I shall remove to Twickenham next week, to enjoy my 
roses at least, since I have lost my lilacs and nightingales. 
I ought, I know, dear Madam, to beg you would not take 
the trouble of answering this ; but when you have the great 
good nature of remembering my gout, how ungrateful it 
would be to deny myself the pleasure of hearing that you 
have not suffered much lately by your headaches ! I dare 
not flatter myself that they are cured, for when are con* 
stitutional evils quite removed? We, who have intervals, 
and still more, on whom Providence has showered comforts, 
even when we are in pain, must recollect what more dur- 
able sufferings exist, and how many miserable beings have 
no fortunes to purchase alleviations. This I speak for 
myself, who know how far I am from deserving any of the 
blessings I enjoy. You, my dear Madam, have led a life of 
virtue, and never forget your duties ; it would be strange 
then if I confounded you with 

Your very respectful 

And obliged humble servant, 

HoBACs Walfols. 

<md OermoMiff paUifhed in 1780 in bad qoArreUed and who Attacked 
two ToluniM. httr fieicaly on her aeoond maxxiaco* 

» Bazetti, with whom Mxik Pioid He died on Maj 6, 1789. 

WALfOLI. XIV W 
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2677. To THE COUNTBSS OP TJPPEB OSSOBY. 

TouB Ladyship is most obliging, and I will let the Straw- 
berries know the honour you intended them, but, alas I they 
go into Yorkshire on Wednesday^ for two months. I shall 
be quite content with the party named of yourselves, your 
two lady daughters, and Mr. Selwyn. Tou have all seen 
how likely I am to tumble on my nose^ and therefore I 
shall not be ashamed if I do ; but I do not wish for more 
witnesses ; and as I cannot stand to show my house^ you 
will be so good as to excuse my sitting ; and I should grow 
confused if I had new honours to do, and could not perform 
them. 

2678. To THE Countess of Uppeb Ossoby. 

Monday eyening. 

Thb coach did not deliver your Ladyship's obliging note 
till four o'clock this afternoon, when the post had been 
gone out three hours, so I could only thank you by to- 
morrow morning's coach, or you would be set out for 
AmpthilL 

I did, I own, hurt myself pretty much, Madam, but it 
was a mere muscular bruise. I sent for the apothecary as 
soon as you were gone^ but with my goutict^ he would not 
venture to bleed me. He recommended frequent repetitions 
of arquebusade^ which have certainly alleviated the pain, 
though he thinks it will continue for a few days. As I did 
not break a rib, I have only lost the two that are gone to 
Yorkshire. — Your Ladyship's most obliged humble servant 

Lanss 9677. — Hitherto printed LairxB 9678. — Hitherto placed 

M part of the letter of Nor. 18, 1777. amongit letterf of lUioh 1789. (See 

(See ^ofotandQiMriM, Sept. 16, 1900.) Academy, Aug. 8, 1896; NotM and 

1 June 17, 1789. QiieHM, Sept 16, 1900.) 
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2679. To Miss Maby and Miss Aonbs Bebby. 

strawberry Hill, Ta«flday, June 28, 1789. 

I AX not a little disappointed and mortified at the post 
bringing me no letter from you to-day ; you promised to 
write on the road* I reckon you arrived at your station on 
Sunday evening: if you do not write till next day, I shall 
have no letter till Thursday ! 

I am not at all consoled for my double loss : my only 
comfort is, that I flatter myself the journey and air will be 
of service to you both. The latter has been of use to me, 
though the part of the element of air has been chiefly acted 
by the element of water, as my poor haycocks feel I Tonton ^ 
does not miss you so much as I do, not having so good 
a taste ; for he is grown very fond of me, and I return it 
for your sakes, though he deserves it too, for he is perfectly 
good-natured and tractable ; but he is not beautiful, like his 
'god dog,' as Mr. Selwyn, who dined here on Saturday, 
called my poor late fiEtvourite ; especially as I have had him 
clipped. The shearing has brought to light a nose an ell 
long ; and, as he has now nasum rhinoeert^ I do not doubt 
but he will be a better critic in poetry than Dr. Johnson, 
who judged of harmony by the principles of an author, and 
fancied, or wished to make others believe, that no Jacobite 
could write bad verses, nor a Whig good. 

I passed so many evenings of the last fortnight with you, 
that I almost preferred it to our two honeymoons, and con* 
sequently am the more sensible to the deprivation; and 
how dismal was Sundoff evening, compared to those of last 
autumn I If you both felt as I do^ we might surpass anif 
event in the annals of Dunmow. Oh, what a prodigy it 

Lbttkk S670. — 1 A dog belonging Walpole*f care during their abtenoe 
to the MiM BenySi left in Honee in Yorkihirt. 

X 2 
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would be if a husband and tico wives should present them- 
selves and demand the flitch of bacon, on swearing that not 
one of the three in a year and a day had wished to be 
unmarried ! For my part, I know that my affection has 
done nothing but increase; though were thera but one of 
you, I should be ashamed of being so strongly attached at 
my age ; being in love with both, I glory in my passion, 
and think it a proof of my sense. * Why should not two 
affirmatives make a negative, as well as the reverse? and 
then a double love will be wisdom — for what is wisdom in 
reality but a negative? It exists but by correcting folly, 
and when it has peevishly prevailed on us to abstain from 
something we have a mind to, it gives itself airs, and in 
action pretends to be a personage, a nonentity sets up for 
a figure of importance ! It is the case of most of those 
phantoms called virtues, which, by smothering poor vices, 
claim a reward as thief-takers do. You know I have 
a partiality for drunkenness, though I never practised it : 
it is a reality ; but what is sobriety, only the absence of 
drunkenness? However, mes cheres femmes, 1 make a differ* 
ence between women and men, and do not extend my 
doctrine to your sex. Everything is excusable in us, and 
nothing in you. And pray remember that I will not lose 
my flitch of bacon — though. 

Have you shed a tear over the Opera House*? or do you 
agree with me that there is no occasion to rebuild it? 
The nation has long been tired of operas, and has now 
a good opportunity of dropping them. Dancing protracted 
their existence for some time t but the room after was the 
real support of both, and was like what has been said of 
your sex, that they never speak their true meaning but in 
the postscript of their lettera Would not it be sufficient 
to build an after-room on the whole emplacefnent, to which 

3 Bamt down on the night of June 17, 1789. 
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people might resort from all assemblies? It should be 
a codieil to all the diversions of London ; and the greater 
the concourse, the more excuse there would be for staying 
all night, from the impossibility of ladies getting their 
coaches to drive up. To be crowded to death in a waiting- 
room, at the end of an entertainment, is the whole joy ; for 
who goes to any diversion till the last minute of it? I am 
persuaded that, instead of retrenching St. Athanasius's 
Creed, as the Duke of Orafton proposed in order to draw 
ffood eongpany to church, it would be more efBeaoious if the 
congregation were to be indulged with an after-room in 
the vestry; and, instead of two or three being gathered 
together, there would be all the world, before prayers would 
be quite over. 

Wednesday* — I calculated too rightly; no letter to-day I 
yet I am not proud of my computation, I had rather have 
heard of you to^lay ; it would have looked like keeping 
your promise. It has a bad air your forgetting me so early ; 
nay, and after your scoffing me for supposing you would 
not write tiU your arrival I don't know where. Tou see 
I think of you, and write every day, though I cannot 
dispatch my letter till you have sent me a direction. Much 
the better I am indeed for your not going to Switzerland. 
Yorkshire is in the glaciers for me, and you are as cold as 
Hr. Palmer. Hiss Agnes was coy, and was not so flippant 
of promising me letters ; well, but I do trust she wiU write, 
and then. Madam, she and I will go to Dunmow without 
you. 

Apropos, as Mrs. Oambridge's' beauty has kept so un&ded, 
and Mr. Cambridge's passion is so ^undiminished, and as 
they are good economists, I am astonished they have laid in 
no stock of bacon, when they could have it for asking. 

s Mary, daiighter of G^oige Tranohard, of Lytohet HattcsTen, Donet- 
Odni d.l80e. 
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Thursday night 

Despairing^ beside a clear stream 
A shephei^ forsaken was laid ; 

not very close to the stream, but within-doors in sight of it ; 
for in this damp weather a lame old Colin cannot lie and 
despair with any comfort on a wet bank: but I smile 
against the grain, and am seriously alarmed at Thursday 
being come, and no letter I I dread one of you being ill, 
and then shall detest the Duke of Northumberland's rapa* 
cious steward more than ever. Mr. Batt* and the Abbd 
NichoUs ' dined with me to^lay, and I could talk of you m 
pais de cannoissance. They tried to persuade me that I have 
no cause to be in a fright about you; but I have such 
perfect faith in the kindness of both of you, as I have in 
your possessing every other yirtue^ that I cannot believe 
but some sinister accident must have prevented my hearing 
from you. I wish Friday was come I I cannot write about 
anything else till I have a letter. 

Fridai^f 26^ — My anxiety increases daily, for stiU I have 
no letter; you cannot all three be ill, and if any one is, 
I should flatter myself another would have written, or if 
any accident has happened. Next to your having met with 
some ill luck, I should be mortified at being forgotten so 
suddenly. Of any other vexation I have no fear ; so much 
goodness and good sense as you both possess would make 
me perfectly easy if I were really your husband. I must 
then suspect some accident, and shall have no tranquillity 
till a letter puts me out of pain. Jealous I am not, for two 
young ladies cannot have run away with their father to 
Gretna Green. Hymen, O Hymenaee ! bring me good news 
to-morrow, and a direction too, or you do nothing. 

* John Thomas Bait, of NewhaU > Bav. Norton NiohoUi, the finand 
near Baliabnry, and Oommirtoner and oorzeapondent of Gteay. 
for auditing the Pablio Aooonnta 
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Satwrdai^. — lo Paean I lo TontonI At last I have got 
a letter, and you are all well I And I am so pleased, that 
Z forget the four uneasy days I have passed — at present 
I have neither time or paper to say more, for our post turns 
on its heel and goes out the instant it is oome. I am in 
some distress still, for, thoughtless creature, you have sent 
me no direction — luckily Lady Cecilia told me yesterday 
you had bidden her direct to you to be left at the post-house 
at York, which was more than you told me; but I will 
venture. If you do receive this, I beseech you never forget, 
as you move about, to send me new directions. 

Do not be fnghtened at the enormity of this, I do not 
mean to continue so fourpaginous in every letter. Mr. C. ' 
has this instant come in, and would damp me if I weie 
going to scribble more. Adieu, adieu, adieu all three. 

Your dutiful son-in-law and most affectionate husband, 

H. W. 

P.S. I beg pardon, I see on the last side of your letter 
there is a direction. 

2680. To Miss Hakkah Mobs. 

Madam Hankah, Strawberry Hill, June 28, 1789. 

You are an errant reprobate, and grow wickeder and 
wickeder every day. You deserve to be treated like a n^grt\ 
and your favourite Sunday, to which you are so partial, that 
you treat the other poor six days of the week as if they had 
no souls to be saved, should, if I could have my will. 

Shine no Sabbath-day for you. 
Now, don't simper, and look as innocent as if virtue 

' Mr. Cambridge. original In poooocpion of Mn. Mao- 

LmsB sesO. — Collated with qvoid, Holmhiiret, St Albana 
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would not melt in your mouth — can you deny the following 
chiurges? 

I lent you The Botanic Garden, and you returned it with- 
out writing a syllable, or saying where you were or whither 
you was going — I suppose for fear I should know how to 
direct to you— why, if I did send a letter after you, could 
not you keep it three months without an answer, as you did 
last year? 

In the next place, you and your nine accomplices, who, hy 
the way, are too good in keeping you company, have clubbed 
the prettiest poem^ imaginable, and communicated it to 
Mrs. Boscawen, with injunctions not to give a copy of it — 
I suppose because you are ashamed of having written 
a panegjrric — whenever you do compose a satire, you are 
ready enough to publish it — at least, whenever you do, you 
will din one to death with it. — But now, mind your per- 
verseness ; that very pretty novel poem, and I must own it 
is charming, have you gone and spoiled, flying in the faces 
of your best friends the Muses, and keeping no measttres 
with them — ^I'll be shot if they dictated two of the best 
lines with two syllables too much in each — nay, you have 
weakened one of them, 

Etfn Gardiner's mind 
is far more expressive than stea^ast Gardiner^s—and, as 
Mrs. Boscawen says, whoever knows anjrthing of Gardiner 
could not want that superfluous epithet— and whoever does 
not would not be the wiser for your foolish insertion — 
Mrs. Boscawen did not call it foolish, but I do. 

The second line^ as Mesdemoiselles handed it to you, 

Miss, was, 

And* all be free and saved — 

not AU hefiree and aU he swoed : the second aU he ib k most 
unnecessary tautology. The poem was perfect and faultless, 

1 BofMwr't Ghofi, > HHherto printed ' Have.' 
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if you oould have let it alone. I wonder how your mis- 
chievous flippancy could help maiming that most new and 
beautiful expression, sponge of sins ; I should not have been 
surprised, as you loTe verses too full of feet, if you had 
changed it to that seriibbmg^brush of sins, 

WeU, I will say no more now : but if you do not order 
me a copy of Bomieif^s Qhosi incontinently, never dare to 
look my printing-house in the face again. — Or come, I'll tell 
you what ; I will forgive all your enormities if you will let 
me print your poem. I like to filch a little immortality 
out of others, and the Strawberry Press could never have 
a better opportunity. I will not haggle for the public — 
I will be content with printing only two hundred copies, of 
which you shall have half, and I half. — It shall cost you 
nothing but a yes. I only propose this in case you do not 
mean to print it yourself. Tell me sincerely which you 
like — but as to not printing it at all, charming and unex- 
ceptionable as it is, you cannot be so preposterous. 

I by no means have a thought of detracting from your 
own share in your own poem ; but^ as I do suspect that it 
caught some inspiration from your devout 'perusal oiThe 
Botamc Oarden^ so I hope you will discover that mp style is 
much improved by having lately studied Madame Piozzi's * 
Druvels — there I dipped, and not in St. Oyles's Pound, where 
one would think she ' had been educated. — Adieu ! 

Tour friend, 

Or, mortal foe, 
As you behave on the present occasion, 

EL Walpolb. 

* ThiB woxd is Boratohed oat and Tlie name ia soraAdied oat in the 

omitted in the letter aa hitherto original, bnt can itili be read, 

printed, bat can etill be made oat. ^ Altered (bj Hannah More) in the 

4 Lefk blank in the 4to ed. of original to *thi8,* and the word 

Horace Walpole't TToripi, in which *aathor' ineerted, to conceal the 

the letter waa first printed. Can- mentionof Mrs. Pi< 
ningham prints * Brace's Trayels.' 
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2681. To BlOHABD GrOUGH. 

Strawberry Hill, June 27, 1789. 

My portrait of Humphry Duke of Glouoester, Sir, from 
which I have made his prints is on the door of an altar-table, 
which came out of St Edmundsbury, and belonged to Peter 
Leneve, Norroy, and by his widow went to Martin, at whose 
sale Mr. Ives bought it, as after his death I did, since 
Mr. Granger published his catalogue. The portrait agrees 
extremely with and confirms another that I always concluded 
represents the same prince in my marriage of Henry 6th, as 
another side of one of the doors corresponds too with the 
portrait of Archbishop Eempe in the same marriage. 
Another side has Cardinal Beaufort, less striking, but not 
quite unlike Ids head, as I suppose, in my picture. 

I cannot give you equal satikfaction. Sir, on the portrait 
of Duchess Jacqueline. I do not eren remember it in 
Mr. West's possession, nor can I say I recoUect eyer to have 
seen a portrait in enamel so early as her time. In truth, 
Mr. West's authority was not very good. His knowledge, 
judgement, and, I will not say more, were not to be de- 
pended on. In his large picture of Henry 8th and his 
family, which I bought at his sale, are Philip and Mary 
bringing in war; Elizabeth, peace and plenty, two em- 
blematic figures with their emblems, and with naked feet 
These Mr. West called the Countesses of Shrewsbury and 
Salisbury — though there was no Countess of Salisbury in 
the reign of Elizabeth — he might as well have called Mars, 
Ouy Earl of Warwick. Moreover he put the name of 
Antonio More on the picture, though More certainly did 
not paint here in the same Queen's time. The real painter, 

Lrrrcs 9681. — Kot in C. ; now printed from original in the Bodleian 
Libraiy, Oxford. 
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I have no doubt, was Otho Yenius ^ the master of Bubens, 

whose colouring it resembles, though in a much weaker 

style ; and the two ends of the picture are exactly in the 

manner of Venius's emblems. 

Of the MS. after which you inquire, Sir, I know nothing 

at all, nor ever heard of it. What little information is 

within my narrow compasB, I am always ready and happy 

to giye you, Sir, as eyerybody should for the sake of the 

public, as well as for your own satisfaction, though nobody 

owes it more to you. Sir, nor has more respect for you, 

than 

Your much obliged 

And obedient humble servant. 

Hob. Walpole. 

2682. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

strawberry Hill, June 80, 1789. 

I AM more an old fondle-wife than I expected when I 
could put myself into such a fright on not hearing from 
you exactly on the day I had settled I should ; but you had 
promised to write on the road ; and though you did, your 
letter was not sent to the post at the first stage, as almighty 
love had concluded it would be, and as almighty love 
would have done; and so he imagined some dreadful 
calamity must have happened to you. But you are safe 
under grand-maternal wings, and I will say no more on 
what has not happened. Pray present my duty to grand- 
mama, and let her know what a promising young grandson 
she has got. 

Were there any such thing as sympathy at the distance 
of two hundred miles, you would have been in a mightier 
panic than I was ; for, on Saturday sennight, going to open 
the glass case in the tribune, my foot caught in the carpet, 

> Otto yoeniiu or Yan Yeea. 
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and I fell with my whole weight {si weight if a) against the 
corner of the marble altar, on my side, and bruised the 
muscles so badly, that for two days I could not move with- 
out screaming. I am convinced I should have broken 
a rib, but that I fell on the cavity whence two of my ribs 
were removed, that are gone to Yorkshire. I am much 
better both of my bruise and my lameness, and shall be 
ready to dance at my own wedding when my wives return. 

Philip, who has been prowling about by my order, has 
found a clever house, but it is on Ham Common, and 
that is too far off; and I think Papa Berry does not like 
that side of the water — and he is in the right. Philip shall 
hunt again and again till he puts up better game : and now 
to answer your letter. 

If you grow tired of the Arabian Nights^ you have no 
more taste than Bishop Atterbury, who huffed Pope for 
sending him them (or the Persian Tales), and fimcied he 
liked Virgil better, who had no more imagination than 
Dr. Akensida Bead Sinbad the Sailor's Voyages, and you 
will be sick of iBneas's. What woful invention were the 
nasty poultry that dunged on his dinner, and ships on fire 
turned into Nereids I A barn metamorphosed into a cascade 
in a pantomime is full as sublime an effort of genius. I do 
not know whether the Arabian Nights are of Oriental origin 
or not : I should think not, because I never saw any other 
Oriental composition that was not bombast without genius, 
and figurative without nature ; like an Indian screen, where 
you see little men on the foreground, and larger men hunt- 
ing tigers above in the air, which they take for perspective, 
I do not think the Sultaness's narratives very natural or very 
probable, but there is a wildness in them that captivates. 
However, if you could wade through two octavos of Dame 
Piozzi's tlumgVs and so^s and I traw\ and cannot listen to 
seven volumes of Scheherezade's narrations, I will sue for 
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a divorce in faro Pamassi, and Boccalini shall be my proctor. 
The cause will be a counterpart to the sentence of the Lace- 
dsdmonian, who was condemned for breach of the peace, by 
saying in three words what he might have said in two. 

Tou are not the first Eurydice that has sent her husband 
to the devily as you have kindly proposed to me ; but I will 
not undertake the jaunt, for if old Nicholas Pluto should 
enjoin me not to look back to you^ I should certainly forget 
the prohibition like my predecessor. Besides, I am a little 
too old to take a voyage twice which I am so soon to repeat ; 
and should be laughed at by the good folks on the other side 
of the water, if I proposed coming back for a twinkling only. 
No ; I choose as long as I can 

Still with my fav'rite Berrys to remain ^ 

So, you was not quite satisfied, though you ought to have 
been transported, with King's College Chapel, because it has 
no aisles, like every common cathedraL I suppose you would 
object to a bird of paradise, because it has no legs, but shoots 
to heaven in a trait, and does not rest on earth. Criticism 
and comparison spoil many tastea You should admire all 
bold and unique essays that resemble nothing else; The 
Botanic Oarden, the Arabian NigktSj and King's Chapel are 
above all rules: and how preferable is what no one can 
imitate, to all that is imitated even from the best models t 
Tour partiality to the pageantry of popery I do approve, 
and I doubt whether the world would not be a loser (in its 

Lvrrxft 26S2. — ^ The last line Prov'd not their valae, but their 
(■lightly altered) of some yenes patron's famo-~ . . . 

addressed to Horace Walpole by Wisely determined still to court 
Mary Beny. (See her JourpioJ, vol. the shade, 

L p. 156,) After touching on the To those that mmght them only 
notoriety into whiob Walpole's pleasing made ; 

friendship had brought herself and No greater hononxs anzions to ob* 
her sister, the verses end as fol- tain, 

lows : — Bnt stiU ^four &T'rite Berries to 
* The Berries, oonioioiiB all this sad- remain.' 

den name 
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Tidonary exgoyments) by the extinction of that religion, as 
it was by the decay of chivalry and the proecription of the 
heathen deities. Beason has no inyention; and as plain 
sense will never be the legislator of human affidrs, it is 
fortunate when taste happens to be regent 

But I must talk of &mily affairs. I am delighted that 
my next letter is to come from wife the second. I love her 
as much as you, nay, and I am sure you like that I should. 
I should not love either so much, if your affection for each 
other were not so mutual ; I observe and watch all your 
ways and doings, and the more I observe you, the more 
virtues I discover in both — ^nay, depend upon it, if I discern 
a hmlt, you shall hear of it Tou came too perfect into my 
hands to let you be spoilt by indulgence. All the world 
admires you, yet you have contracted no vanity, advertised 
no pretensions, are simple and good as nature made you, in 
spite of all your improvements — ^mind you and yours are 
always, from my lips and pen, of what grammarians call the 
common qf two^ and signify both — so I shall repeat that 
memorandum no more. 

Tour friends Lady Harriet Conyers and Lady Juliana 
Penn have again settled in our environs, the former within 
a few paces of Lady Cecilia, the latter in the parsonage of 
Hanworth, where she must be content in an evening with 
the house of St Albans, who are not quite in her style : for 
the Heath at night will terrify all the lozenges* in the 
neighbourhood. Tour friends are charming, but will not 
comfort me for what I have lost 

Mrs. Anderson', who you know arrived too late, described 
the adventure of Major Dixon ^ to the Duchess of Gloucester, 

* The anni of widows and Bpinsten Andenon, of Ifanl^, lanoolnBhiro, 

are borne on a loaenge^haped shield, and brotiber of the ftnt Barl of Yar* 

> Caroline, danchter of General borough, 

and Lady Oecilia Johnston; m. < A ohanoter aMuned by Mr. 

Fxanois Evelyn, son of VniaoiM Jemingham. 
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and diyerted her with it exceedingly ; but I immedintely found 
out that she had related it as if he had talked French the 
whole time, though not a word had passed in that language. 
This showed her parts and invention. 

What a confusion of seasons I the haymakers are turning 
my soaked hay, which is fitter for a water-souchy, and I sit 
by the fire every night when I come home. Adieu ! I dare 
not tap a fourth page, for when talking to you I know not 
how to stop. 



2688. To THB Countess op Uppbe Ossobt. 

strawberry Hill, Jaly 1, 1789. 

My fall, Madam, did not deserve the kind attention your 
Ladyship has paid to it By bathing my side with arque- 
busade and camphor till I smelt like a gin-shop, even the 
blackness is gone, and I have no pain now but in my hay, 
which has been sopping these twelve days. I am deter^ 
mined never to cut my grass again till October, the only 
month whose honour one can trust : June always ruins one 
in hay and coals : I crouch every evening over the fire. 

Madam, I know how to feel for you on the imminent 
danger you are in from the princely visit to Wobum. One 
great cause of my loyalty and legality is a wish that the 
King may never die, lest, on a demise of the crown, Hampton 
Court should become the seat of empire, and Strawberry Hill 
consequently grow within the purlieus of the court, which 
would be a still worse grievance than the crowds that come 
to see my house. 

In what a combustion is France I I understand nothing 
I hear or read. Necker dismissed and recalled by the people I 
I concluded that he had sown the seeds of division in the 
States, in hopes of an excuse for dissolving them after rashly 
recommending them. Famine threatens them too; an 
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Englishman who came back a few days ago could not for 
any sum purchase a morsel of white bread at Calais. We 
have horse-room and cart-room for being as mad as we 
please. Loutherbourgy the painter, is turned an inspired 
physician, and has three thousand patient& His sovereign 
panacea is barley-water. I believe it as efficacious as mes- 
merism. Baron Swedenborg's disciples multiply also. I am 
glad of it : the more religions and the more follies the better : 
they inveigle proselytes from one another. I used to be 
afraid of the hosts of methodists, but Mother Church is safe 
if there is plenty of heresiarchs, and physicians pretend to 
a vocation too. Tou see, Madam, whatever you may have 
thought^ that I am a good subject and a good Church-of- 
England-man. The fs/oi is, all reformations are experiments, 
and le jeu seldom vaut les chanddks. 11 one could cure the 
world of being foolish, d la bonne heure ; but to cure it of 
one folly is only mAJring room for another. If Luther could 
have foreseen the bloodshed he should occasion, must he 
not have shuddered ? He must have been better assured 
of his mission than I believe he was, if he thought that to 
save any million of souls he had a right to venture the many 
hundred thousands of lives that were massacred in conse- 
quence of his doctrines. 

You did not probably expect^ Madam, that, in answer to 
a how'dye I should talk to you about Luther ; but I could 
not send a mere card of thanks in return, and let my pen 
make up something like a letter as it could. Nothing had 
happened within my beat, but the arrival of Mrs. Jordan at 
the theatre at Richmond, which has raised its character 
exceedingly : our Jews and Gentiles throng it I have not 
been there, for, thou^^ I think her perfect in her walk, 
I cannot sit through a whole play ill performed to see her 
play, however excellently, in such wretched farces as The 
Sampt in which I have seen her* The weather, indeed, 
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toIeratoB all winter diyersions ; but then it is too cold to 
oome back between two and three miles in the rain* The 
cuckoos, I believe, are still staying in town, for I have heard 
but one since I came to Twickenham. Surely it was some 
traveller that first propagated the idea of summer, which 
never ripens here more than grapes, unless in a hot-house. 
It struck me thirty years ago that this is the most beautiful 
country when framed and glazed, that is, when you look 
through a window with a good fire behind you. 

Pray, Madam, send me an account of les Amusemens des 
EauiX de Wdbwr% or rather, I suppose, des Yim* How 
ancient Gertrude will regret not being there ! She would 
show the brood mares to the young fillies, though you 
will not 

2684. To Miss Hannah Mobb. 

Strawbeny HiU, Jnly 2, 1789. 

I ALXosi think I shall never abuse 3rou again; nay, 
I would not, did not it prove so extremely good for you. 
No walnut-tree is better for being threshed than you are ; 
and, though you have won my heart by your compliance^ 
I don't know whether my conscience will not insist on my 
using you ill now and then ; for is there any precedent for 
gratitude not giving way to every other duty? Gratitude, 
like an earl's eldest son, is but titular, and has no place 
upon irialB. But I fear I am punning sillily, instead of 
thanking you seriously, as I doy for allowing me to print 
your lovely verses ^ Hy press can confer no honour; but, 
when I o£Fer it, it is a certain mark of my sincerity and 
esteem. It has been dedicated to friendship^ to charity — too 
often to worthless self-love ; sometimes to the rarity of the 
pieces, and sometimes to the merit of them ; now I will 
unite the first motive and the last. 

Lnm 9681— } AMMMT'taJboiC. 

WALTOLB. ZIV ]j 
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Hy fall, for which you bo kindly eoncem yourself^ was 
not worth mentioning ; for as I only bruised the muscles of 
my side, instead of breaking a rib, camphire infused in 
^arquebusade took off the pain and all consequences in five 
or six days : and one has no right to draw on the compas* 
sion of others for what one has suffered and is past. Some 
love to be pitied on that score ; but forget that they only 
excite, in the best natured, joy on their deliverance. You 
commend me too for not complaining of my chronical evil ; 
but, my dear Madam, I should be blameable for the reverse. 
If I would live to seventy-two, ought I not to compound for 
the encumbrances of old age ? And who has fewer ? And 
who has more cause to be thankful to Providence for his 
lot ? The gout, it is true, comes frequently, but the fits are 
short, and very tolerable ; the intervals are full health. 
Hy eyes are perfect, my hearing but little impaired, chiefly 
to whispers, for which I certainly have little occasion ; my 
spirits never fiiil; and though my hands and feet are 
crippled, I can use both, and do not wish to box, wrestle, or 
J dance a hornpipe. In short, I am just infirm enough to 
enjoy all the prerogatives of old age, and to plead them 
against an3rthing that I have not a mind to da Young men 
must conform to every folly in fashion : drink when they 
had rather be sober ; fight a duel if somebody else is wrong- 
headed ; marry to please their fathers, not themselves ; and 
shiver in a white waistcoat, because ancient almanacs, copy- 
ing the Arabian, placed the month of June after May; 
though, when the style was reformed, it ought to have 
been intercalated between December and January. Indeed, 
I have been so childish as to cut my hay for the same reason, 
and am now weeping over it by the fireside. But to come 
to business. 

You must suffer me to print two hundred copies ; and 
if you approve it, I will send thirty to the Bishop of 
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London * out of your quota. You may afterwards give him 
more, if you please. I do not propose putting your name, 
unless you desire it ; as I think it would swear with the air 
of ancientry you have adopted in the signature and notes. 
The authoress will be no secret ; and as it will certainly get 
into magazines, why should not you deal privately before* 
hand with some bookseller, and have a second edition ready 
to appear soon after mine is finished? The difficulty of 
getting my edition at first, from the paucity of the number 
and from being only given as presents, will make the second 
edition eagerly sought for ; and I do not see why my antici- 
pating the publication should deprive you of the profit. 
Bather than do that, I would print a smaller number. 
I wish to raise an additional appetite to that which every- 
body has for your writings ; I am sure I did not mean to 
injure you. Pray think of this; there is time enough; 
I cannot begin to print under a week : my press has lain 
fallow for some time, and my printer must prepare ink, 
balls, &C. ; and as I have but one man, he cannot be expe- 
ditious. I seriously do advise you to have a second edition 
ready: why should covetous booksellers run away with cM 
the advantages of your genius ? They get enough by their 
ample share of the sale. 

I will say no more, but to repeat my thanks for your 
consent, which truly obliges me ; and I am happy to have 
been the instrument of preserving what your modesty 
would have sunk. Hy esteem could not increase: but one 
likes to be connected by favours to those one highly values. 

I am, dear Madam, 

Your most sincere admirer and obedient humble servant, 

Hos. Walfolx. 

s Dr. Porievi. 



L3 
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2685. To Miss Maby Bsbby. 

Sfcntwbeny HiU, July 9, 1789. 

Tou are so good and punctual, that I will complain no 
more of your silence, unless you are silent. Tou must not 
relax, especially till you can give me better accounts of your 
health and spirits. I was peevish before with the weather ; 
but, now it preyents your riding, I forget hay and roses, 
and all the comforts that are washed away, and shall only 
watch the weather^cock for an east wind in Yorkshire. 
What a shame that I should recover £rom the gout and 
from bruises, as I assure you I am entirely, and that you 
should have a complaint left I One would think that it 
was I was grown young again ; for just now, as I was 
reading your letter in my bedchamber, while some of my 
customers are seeing the house, I heard a gentleman in the 
armoury ask the housekeeper as he looked at the bows 
and arrows, * Pray, does Mr. Walpole shoot ? ' No, nor with 
pistols neither. I leave all weapons to Lady Salisbury^ 
and Mr. Lenox*; and, since my double marriage, have 
suspended my quiver in the Temple of Hymen. Hygeia 
shall be my goddess, if she will send you back blooming 
to this region. Lady Cecilia thinks the house at Bushy 
Park gate will be untenanted by the time of your return. 

I wish I had preserved any correspondence in France, 
as you are curious about their present history; which 
I believe very momentous indeed. What little I have 
accidentally heard I will relate, and will learn what more 
I can. On the King's being advised to put out his talons, 

Lbitkb 268S. — ' She wm fond of wm at this time a Captain in the 

avohery. ColdstrBam Guards. On Kay 2G, 

* Charles Lennox (176i-1819X son 1789, he fought a duel "with the Dnke 

of liOxdGeoige Lennox, and nephew of York at Wimbledon, in whioh 

of the third Doke of Bichmond, neither party was wounded, 
whom he snooeeded in 1808. He 
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Necker desired leave to reBign, as not haying been con- 
salted, and as the measure violated his plan. The people, 
hearing his intention, thronged to Versailles ; and he was 
forced to assure them Arom a balcony that he was not 
to retire. I am not accurate in dates, nor warrant my 
intelligence, and therefore pretend only to send you detached 
scraps. Force being still in request, the Due du Ch&telet 
acquainted the King that he could not answer for the 
French Guards. Ch&telet, who, from his hot arrogant 
temper, I should have thought would have been one of the 
proudest opposers of the people, is suspected to lean to 
them. In short. Marshal Broglio is appointed Commander^ 
in-Chief, and is said to have sworn on his sword that he 
will not sheathe it till he has plunged it into the heart 
of ee gro8 hanguier g6nevois. I cannot reconcile this with 
Necker's stay at Versailles. That he is playing a deep 
game is certain. It is reported that Madame Necker tastes 
previously eveiything he swallows. A vast camp is 
forming round Paris ; but if the army is mutinous — the 
tragedy may begin on the other side. They do talk of 
an engagement at Metz, where the French troops, espousing 
the popular cause, were attacked by two German regimentsi 
whom the former cut to pieces. 

The Duke and Duchess of Devonshire, who were at Paris, 
have thought it prudent to leave it ; and my cousin, Mr. 
Thomas Walpole, who is near it, has just written to his 
daughters that he is glad to be out of the town', that he 
may make his retreat easily. 

Thus you see the crisis is advanced fiir beyond orations, 
and wears all the aspect of civil war. For can one imagine 
that the whole nation is converted at once, and in some 
measure without provocation from the King, who, far from 
enforcing the prerogative like Charles the First) cancelled 

* He had a hooM at Caiebj. 
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the despotism obtained for his grandfather by the Chancellor 
Maupeou, has exercised no tyranny, and has shown a disi- 
position to let the constitution be amended? It did want 
it indeed ; bat I fear the present want of temper grasps 
at so much, that they may defeat their own purposes ; and 
where loyalty has for ages been the predominant character- 
istic of a nation, it cannot be eradicated at once. Pity will 
soften the tone of the moment ; and the nobility and clergy 
have more interest in wearing a royal than a popular yoke ; 
for great lords and high-priests think the rights of mankind 
a defalcation of their privileges. No man living is more 
devoted to liberty than I am ; yet blood is a terrible price to 
pay for it ! A mart3rr to liberty is the noblest of characters ; 
but to sacrifice the lives of others, though for the benefit of 
all, is a strain of heroism that I could never ambition. 

I have just been reading Voltaire's Correspondence — one 
of those heroes who liked better to excite martyrs than 
to be one. How vain would he be if alive now t I was 
struck with one of his letters to La Chalotais, who was 
a true upright patriot and martyr too. In the 221st 
Letter of the sixth volume, Voltaire says to him, ' Vous avez 
jet6 des germes qui produiront un jour plus qu'on ne pense.' 
It was lucky for me that you inquired about France ; I had 
not a halfpenny*worth more of news in my wallet. 

Teuton's nose is not, I believe, grown longer, but only 
come to light by being clipped. When his beard is recovered, 
I dare to say, he will be as comely as my Jupiter Serapia 
In his taste he is taiuch improved, for he eats strawberries, 
and is fond of them, and yet they never were so insipid 
from want of sun and constant rain. One may eat roses 
and smell to cherries, and not perceive the difference from 
scent or flavour. If tulips were in season, I would make 
a rainbow of them to give other flowers hopes of not being 
drowned again. 
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A person who was very apt to call on you every morn- 
ing for a minute, and stay three hours» was with me 
the other day, and his grievance from the rain was the 
swarms of gnats. I said, I supposed I have very bad blood, 
for gnats never bite me. He replied, ^I believe I have 
bad blood too, for dull people, who would tire me to death, 
never come near me.' Shall I beg a palletful of that 
repellent for you, to set in your window as barbers do ? 

I believe you will make me grow a little of a news- 
monger, though you are none; but I know that at 
a distance, in the country, letters of news are a regale. 
I am not wont to listen to the batteries on each side of 
me at Hampton Court and Bichmond ; but in your absence 
I shall turn a less deaf ear to them, in hopes of gleaning 
something that may amuse you : though I shall leave their 
manufactures of scandal for their own home consumption ; 
you happily do not deal in such wares. Adieu I I used 
to think the month of September the dullest of the whole 
set ; now I shall be impatient for it. 

P.S» I am glad you are to go [to] Mrs. Gholmondely*; 
she is extremely sensible and agreeable — ^but I think all 
your particular friends that I have seen are so. 



2686. To Miss Hannah Mobe. 

strawberry Hill, July 10, 1789. 

Though I am touchy enough with those I love, I did 
not think you dilatory, nor expect that answers to letters 
should be as quick as repartees. I do pity you for the 



* Sister of Sir Harry Eng^Iofield, 
■evonth Baronet, and wife of Mr. 
Cholml^y, of Brandflby, Yorkshire. 

Lsm S686.— A part of this letter 
has been ooUated with all that is left 
of the originid (a mutilated fragment 
in poMMMion of Hn. SnoklingX which 



has undergone ' editing ' at the hands 
of Hannah More. That portion of 
the text beginning ' I b e s oo ch yon ' 
down to * for I oonolude ' has been 
tomorontawi^. Sentences omitted 
and erased by w^""^^ More have 
been dedphezed and restored. 
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accident that made you think youiBelf lemiss, and enjoy 
your patient's recoveiy. At first on your calling her your 
principal neighbour, I concluded it had been the stately 
Duchess \ and almost smiled unawares at the idea of her 
being sopped, and coming out of the water brustling up her 
feathers and ermines, and assuTning the dignity of a Jupiter 
Pluvius ; but as soon as I espied the words her hushandj 
I knew it was no femme eouverte, for whom would she 
espouse but another John of Gaunt*? 

I beseech you not to £Emcy yourself Tain on my being 
your printer: would Sappho be proud, though Aldus or 
EkEeyir were her typographer? My press has no rank but 
from its narrowness, that is, from the paucity of its editions, 
and from being a Tolunteer. But a truce to compliments, 
and to reciprocal humility. Pray tell me how I shall 
convey your parcel to you: the impression is begun. I 
shall not dare, vu le sujet^ to send a copy to Mrs. Oarrick' ; 
I do not know whether you will venture. Mrs. Boscawen 
shall have one, but it shall be in your name ; so authorize 
me to present it, that neither of us may tell the whitest 
of fibs. Shall I deliver any others for you within my 
reach, to save you trouble? 

I have no more corrections to make. I told you brutally 
at first of the only two faults I found, and you sacrificed 
them with the patience of a martyr ; for I conclude that 
when a good iK>et knowingly sins against measure twice, 
he is persuaded that he makes amends by greater beauties: 
in such case docility deserves the palm-branch. I do not 
applaud your declining a London edition; but you have 
been so tractable^ that I will let you have your way in 
this, though you only make over profit to magazines. 

1 EUaabeUi Berkol^, Dowager from Jolm of GNrant. 

DnoheM of Beaoibrt. Her country * Kra. Gkurriok wm a Soman 

■eat wai Stoke Oifford, near BrietoL Oathdic 

s The I>iikes vi Beaufort deeoend 
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Being an honest printer myself^ I have little charity for 
those banditti of my profession who pilfer from everybody 
they find on the road. Adieu, my dear Hadam ! 

Yours most cordially and sincerely. 

Hob. Walpolb. 

P.S. Let me have one line of answer about the convey- 
ance directly, for the edition will soon be ready. 

2687. To Miss Maby Bbbby. 

strawberry Hillf July 10, 1789. 

How angry you will be with me, and how insincere you 
will think all my professions ! Why, here is Lady Dudley's ^ 
house let under my nose, let in my own lane, and for 
a song I PaiimeOj mie care ! I am as white as snow. It 
had no bill upon it, though it was advertised, but not in my 
newspaper, and who knows truth or falsehood but from 
their own paper? And who, of all the birds in the air, do 
you think has got it? Only the Pepys's*. It is true too, 
that had I had any inkling of the matter, I should not have 
inquired about it, for the rent asked was two hundred 
a year — but a Master in Chancery, having a nose longer 
than himself, went to the executors and struck a bargain 
of 701. for four montha The land would pay the rent ; 
but then you must have got your hay in before the rains, 
and you must have been wiser than I to have done that, 
and in hay concerns I don't know that the heads of two 
wives are better than that of one husband ; and after all, 
had not you been shrewder than a Master in Chancery, it 
would have cost you three hundred pounds extraordinary 

LnrxB 9687.— Not In a ' WiUiam WeUer Pepys, or. a 

1 ICary, daughter of Gamaliel Baronet in 1801. His wife was 

T»ir ; m. (1788) John Ward, second BUaAbeth, daughter of William 

Visooont Dudley and Ward; d. DowdesweU, Chancellor of the 

18ia XKohe^pifir. 
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before you could have shown your hces, as I am sure, at 
least, I should choose to have my wives appear. Why, 
there is poor Mrs. Pepys with not a rag of linen but the 
shift on her back. They sent their whole history by water. 
It was a most tempestuous night ; the boatmen, dreading 
a shipwreck, cast anchor in Chelsea Beach, intending to 
put to sea next morning — ^but before daybreak pirates had 
carried o£F the whole cargo to the value, Mr. Cambridge 
says, of said three hundred pounds. Now, am I as false or 
negligent as I thought I was? You both, and Papa Berry 
together, could not be so mad as I was at myself at first, 
when I suspected that I had missed Palazzo Dudley for you. 

As I keep a letter constantly on the anvil going on for 
you, I shall, before this gets its complement, tell you what 
I know more. The house of Edgcumbe set out in perilous 
haste to prepare the Mount for the reception of their 
Majesties if they are so inclined ', but were stopped at Pool 
for want of post-horses^ all being retained for the service of 
the court The royal personages arrived, and Lady Mount 
was in the midst of the reiteration of her curtseys, when 
the mob gathering and pressing on her, she was seized 
with a panic, clung to her Lord, and screamed piteously, 
till a country fellow said to her, ' What dost thee make such 
a hell of a noise for ? Why, nobody will touch thee.' 

Passons d Paris, All I have yet learnt farther is, that 
the populace were going to bum the house of Monsieur 
d'Espremesnil *, a BoyaUst A cobbler, getting on a stand, 
begged their low-mightinesses to hear four reasons against 
wilful fire-raising: the first was, 'Llidtel n'^toit point k 
M. d'Espremesnil ' ; second, ^ Les livres n'^toient pas & lui ' ; 
third, ' Les enfans n'dtoient pas it lui ' ; fourth and last, ' Sa 
femme dtoit au public' The pathetic justice of those 

' The King and Qaeen visited ^ Jean Jaoqaes Dnyal d'Espre- 
Weymonth and Plymouth in the m^nil, politloian. HewugaiUotlned 
Bommer of 1780. in 1794. 
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aiguments saved the hotel, and Monsieur d'R keeps all 
those goods that do not belong to him* 

I am sorry we have refused to supply their wants ; I am 
for heaping coals of com on the heads of our enemies — but 
truth is^ it looks as if it would not be quite prudent to 
be so generoua The incessant and heayy rains are alarm- 
ing ; the com begins to be laid, and fair weather is now 
wanted as much for use as for pleasure. It costs me a pint 
of wine a day to make my serrants amends for being wet 
to the skin every time I go abroad Lord and Lady 
Waldegrave have been with me for two days, and could 
not set their foot out of doors. I drank tea at Mr& Gkurick's 
with the Bishop of London and Mrs. Porteus, Mr. Batt, 
and Dr. Cadogan and his daughter, and they were all in 
the same predicamoit. 

Apropos to the Bishop, I enclose a most beautiful copy 
of verses which Miss H. More wrote very lately when she 
was with him at Fulham, on his opening a walk to a bench 
called Bonnei^s. Mrs. Boscawen showed them to me, 
and I insisted on printing them. Only 200 copies are 
taken off, half for her and half for the printer, and you 
have one of the first. How unlike are these lines to the 
chymical pteparationa of our modem poetasten, cock and 
hen I who leave one with no images but of garlands of 
flowers and necklaces of coloured stones. Every stanza in 
Bofiner^s Ghost furnishes you with a theme of ideaa I 
have read them twenty times, and every time they improve 
on me. How easy, how well kept up the irony I how 
sensible the satire I how delicate and genteel the com- 
pliments I I hold JehyU '^ and Bonner^s Ghost peifect composi- 
tions, in their different kinds — ^a great deal to say when 
poetry has been so much exhausted. 

* Probably JisX^yZZ, €m Edogue, written to ridioole Joseph JekyU, the wit 
and politioian. 
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Wednesday, 16th. 

The first part of my letter is superannuated before the 
second is ready. I had nothing from either of you to 
answer; I had no new news to send you ; and Kirkgate is not 
hroughiio bed o{ Banner's Ohostso soon aslhad redumed; so 
you must wait for it ; and should it appear to you while you 
are at Mrs. Cholmondeley's, that is, in partUms infideUumf 
it will be decent not to scream out Commonly it is not 
prudent to announce a poem with high panegyric beforehand ; 
yet I think Bonner will answer all I have predicted of him — 
at least I shall be much disappointed, if you are at all. 

My motive for sending this away with abortive notice is, 
not to delay giving you an account of the news I heard 
this morning. Mr. Mackinsy and Lady Betty were with 
me this morning, and he showed me a letter he had just 
received from Monsieur Dutens: a courier arrived yesterday 
with prodigious expedition from the Duke of Dorset — 
Necker had been dismissed and was thought set out for 
Geneva; an offer of his poet was gone to Breteuil, who 
is in the country. Everything at Paris was in the utmost 
confusion, and firing of cannon for four hours there had 
been heard on the road. All this is confirmed by a courier 
from the Duke and Duchess of Devonshire, who were 
setting out precipitately : that messenger had been stopped 
three times on his route, being taken for a courier from 
that courts but was released on pretending to be dispatched 
by the Tiers £iaL Madame de Calonne* told Dutens 
yesterday that the newly encamped troops desert by 
hundreds — but if the firing of cannon was from the Bastile, 
and whence else it should proceed I know not, it looks 
as if the King were not quite abandoned. Oh, but what 
a scene I How many lives of quiet innocent persons may 
have been sacrificed, if the artillery of the Bastile raked 

* Oftlonne nuuxied the widow of a xioh fln>Ticier called Harveley. 
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that multitadinous city I I check myself, for what million 
of reflections present themselyes. 

I shall wish to send you accounts fresh and fresh, but only 
catch them by accident and by rebound. Miss Penn has a 
correspondent at Paris and showed me part of a letter thence 
yesterday, but I suppose few English will remain there. 

We have no open enemy but St. Swithin; but if he 
persists in his quarantainef he will be a very serious one. 
The Pepysian robbery was exaggerated ; it is difficult to 
get at truth, even at a stone's-throw off. 

I have scarce lefb myself any room for conjugal douceurs ; 
but as you see how very constantly you are in my thoughts^ 
I am at least not fickle — on the contrary, I am rather 
disposed to jealousy. Tou have written to Mr. Pepys, 
and he will have anticipated my history of his being 
established in Palazzo Dudley; and that will make this 
letter more and more wrinkled — well, he cannot send you 
Bonner's Ghost^ and I shall have the satisfiiction of tantaliz- 
ing you four or five days longer — if this is not love, the 
deuce is in it: does one grudge that the beloved object 
should be pleased by any one but oneself unless beloved 
object there be? Do not be terrified however; jealousy 
most impartially divided between two can never come to 
great violence. Wife Agnes has indeed given me no cause, 
but my affection for both is so compounded into one love, 
that I can think of neither separately* Frenchmen often 
call their mistress mes AmourSy which would be no Irish 
in me. Apropos, Lady Lucan told me t'other day of two 
young Irish couple who ran away from Dublin, and landed 
in Wales, and were much surprised to find that Holyhead 
was not Gretna Green. Adieu 1 mes Amours ! 

P.S. Well, are not you charmed with Bcmnefs Ohost? 
Oh, I forget ; you have not seen it yet — how tantalizing I 
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2688. To THE Hon. Henby Sbymoub Conway. 

strawberry Hill, WedneadAj night [July 16, 1789]. 

I WBTTB a few lines only to confirm the truth of much of 
what you will read in the papers from Paris. Worse may 
already be come, or is expected every hour. 

Mr. Mackenzie and Lady Betty called on me before dinner, 
after the post was gone out ; and he showed me a letter from 
Dutens, who said two couriers arriyed yesterday from the 
Duke of Dorset and the Duchess of Devonshire, the latter 
of whom was leaving Paris directly. Necker had been 
dismissed, and was thought to be set out for Geneva. 
Breteuil, who was at his country-house, had been sent for 
to succeed him. Paris was in an uproar; and, after the 
couriers had left it, firing of cannon was heard for four 
hours together. That must have been from the Bastile, as 
probably the Tiers ^tat were not so provided. It is shocking 
to imagine what may have happened in such a thronged 
city I One of the couriers was stopped twice or thrice, as 
supposed to pass from the King ; but redeemed himself by 
pretending to be dispatched by the Tiers J^tat Madame de 
Galonne told Dutens that the newly encamped troops desert 
by hundreds. 

Here seems the egg to be hatched, and imagination runs 
away with the idea. I may fancy I shall hear of the King 
and Queen leaving Versailles^ like Charles the First, and 
then skips imagination six-and-forty years lower, and figures 
their fugitive Majesties taking refuge in this country. I 
have besides another idea. If the Bastile conquers, still is 
it impossible, considering the general spirit in the country, 
and the numerous fortified places in France, but some may 
be seized by the dissidents \ and whole provinces be torn 

Lbttib 9688. -^ > Probably «n who were oalled DiBiidanti, and who 
alluioii to the Polish Protettantf, had no politioal liber^. 
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from the crown ? On the other hand, if the King prevails, 
what heavy despotism will the J^toto, by their want of temper 
and moderation, have drawn on their country ! They might 
have obtained many capital points, and removed great oppres* 
sion. No French monarch wiU ever summon JSiats again, if 
this moment has been thrown away. 

Though I have stocked myself with such a set of visions 
for the event either way, I do not pretend to foresee what 
will happen. Penetration argues from reasonable proba> 
bilities ; but chance and folly are apt to contradict calculi^ 
tion, and hitherto they seem to have full scope for action. 
One hears of no genius on either side, nor do symptoms of 
any appear. There will, perhaps : such times and tempests 
bring forth, at least bring out, great men. I do not take 
the Duke of Orleans or Hirabeau to be built du hois dant on 
Us faii; no, nor Monsieur Necker. He may be a great 
traitor, if he made the confusion designedly: but it is a 
woful evasion, if the promised financier slips into a black 
politician ! I adore liberty, but t would bestow it as honestly 
as I could ; and a civil war, besides being a game of chance, 
is paying a very dear price for it 

For us, we are in most danger of a deluge; though I 
wonder we so frequently complain of long rains. The 
saying about Si Swithin is a proof of how often they recur ; 
for proverbial sentences are the children of experience, not 
of prophecy. Good night I In a few days I shall send you 
a beautiful little poem from the Strawberry Press. 



2689. To THB CionNTxss of TTffxb Ossobt. 

Stnwbenry HUl, July 16, 1789. 

As my own exchequer is empty, Madam, I chose to wait 
before I replied to your last^ till I could offer you something 
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of another coin. The endosed copy of yersee pleased me so 
much^ that, though not intended for pablioation, I prevailed 
on the authoress, Miss Hannah More, to allow me to take off 
a small number. Though I am an old printer retired from 
business, one cannot help now and then rubbing up one*s 
old calling to oblige a friend, and as your Ladyship used to 
deal at my shop, I thought it my duty to present you with 
this small tribute in acknowledgement of former favours, and 
hope you will receive it favourably from your ancient trades- 
man. Perhaps you will smile at a printer talking of his 
exchequer ; but as all orders entrench on the style of those 
above them, while the highest ranks sink so low that the 
King of France is a bankrupt, I do not think it too assuming 
for an old printer to talk of his till being at as low ebb as 
a royal treasury. 

It is a very truth that I have nothing to say. The civil 
war in France does not proceed half fast enough to supply 
correspondence; and our own halcyon days are most un- 
firuitful of events. Lord and Lady Waldegrave have been 
with me for two days, and are going to Scarborough : we 
had nothing but rain to talk on and hunent the whole time. 
Bonner^s Ohost must therefore supply the place of a letter, 
and I wish I could often make such amends : your Ladyship 
would be a prodigious gainer, and so should I too : it would 
be worth my while to keep shop in earnest, if I could often 
have such wares to vend. I do think I have some merit 
with that tiny commonwealth, that proudly calls itself the 
republic of letters (and which, like Cromwell's House of 
Lords, is often composed of the dr^gs of the earth), for 
having, sometimes almost by force, obtained for the public 
works of intrinsic value or rarity. I shall sit mighty low 
on the bench of authors ; but Eirgate and I shall not give 
place to many printers in the offices of the temple of 
fame. 
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18th. 

I have been disappointed of the completion of Bonner^s 
Ohast, by my rolling press being out of order, and was 
forced to send the whole impression to town to have the 
oopper-plate taken oft In the meantime^ the eiyil war in 
France^ I find, has taken gigantic steps, and is grown out 
of all proportion to the size of a letter; besides, I know 
nothing authentic, nor can leam truth here. How strange 
it is to me to have lived to see what I have seen I sights 
that the most microscopic eye of penetration could not 
hare diBcovered in embryo 1 America lost and settled in 
a Republic, the Jesuits annihilated and conyents abolished 
by the house of Austria, all France enthusiastic for liberty I 
and in how few years since despotism had been established 
there I But I look on the present reyolution in that country 
as a temporary paroxysm that will not last ; and I grieve 
for the calamities which such violent transitions will 
inflict I — ^but I will not pretend to foretell, having nothing 
of the prophet but ignorance, without the inspiration. 

At night. 

Kirgate has brought the whole impression, and I shall 
have the pleasure of sending your Ladyship this with a 
Bonner'B Ohost to-morrow morning. I shall carry the quota 
that Hiss More has destined to the Bishop of London to 
him on Monday morning, and shall sit in Bonner's chair. 

2690. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Ez Officiiia AzbQtianA, July 19, 1789. 

Such unwriting wives I never knew ! and a shame it is 
for an author, and what is more, for a printer, to have a 
couple so unletteraL I can find time amidst all the hurry 

lonm Seea—Noi in 0. 

WAUOLB. XVt M 
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of my shop to write small quartos to them continually. In 

France^ where nuptiality is not the virtue most in request, 

a wife will write to her consort, though the doux hiRet 

should contain but two sentences, of which I will give you 

a precedent A lady sent the following to her spibuse : ' Je 

vous tens, parce que je n*ai rien k faire ; et je finis, paroe que 

je n'ai rien it yous dire/ I do not wish for quite so laconic 

a poulet; besides, your Ladyships eon write. Mrs. Damer 

dined here yesterday, and had just heard from you. Brevity, 

Hesdames, may be catching—don't pretend not to care, for 

you are dying for news from France, but not a spoonful 

shall you have from me to-day ; and if I was not a man of 

honour, though a printer, and had not promised you Btmner^s 

Ohostf I would be as silent as if I were in Yorkshire. 

Bemember too, that Hiss Hannah More, though not so 

proper for the French Embassador's ftU as Hiss Gunning \ 

can teach Oreek and Latin as well as any young lady in the 

north of England, and might make as suitable a companion 

for a typographer. I will say no more, for this duM be a 

short note. 

Sunday night, late. 

I break my word to myself though you do not deserre it, 
for I have had no letter to-day from either of you, and now 
can have none till Tuesday ; but I am just come from Rich- 
mond, where I have seen an authentic account of the horrible 
scene at Paria There had been dismal accounts for three 
days, but I hoped they had been exaggerated. They are too 
true. The Due de Luxembourg* and his family are arrived 



1 Ellmbeth, only ohild of a«aei«l 
John Gunning, and nieoe ofSUaabeth 
Gnnning,DaohMBof AxgylL In 1791 
MiM Qnnning beoame notorious in 
connection with her own and her 
mother's attempts to prove that the 
Marquises of Lome and Blandford 
had offered her maniage. Both the 



io-called soitors denied the tmth of 
Miss Gunning's statement, and she 
remained single till 1808, when she 
married a Mi^o' Plunkett. 

* Charles Emanuel Sigismond de 
Montmorenpy (1774-1861X Doo de 
liozembouri^ 
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in London, having escaped with difficulty, 300,000 livres 
being set on his head, as the same sum is on Marshal 
Broglie's^ and 500,000 on the Comte d'Artois'a The people 
rose on this day sennight, seized all the arms they could 
find, searched convents, found stores of com, and obliged 
the monks to deal it out at reasonable prices. They have 
beheaded the LieuUnafU de Police^ or the Pr^t dee 
Marchands^f or both, and attacked the Bastile, which the 
governor * refused to surrender ; and on the populace rushing 
in, he fired on them with four great guns loaded with nails, 
and killed 300 or 400, but they mastered him, and dragged 
him and his major to the Place de Gr^ve, and chopped off 
their hands and heads. The bourgeoisief however, have 
disarmed the mob, but have seized the arsenal, and the 
H6tel de Ville and the treasure there, which they destine 
to pay the sums for the heads of the proscribed. 
. On Wednesday the. King with only his two brothers 
went to the Assemble Nationale, and offered to concur 
with them in any measures for restoring order. They 
returned him an answer by eighty deputies, but the result 
is not known. The Duke of Dorset's courier is not arrived, 
nobody, it is supposed, being suffered to go out of the city. 

Marshal Broglie is encamped before Versailles with 25,000 
men, who are said ready to support the King. 

You will want to ask a thousand questions, which I could 
not answer — nor will I when I can, if neither of you will 
write to me. 

I dined to-day at Mrs. Walsingham's with the Pen-hood, 
and to-morrow I am to carry thirty Ghosts to the Bishop of 

* Laais Thiroiiz de Groene ; tlUs bottom of the step* at the Hdtel de 

was a fake report. He was guil- ViUe, when he was shot^ and his 

lotined in 17M. head paraded on a pike. 

< Jaoqnee de Jloaiollee (1721-1789). * Bernard Bend Jonrdan, styled 

He was detected in a coiTespondenoe de Lanney (1740-1789); his Fort 

with the oonrt, and oommiited to Migor was naJned De Losme. 
prison. He had hardly zeaohed the 

MS 
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London* So I am finiBhing this at past midnight, and shall 
send it before I go to Mr. Ellis to be franked. 

These two days have been very fine, and I trust have 
restored riding in Yorkshire. If I ever do receive another 
letter, I hope it will give me an account of restored health, 
for my anger is but a grain of mustard in comparison of my 
solicitude. Good night I good night I 

2691. To Miss Hannah More. 

Strawbeny UUl, HondAj night, July 20, 1789. 

Ht ezcbllent Friend, 

I never shall be angry with your conscientiousness, though 
I will not promise never to scold it, as you know I think 
you sometimes carry it too far ; and how pleasant to have 
a friend to scold on such grounds ! I see all your delicacy 
in what you call your dotMe treachery, and your kind desire 
of connecting two of your friends. The seeds are sprung 
up already; and the Bishop has already condescended to 
make me the first, and indeed so unexpected a visit, that, 
had I in the least surmised it, I should certainly, as became 
me, have prevented him. One effect, however, I can tell 
you your pimping between us will have: his Lordship has, 
to please your partiality, flattered me so agreeably in the 
letter you betrayed, that I shall never write to you again 
without the dread of attempting the wit he is so liberal as 
to bestow on me ; and then either way I must be dull or 
affected, though I hope to have the grace to prefer the 
former, and then you only wiU be the sufferer, as we both 
should by the latter. But I will come to facts : they are 
plain bodies, can have nothing to do with wit, and yet are 
not dull to those who have anything to do with them. 

According to your order I have delivered Ohosts to 
Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. Garrick, Lady Juliana Penn, Mrs. Wal- 
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singham, and Mr. Pepys. Mr. Bait, I am told, leaves London 
to-day ; so I shall reserve his to his return. This morning 
I carried his thirty to the Bishop of London, who said 
modestly he should not have expected above ten. I was 
delighted with the Palace, with the venerable chapel, and 
its painted episcopalities in glass, and the brave hall, &c, 
&c Though it rained, I would crawl to Bonner's chair. 
Li short, my satisfiEtction would have been complete, but 
for wanting the presence of that Jesuitess, the * Good Old 
Papist V 

To-morrow departs for London, to be delivered to the 
Bristol coach at the White Horse Cellar in Piccadilly, a 
parcel containing sixty-four Ohosts^ one of which is printed 
on brown for your own eating. There is but one more 
such, so you may preserve it like a relic I know these 
two are not so good as the white : but, as rarities, a collector 
would give ten times more for them ; and uniquUy will make 
them valued more than the charming poetry. I believe, if 
there was but one ugly woman in the world, she would 
occasion a longer war than Helen did. Tou will find the 
Bishop's letter in the parcel. I did not breathe a hint of 
my having seen it, as I could not conjure up into my pale 
cheeks the blush I ought to exhibit on such flattery. 

I pity you most sincerely for your almost drowned guest. 
Fortune seems to delight in throwing poor Louisas in your 
way, that you may exerdse your unbounded charity and 
benevolence. Adieu ! pray write. I need not write to^ou. 
to pray*, but I wish, when your knees have what the 
common people call a worky-day, you would employ your 
hands the whole tima 

Yours most cordially, 

Hob. Waipole. 

Lbttsb 20ei. — ^ Hannah More herself, who signed her poem Boimerft 
O^toK * A Good Old Fapiak* 
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P.S. I believe I have blundered, and that your knees 
would call a week-day a holiday. 



2692. To THB CouNTBSS OF Uppsb Ossobt. 

Strawberry Hill, July 22, 1789. 

Ht letter on Sunday passed your Ladyship's in the very 
town of Twickenham, and, I fear, without making a bow to 
it; however, it will make my apology for not answering 
incontinently your quaere on the identity of parts of La 
Gderie de VAncienne Cbur, and Lea Mimoires de 8L Simon^ 
which struck me too. The case, I believe^ was, that the 
Due de Choiseul, while minister, had a copy of the latter 
made, which I was promised by the Duchesse I should read ; 
but his fall intervened, and the Duchesse de Grammont, his 
sister (which I could not blame)^ advised him not to let me 
have it then, as his having ordered a transcript for himself 
had been a pretty bold act, the MS. having been seized 
and deposited with the state papers. On the cessation of 
the persecution of Choiseul, he used to lend the transcript 
to persons who visited him at (Thanteloup, and some of 
them, I have been told, made extracts, which strayed into 
the book your Ladyship mentions. 

How the Dukes, either of St Simon or Choiseul, would 
stare at the present Gkderie de la Cour, and the precipitate 
fall of the Bourbons I I have not at all digested my surprise ; 
but being very uncertain whether a quarter of what I have 
heard here is true, I will not make reflections blindfold, but 
will obey my old maxim, waUJbr the echo ; and as I conclude 
all France is gone mad at once, because I know not how to 
believe that a whole nation is come to its senses at once 
(which is feu: more unprecedented), I propose to wait for 
a reduplication of echoes ; and if I do not live to hear the 
last, I shall not less expect that it will vary from the 
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present rererbexatioiL Amongst other questions which I 
am going to answer, you are pleased to kindly ask, Madam, 
how the late deluges, to which there is a codicil at this 
moment, have agreed with me. Thank you, astonishingly 
well ; I am better in health than I have been these three 
years, and my sleep, m^ weather-glass, is but sounder and 
longer for going to bed half an hour sooner than I used to 
do. Accordingly, scTenty-two is yery grateful to the gout. 

I did not see the verses in the Marmng Herald: they are 
an excellent parody, and I &ncy I guess the parodist 

I return the letter with many thanks^ too, and am grateful 
to the gout, for, as it has preserved all my teeth, though I 
am so old, I am in no danger, like Mr. Layton, of being 
made Secretary of State^ were it even as common in this 
country to choose great officers for having lost their teeth, 
as for not having cut them. If Mr. Layton is already dis- 
graced, I suppose his Imperial Majesty of Morocco repents, 
like his brother Louis, of having employed a Protestant as 
his minister, who, perhaps, had advised him to call an 
assembly of lea £iaU d la fwjom it Barbane franfoUe. I am 
shocked at the African cruelties exercised at ParisI but 
sudden and novel power is apt to be as ^nnmnons as tho 
veteran, and more too ; and nations may take violent preju- 
dices for and against their kings^ and alternately, without 
any cause obvious to the eye of a bystander* 

I have certainly seen the most unfortunate of all mothers 
upon earth, as soon as I could : it was not a moment to 
n^lect one for whom I have so much regard. The blow 
was very near killing her. She is but lately come to 
Twickenham, and looks as deplorably as you may imagine. 
Madam. Where the wretched pair are I know not The 
wife, whose patience and conduct have proved her a prodigy 
of discretion, is gone to her &ther, and has a jointure of 
800L a year. Dreadful as her case is» still she is the least 
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to be pitied, for time may assuage her grief ; and the esteem 
of the world will reward her innocence : but there being no 
resource for the guilty pair, their miseries can only increase ; 
and, consequently, the mother must always suffer for what 
they have brought on themselyes, and to which she can 
never be insensible. 

I have answered your Ladyship's interrogatories as fully 
as I could, and will take my leave; hoping you admire 
Bonner's Ohost, which will not lose any of its beauties, even 
if you read it often. 

2698. To Mbs. Cabteb. 

Dbab 'M'AnAiy^ strawberry Hill, July 26, 1789. 

I haye the pleasure of sending you a little present, that 
I Yenture to say will be very agreeable to you. It was 
written by Miss More at her late visit to the Bishop of 
London. Mrs. Boecawen showed it to me^ and I was so 
charmed that I wrote immediately to the authoress and 
insisted on printing a few copies, to which with meek 
modesty she consented, though she had not any such 
intention. The more I read it^ the more I like it ; it is 
so perfect, that I do not think a word could be amended, 
and yet it has all the ease and freedom of a sketch. The 
sense, satire, irony, and compliments have all their complete 
metii 

As I love to extract some satisfaction out of grievances, 
I hope that this bad summer has been favourable to your 
headaches. I hope, too, that the almost incessant rains have 
not damaged the corn and hops in your county. It ought 
to be a consolation to us, too, that the badness of the season 
has been our greatest calamity, while such tragic scenes 
have been acting in France, and perhaps may continue to 
be extended in that country. Were they to stop now, it 
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would not be without such a humiliation of the house of 
Bourbon as must be astonishing. Their government was 
certainly a very bad one ; but I cannot conceiye that such 
a sudden and tumultuary revolution can at once produce 
a good and permanent constitution^ when not only all the 
principles and spirit of the nation must be changed, but the 
whole system of their laws and usages too, and where 
the rights and privileges of the various provinces are so 
discordant and so different. The military, though that 
is extraordinary, may have been seized with this rapid 
enthusiasm — but are as likely to revert to their old spirit — 
and if the royal power is in a manner annihilated, will the 
nobility and clergy escape? If they are preserved from 
fear, will the people be much relieved ? And if those two 
bodies are crushed, how long will the popular government 
be tranquil? I pretend to no authentic information on 
what is passing, and less to penetration ; but I do not con- 
ceive that the whole frame and machine of a vast country 
can be overturned and resettled by a coup de baguettCf though 
all the heads in it have been changed as much as when 
milUons of Gh>ths invaded nations and exterminated the 
inhabitants. 

Excuse this vague speculation, but for this last week I 
have heard of nothing else but this strange revolution. 
Nobody can talk on any other subject 

I am, &c., 

Hob. Walpols. 

P.S. I must add a few words of reflection. What 
a lesson ought this great convulsion to be to politicians! 
France, esteemed the most stable of all governments, has 
plunged itself into this catastrophe by its intrigues. By 
wasting its treasures to embroil other countries, it embar- 
rassed its finances; the war to deprive us of America 
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increased its debt : the pumiit of a marine to rise on our 
fidl swelled that debt. A reform became expedient, and 
disgusted the nobility who were at the head of all regiments. 
Soldiers only make risings and riots ; they are generals and 
colonels who make rebelliona. I need pursue my reflections 
no further. 

2694. To Miss Maby Bssby. 

Strawberry Hill, Jaly M, 1789. 

I BAYS received two dear letters from you of the 18th 
and 25th; and though you do not accuse me, but say 
a thousand kind things to me in the most agreeable manner, 
I allow my ancientry, and that I am an old, fond^ jealous, 
and peeYish husband, and quarrel with you if I do not 
receiYe a letter exactly at the moment I please to expect 
one. Tou talk of mine ; but if you knew how I like yours^ 
you would not wonder that I am impatient, and cYen un* 
reasonable in my demands. HowoYcr, though I own my 
faults, I do not mean to correct them. I haYe such pleasure 
in p(mr letters (I am sorry I am here forced to speak in the 
singular mim&er, which by the way is an IricismX that I 
iviU be cross if you do not write to me perpetually. The 
quintessence of your last but one was, in telling me you are 
better: how fenrently do I wish to receive such accounts 
every post But who can mend but old I, in such detest- 
able weather ? — ^not one hot day ; and, if a morning shines^ 
the evening closes with a heavy shower. 

The first object in my thoughts being a house for you, 
which I cannot find yet^ I will only say that Lady Cecilia 
tells me that she has acquainted you that that at Bushy 
Gate may be had most reasonably — ^phol but when? — at 
the end of September 1 I told her she was horridly mis- 
taken, and that it is by the end of August you will want 
one. She would not have been in such an error if she had 
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calculated by a certain almanac in my heart Mr. Conway 
and Lady Ailesbury are to be with her to-day, and Mrs. 
Darner to-morrow; but by General Conway's indecision^ 
and not knowing when they should come this waywards, 
I shall not see them on either of these days, haying invited 
my sister \ Mr. Churchill, and their daughter Sophia and 
Mr. Walpole, to come to me precisely for these two days ; 
nay, and on Friday I am to dine with the Bishop of London. 
Of French news I can give you no finesher or more 
authentic account than you can collect in general from 
the newspapers; but my present visitants and everybody 
else confirm the veraciiy of Paris being in that anarchy 
that speaks the populace domineering in the most cruel 
and savage manner, and which a servile multitude broken 
loose calls liberty ; and which in all probability will end, 
when their Massaniello-like reign is over, in their being 
more abject slaves than ever ; and chiefly by the crime of 
their ^taiSy who, had they acted with temper and prudence, 
might have obtained from their poor undesigning King 
a good and permanent constitution. Who may prove their 
tyrant^ if reviving loyalty does not in a new frenzy force 
him to be so^ it is impossible to foxesee; but much may 
happen first. The rage seems to gain the provinces, and 
threatens to exhibit the horrors of those times when the 
peasants massacred the gentlemen. Thus you see I can 
only conjecture, which is not sending you news ; and my 
intelligence reaches me by so many rebounds, that you 
must not depend on anything I can tell you. I repeat, 
because I hear ; but draw on you for no credit. Having 
experienced last winter, in superaddition to a long life of 
experience^ that in Berkeley Square I could not trust to 
a single report from Kew\ can I swallow implicitly at 

Lnm SMNM. — ^ Lady ICaiy ' The King wm removed to Kew 

Ohnrohill. duiog his aiteok of innnity. 
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Twickenham the distorted information that eomes from 
Paris through the medium of London ? 

You asked me in one of your letters who La Chalotais' 
was. I answer, premier prMdent or avooai giniroi, I forget 
which, of the Parliament of Bretagne ; a great, able, honest, 
and most virtuous man, who opposed the Jesuits and the 
tjrranny of the Due d'Aiguillon ; but he was as indiscreet 
as he was good. Calonne was his friend and confidant ; to 
whom the imprudent patriot trusted, by letter, his farther 
plan of opposition and designs. The wretch pretended to 
have business with, or to be sent for by, the Due de la 
Yrilli^re, Secretary of State, a courtier-wretch, whose mistress 
used to sell leUres de cachet for a louis. Calonne was left 
to wait in the antechamber ; but being, as he said, suddenly 
called in to the minister, as he was reading (a most natural 
soil for such a lecture) the letter of his friend, he by a second 
natural inadvertence left the fatal letter on the chimney- 
piece. The consequence, much more natural^ was, that La 
Chalotais was committed to the Ch&teau du Taureau, 
a horrible dungeon on a rock in the sea, with his son, 
whose legs mortified there, and the father was doomed 
to the scaffold; but the Due de Choiseul sent a counter* 
reprieve by an express and a cross-road, and saved him. 
At the beginning of this reign he was restored. Paris, 
however, was so indignant at the treachery, that this 
Calonne was hissed out of the theatre when I was in that 
capital When I heard, some years after, that a Calonne 
was made oontrCHeur g4n6ral^ I concluded it must be a son, 
not conceiving that so reprobated a character could emerge 
to such a height ; but asking my sister, who has been in 
France since I was, she assured me it was not only the 
identic being, but that when she was at Metz, where I think 
he was ifUendant^ the officers in garrison would not dine 

> See note 1 on leHer to Selwyn of Deo. fi, 1766. 
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with him. When he fled hither for an asylum, I did not 
talk of his story till I saw it in one of the pamphlets that 
were written against him in Franoe^ and that came over 
hither. 

Friday night. Slat. 

My company prevented my finishing this : part left me 
at noon, the residue are to come to-morrow. To-day I have 
dined at Fulham along with Mrs. Boscawen ; but St Swithin 
played the devil so, that we could not stir out of doors, and 
had fires to chase the watery spirits. Quin, being once 
asked if he had ever seen so bad a winter, replied, 'Tes, 
just such an one last summer 1 ' — and here is its youngest 
brother ! 

Mrs. Boscawen saw a letter firom Paris to Miss Sayer this 
morning, which says Necker's son-in-law* was arrived, and 
had announced his father-in-law's promise of return from 
Basle. I do not know whether his honour or ambition 
prompt this compliance ; surely not his discretion. I am 
much acquainted with him, and do not hold him great 
and profound enough to quell the present anarchy. If he 
attempts to moderate for the King, I shall not be surprised 
if he falls another victim to tumultuary jealousy and out* 
rage. All accounts agree in the violences of the mob 
against the inoffensive as well as against the objects of their 
resentment ; and in the provinces, where even women are 
not safe in their houses. The hCtel of the Due du Gh&telet, 
lately built and superb, has been assaulted, and the furniture 
sold by auction ; but a most shocking act of a royalist in 
Burgundy, who is said to have blown up a committee of 
forty persons, will probably spread the flames of civil rage 
much wider. When I read the account I did not believe 
it ; but the Bishop says he hears the J&tats have required 
the King to write to every foreign power not to harbour 

« The BaacoB de Stafil-Holstein, niAiried to IfUeb Keoker in 1786. 
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the execrable author, who is fled. I fear this conflagration 
will not end aa rapidly as that in Holland ! 

I hare left myself no room but for a codicil of scraps. 
Mrs. Damer will be with me to-morrow. With the Pepys's 
I have had small dealings yet, from his Chancery and the 
House of Lords. Lady Jul. Penn had a rery bad fall down- 
stairs about a week ago at Windsor, and was much bruised, 
but with no other bad consequences. The wife Agnes's pen 
lies fallow, I hope her pencil does not I will write but to 
one if but one will write to me, and I will not keep a new 
] \^ name I have just assumed, that of 

^ ^ HOBAOB FONDLBWIYBS. 

P.S. Mrs. Greville is dead. 

2695. To John Pikkbbtok. 

strawberry Hill, July 81, 1789. 
HjLViKO had my house full of relations till this evening, 
I could not answer the favour of your letter sooner ; and 
now I am ashamed of not being able to tell you that I have 
finished reading your Esscuf on the Ancient History €f Scotland. 
I am so totally unversed in the story of original nations, 
and I own always find myself so little interested in savage 
manners unassisted by individual characters, that, though 
you lead me with a firmer hand than any historian through 
the dark tracts, the clouds close round me the moment 
I have passed them, and I retain no memory of the ground 
I have trod. I greatly admire your penetration, and read 
with wonder your clear discovery of the kingdom of Strath* 
Clyde ; but, though I bow to you, as I would to the founder 
of an empire, I confess I do not care a straw about your 
subjects, with whom I am no more acquainted than with 
the ancient inhabitants of Otaheite. Tour origin of the 
Piks is most able ; but then I cannot remember them with 
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any pieoise discrimination from any other hyperborean 
nation : and all the barbarous names at the end of the first 
volume, and the gibberish in the Appendix, was to me as 
unintelligible as if I repeated Abracadabra ; and made no 
impression on me but to raise respect of your patience, and 
admire a sagacity that could extract meaning and suite from 
what seemed to me the most indigestible of all materials. 
Tou rise in my estimation in proportion to the disagreeable 
mass of your ingredienta What gave me pleasure that 
I felt^ was the exquisite sense and wit of your introduction; 
and your masterly handling and confutation of the Mac- 
phersons, Whitaker, &c^ there and through your work. 
Objection I have but one^ I think you make yourself too 
much a party against the Celts— I do not think they were 
or are worthy of hatred. 

Upon the whole, dear Sir, you see that your work is too 
learned and too deep for my capacity and shallow know- 
ledge. I hare told you that my reading and knowledge is 
and always was trLDing and superficial, and never taken up 
or pursued but for present amusement I always was 
incapable of dry and unentertaining studies; and of all 
studies the origin of nations never was to my taste. Old 
age and frequent disorders have dulled both my curiosity 
and attention, as well as weakened my memory; and I 
cannot fix my attention to long deductions. I say to myself, 
'What is knowledge to me, who stand on the verge, and 
must leave any old stores as well as what I may add to 
them ; and how little could that be ? ' 

Having thus confessed the truth, I am sure you are too 
candid and liberal to be offended : you cannot doubt of my 
high respect for your extraordinary abilities: I am even 
proud of having discovered them of myself without any 
due. I should be very insincere, if I pretended to have 
gone through with eagerness your last work, which demands 
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more intense attention than my age, eyes, and avocations 
will allow. I cannot read long together; and you are 
sensible that your work is not a book to be read by snatches 
and intervals; especially as the novelty, to me at least, 
requires some helps to connect it with the memory. 



2696. To THE Countess of Uppeb Ossobt. 

strawberry Hill, Aug. 4, 1789. 

I HAVB had my house so filled lately by detachments of 
my family, that I had not a moment's time to answer your 
Ladyship's last. 

For myself, I can say that I am not glad, in your Lady« 
ship's s^ose of the words, that Monsieur de la Fayette governs 
France instead of their King ; nor do my principles lead me 
at all to approve of government violently wrenched, or 
violently exercised by anybody; nor do I believe that 
Monsieur de la Fayette's government will be lasting. I 
still less like liberty displayed by massacre, and without 
l^gal trials ; and abhor the savage barbarity that the French 
have always shown on all conmiotion& The factions in the 
reign of Charles YI, the St Bartdemi, and the Ligue, were 
all ferociously cruel ; and their bearing the heads of those 
they have now murdered in triumph, is of a piece with 
their tearing the heart of the Mar6chal d'Ancre with their 
teeth. 

The £tais 04n^raux are^ in my opinion, the most culpable. 
The Eang had restored their whole constitution, which all 
France has so idolized; and he was ready to amend that 
constitution* But the ^tats^ with no sense, prudence, or 
temper, and who might have obtained a good government, 
and perhaps permanently, set out with such violence to 
overturn the whole frame, without its being possible to 
replace it at.once with a sound model entirely new, and the 
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reveise of every law and custom of their whole country — 
have deposed not only their King, but^ I should think, their 
own authority, for they are certainly now trembli^ before 
the populace, and have let loose havoc through every pro- 
vince, which sooner or later will end in worse despotism 
than that they have demolished. Weak their late monarch 
is, I have no doubt, and irresolute ; but I cannot look on 
a King, who offers to soften and meliorate a constitution, 
as deserving to be compared with those princes who have 
encroached on the liberties of their people. 

Oive me leave to conclude this chapter, Madam, with 
observing, that acute as you intended your present of Mon- 
sieur de la Fayette to me for my hero, I presume to think 
my prindples as sound and as free from prejudice, &ction, 
and personality as those of persons who, from pique to some 
or partiality to others, applaud or condemn wholesale what- 
ever can be wire-drawn into a kind of parallel. 

It is out of respect that I have presumed to defend 
myself Madam, against your sarcasm on Lord Ossory and 
myself. When ladies are politicians, and love to attack, 
like the unfortunate Camilla in Virgil, it is irreverent not 
to skirmish with them a little. Lord Ossory, like an ill- 
bred husband, is not so attentive, but in silence lets you 
ascribe to him what bad notions you please ; but he is so 
temperate and reasonable^ that I am persuaded his sentiments 
on French politics are not very different from mine. 

In one point I perfectly agree with your Ladyship : every 
morning when I wake, and France rushes on my mind, 
I think I have been dreaming ; nor can I at once conceive 
so total an inversion of a whole nation's character. Perhaps 
it is but a bloody feahion, momentary, like their other 
modes; and when they have deposed their monarch, or 
worse, and committed ten thousand outrages, they will 
rebound to loyalty, and out of penitence confer on whoever 

WALTOLI. ZIV M 
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ahftll be their king, unbounded power of punishing their 



I did see, and wondered, Madam, at the republication of 
the long-forgotten verses on 77ie Three Femofw, printed so 
inaccurately that I conclude somebody wrote them down 
by memory ; for both sense or metre is destroyed in two 
or three places. Now, of such idle trifles, tike greatest 
merit is to be correct; but eyery author, however averse 
to pretensions, exposes himself to being exhibited in still 
worse colours than he deserves ; which is one of the many 
reasons that makes me regret having been of the calling. 

General Fitswilliam is dead, after a dreadful series of 
sufferings. He is worth 100,0001. ; 5001. a year he leaves 
to his nephew the Viscount; 600L apiece to Lord Dover, 
Lord Frederic Cavendish, General Conway, and the two 
Darrels, gentlemen of Richmond, his neighbours: near 
3002. a year to his late wife's woman, a very meritorious 
servant. All the rest as residuary legatee to his own 
gentleman, who had no less merit — ^yet 45,0001, the lowest 
computation of the bequest^ is a prodigious recompense. 
My neighbour Lady Charieville, very rich too^ has left 
a more palatable wiU, and left various legacies and annui- 
ties, the latter all to centre in her heu>at-law ; but I scarce 
know the legatee^ even by name. Mrs. GreviUe is dead, 
too, in this district, who, I believe^ had little to leave ; I do 
not know whether even any poetry. 

P.S. I foTgot in my last to mention an observation that 
struck me on reading the excell^it parody on some lines 
of Pope which your Ladyship sent me. It was, that in 
the original cM</& oui qf tear is not English, nor would 
be intelligible without the conclusion of the line, states- 
fften (mt ofjpiaeef which tells one that he meant chUfs <mt qf 
emphymefit 
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2697. To Joseph Coofbb Walkbb^. 

Sib, strawberry Hill, Aug. 6, 1789. 

I have received from Hr. Ouseley the parcel and letter 
with which you have been so good as to favour me. I ai4 
not only extremely obliged to you, but much ashamed that 
my trifling writings should have taken up so much valuable 
time of a gentleman who generally employs it so much 
better for the information and entertainment of the public, 
and I am sure for mine, who have received both from your 
essay on the Irish dress, and now that on the Irish stage. 

Happy would it have been for me, Sir, to have received 
your communications and instructions a few years ago, 
when I should gladly have made use of them, which I can 
scarce flatter myself now I shall have an opportunity of doing. 
I have no thoughts of reprinting my Catalogue ofBoyaL cmd 
Nobk Authors ; and as I republished my Anecdotes of Fainting 
in five small volumes but three years ago, it would be too 
much vanity and presumption, at the age of seventy-two^ 
to expect that another edition could be wanted during my 
life. However, as the latter may be useful to artists, and 
consequently may some time or other be wanted, I will 
insert in my own copy the notices that will improve it, and 
especiaHy your corrections, which are always most welcome 
to me. On some passages in your letter I will trouble you 
further with a few words. The picture of Petitot by 
himself was perhaps the very fine one which Mr. Welbore 
Ellis procured from Ireland not many years ago for the late 
Duchess of Portland, and which her Grace bequeathed 
to her friend Mrs. Delany, who has since left it to her 
nephew, Mr. Dewes*. 

LnTBBSee?.— KotinO. ; nowftrti ^ An Ixidi antiqiiAzy; d. 1810. 
printed from original in yonom/Um * The miniatare mentioned aboye 
of Mn. Alfred Morriion. wm beooeathed liy Kn, Delany to 

N2 
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The inedited poem of Lord Essex Hr. Ooaeley has been 
so obliging as to offer me a sight of; a favour I shall gladly 
accept when I go to London. 

The anecdotes of Jervas I shall be happy to see, whenever 
you are at leisure. Sir, to oblige me with them. 

I am not acquainted with a painter called Jfiles Hussey ; 
it is, perhaps, a mere error of a letter for Giles Hussey, 
a great draftsman, who^ I believe^ died since my last edition, 
and whom I have briefly mentioned in the addenda to my 
fourth volume of that impression. 

The lady's ' opinion of Simnel and Warbeck being the 
same person I must beg leave. Sir, to question. The first 
was spared, and disgracefully employed in the kitchen of 
Henry VIL As the King got both into his power, had 
Simnel escaped or died, would not Henry have urged it 
on the appearance of the latter? If Simnel survived till 
then, they could not be the same. I mention these objec* 
tions. Sir, as they occur to me, but with the utmost respect 
to the noble lady who suggested the opinion, and who 
I find, like you, Sir, is too favourable to my tragedy, which 
I did not intend should become so public, when I impru- 
dently printed a small number of copies of it. The subject 
is inexcusably disgusting, and I can only prove that I am 
sensible of that and other faults by suppressing it as far 
as is now in my power. 

The Marchioness of Buckingham, I know, has also done 
signal honour to my little romantic story. I was last year 
on the point of going to visit her Ladyship's picture on that 
subject, of which I have heard great encomiums, but was 
unluckily prevented by the gout, to which I am very 
subject, and which, added to my age, confines me much at 

Lady Weymoutii, daughter of her inViohMsIUiiutratkmttifLUerature 

old friend the Dnohees of Portland. {yoL TiiL pp. 1-88), teetify to her 

' Probably the Coontees of Moirai intereet in hiftoxioal sabjeots. 
whole letters to BUhop Percy, printed 
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home, and warns me not to indulge any distant visions. 
Still less could I expect the very flattering civilities that, 
though a total stranger to both, I have received from you, 
Sir, and Mr. Ouseley. I am extremely grateful to both, 
though conscious of their being much too partial, and am 
with great respect and esteem, Sir, his and 

Your most obedient 

And obliged humble servant. 

Hob. Walpol& 



269& To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Strawbw, Thanday night, Aug. 6, 1789. 

By your letter of 1st and Srd, which I received this 
morning, you surprise me by complaining of my sUence, 
when I thought I had talked your eyes to death. If I did 
pause, it was to give you time to answer. Here is a list of 
talks since you left London : — June 27, 30, July 3, 4 (to 
Miss A.), 9, 16, 19, 31. If eight letters, and those no scraps, 
in less than forty days, are not the deeds of something more 
than a correspondent, I wish I may never be in love again. 
If you have not received all these, the devil take the 
post-house at York I By your answers I should not think 
above one had miscarried, which was about Mrs. Shakerley's 
house, to which I do not remember you replied. I did not 
think it would suit you. 

I am not going to complain again, but to lament. I now 
find I shall not see you before the end of September — 
a month later than I expected would be nothing to an old 
husband, but it is a century to a husband that is old. Mrs. 
Damer (who passed Saturday and Sunday here with her 
parents) and I settled it with them that Mr. Berry and 
you two should meet us at Park Place the beginning of 

I^KTW 16B6L— ^Noi in 01 



182 To Miss Mary Berry [i789 

September. Now you will make me hate that month more 
than eyer. Long eyenings without a fire are tiresome, and 
without two wives insupportable ! 

Uajor Dixon ^ was here too^ and on Sunday the John- 
atones and Mrs. Grenville dined and passed the whole day 
with us. On Monday the Conwa3rs went to Ealing: the 
Duke' is gone to Inverary, but returns the beginning of 
ugly September to carry the Duchess to Italy; and she, 
who, poor woman, loves a train, carries Lady Augusta and 
Mr. Clavering with them. She is very ill indeed. 

I have not a penfiil of news for you ; no^ though Mr. 
Cambridge was here this morning. The arrival of Necker, 
I suppose, has suspended the horrors of Paris for a moment, 
till the mob find that he does not propose to crown them 
all in the room of their late Sang; I shall go to London 
to-morrow for one night, yet I am not likely to see anybody 
that knows much authentic. 

General Fitzwilliam is dead, at Bichmond; extremely 
rich. He has not^ I believe, extremely disappointed his 
nephew the Viscounty who did not depend upon hopes that 
had been thrown out to him, nor is much surprised that 
the General's upper servant and his late wife's woman are 
the principal heirs, as the Abb6 Nichols and others long 
foresaw. Lord Fitzwilliam has only an estate of 5501. a 
year. The man-servant, whom he originally took a shoeless 
boy in Wales playing on the harp, will have above 40,000L : 
the woman 800L a year in long annuities. A will, how- 
ever, pleases one, you know, if it pleases one anyhow. To 
General Conway (an old fellownaervant in the late Duke of 
Cumberland's family, as were Lord Dover and Lord Frederic 
Cavendish, similar legatees) he has given 5002. This is so 
much to my mind that I shall not haggle about the rest of 
the will. 

1 Edward Jemingham, th« poet * Of AzgyU. 
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I am rejoiced that you do not go to York races. What- 
ever I do myself I ehould not like to have the P. of Wales 
have two or three wives. Belieye me, who have some cause 
for knowing, there is nothing so transitory as the happiness 
of redlireries*! 

It is not to fill up the page that I now advert to the 
weather, which at last is become fine, and tolerably warm ; 
but I enjoy it, as it will &vour your riding, and both, 
I trust, will give you full health and spirits by the ugly 
month's end. Tour old rapacious landlord, I flatter myself 
wiU be reasonable when it is in vain to be otherwise. 
I should not like the house by Bushy Park for you, though 
better than none. The personage that will gain most by 
your delay will be Tonton, whose long nose begins to 
recover its curled rotundity. It is the best-tempered quiet 
animal alive, which is candid in me to own, as he, as long 
as it is light, prefers my footboy, or a bone on the lawn, 
to my company. In the evenings as I allow him to lie 
on every couch and chair, he thinks me agreeable enough. 
I must cdebrate the sense of Fidele, Mrs. Damer^s tarrier. 
Without making the slightest gesture^ her mistress only 
said to her,— 'Now, Fidele, you may here jump on any 
chair you please.' She instantly jumped on the settee ; and 
so she did in every room for the whole two days she stayed. 
This is another demonstration to me that dogs understand 
even language^ as far as it relates to their own aflkirs. 

Now I have cleared my character, and that harmony is 
quite re-established, I will not attempt to eke out my letter, 
only to say that I am sorry there is but one pen in your 
fitmily. I hinted in my last that I would compound for 
a penciL Of all your visits, that cost me a month, I grudge 
the least that to your grandmother and aunt^ as I can judge 

* Pzobably tax aUmioii to Wal- oeiter, whoM later married life wai 
pole*! Bieoe, the DooImm of Gloor uUiappy. 
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how happy you make fhem. It is a good 83rmptom, too, 
for your husband. Duiy and gratitude to parents are 
seldom, I believe, ingredients in bad wives. Adieu I 

Tours most eordially and constantly, 

H.W. 

2699. To Miss Hannah Mobb. 

Strawbeny Hill, Atig. 9, 1789. 

Tou are not very corresponding (though better of late), 
and therefore I will not load the conscience of yotur fingers 
much, leat you should not answer me in three months. 
I am happy that you are content with my edition of your 
Ghost J and with the brown copy. Everybody is charmed with 
your poem : I have not heard one breath but of applause. 
In confirmation, I endoee a note to me firom the Duchess 
of Olouoester, who certainly never before wished to be an 
authoresa You may lay it up in the archives of Cowslip 
Oreen, and carry it along with your other testimonials to 
Parnassus. 

Mrs. Garter, to whom I sent a copy, is delighted with it. 
The Bishop, with whom I dined last week, is extremely for 
your printing an edition for yourself and desired I would 
press you to it. Mind, I do press you ; and could Bonner^s 
ghost be laid again — which is impossible^ for it will 
walk for ever, and by day too— we would have it laid 
in the Bed Sea by some West Indian merchant, who must 
be afraid of spirits, and cannot be in charity with you. 

Mrs. Boscawen dined at Fulham with me. It rained all 
day ; and, though the last of July, we had fires in evexy 
room, as if Bonner had been still in possession of the see. 

I have not dared to recollect you too often by overt acts, 
dear Madam ; 9B, by the slowness of your answer, you seem 
to be sorry my memory was so very alert. Besides^ it 
looks as if you had a mind to keep me at due distance, 
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by the great dyility and oold complimentality of your 
letter ; a style I flattered myself you had too much good 
will towards me to use. Pretensions to humility I know 
are generally traps for flattery ; but, could you know how 
yery low my opinion is of myself I am sure you would not 
hsTe used the terms to me you did, and which I will not 
repeat, as they are by no means applicable to me. If 
I oyer had tinsel parts, age has not only tarnished them, 
but conyinoed me how frippery they were. 

Sweet are your cowslips, sour my Strawberry Hill ; 
Hy fruits are fallen, your blossoms flourish still. 

Mrs. Boscawen told me last night that she had receiyed 
a long letter from you, which makes me flatter myself you 
haye had no return of your nenrous complaints. Mra Wal- 
singham I haye seen four or fiye times: Miss Boyle has 
decorated their house most charmingly ; she has not only 
designed, but carved in marble, three beautiful bas-reliefs, 
with boys, for a chimney-piece; besides painting elegant 
panels for the library, and forming, I do not know how, 
pilasters of black and gold beneath glass ; in short, we are 
so improyed in taste, that, if it would be decent, I could 
like to liye flffcy or sixty years more, just to see how matters 
go on. In the meantime, I wish my Macbethian wizardess 
would tell me ' that Cowslip Dale should come to Strawberry 
HiU' ; which, by the etiquette of oracles, you know, would 
certainly happen, because so improbable. I will be content 
if the nymph of the Dale will yiait the Old Man of the 
Mountain, and her most sincere friend, 

H. Walpolb. 
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2700. To Miss Mabt Bbbby. 

Strawberrj Hill, Aug. 18, 178SL 

I HAVB received at onoe most kind letters from you both ; 
too kindy for you both talk of gratitude. Mercy on me I 
Which is the obliged^ and which is the gainer? Two 
charming beingSi whom eyerybody likes and approves^ and 
who yet can be pleased with the company and conversation 
and old stories of a Methusalem ? or I, who at the end of 
my days have fallen into a more agreeable society than ever 
I knew at any period of my life ? I will say nothing of your 
persons, sense^ or accomplishments ; but where, united with 
all those^ could I find so much simplicity, void of preten* 
sions and affectation? This from any other man would 
sound like compliment and flattery ; but in me, who have 
appointed myself your guardian, it is a duty to tell you of 
your merits^ that you may preserve and persevere in them. 
If I ever descry any faults^ I will tell you as freely of 
them. Be just what you are, and you may dare my 
reproofs. 

I will restrain even reproaches, though in jest, if it puts 
my sweet Agnes to the trouble of writing when she does not 
care for iL It is the extreme equality of my affection for 
both that makes me jealous if I do not receive equal tokens 
of friendship from both ; and though nothing is more just 
than the observation of two sisters repeating the same 
ideas, yet never was that remark so ill applied. Though 
your minds are so congenial, I have long observed how 
originally each of you expresses her thoughts. I could 
repeat to you expressions of both, which I remember as 
distinctly as if I had only known either of you. For the 
future there shall be perfect liberty amongst us. Either of 
you shall write when she pleases; w&ile my letters are 

Larm 8700.— Kot in a 
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insepaiably meant to botb, though the direetion may con- 
tain but one name, lest the postman should not comprehend 
a double address. 

I can tell you nothing new from France^ that is authentic, 
only that the explosion at Besan^n, I am assured, was 
a &ble, grounded on an accident that happened to a man 
who, going to see a train laid for blowing up a hill, and 
having a pipe in his mouth, some sparks fell, and, setting 
fire, blew up him, his wife, and child. 

The death of the Abbess of Montmartre was false, too, 
though written by Mrs. Swinbum * to her husband I What, 
then, can one bdieve? Nothing. Nay, I can prove that 
there is a man living who believes his ears against his own 
eyes. Listen ! The minister of our parish told me t'other 
day that Lord Camelford is not the author <tf a pamphlet 
of which there has been much talk lately. I said, * Sir, 
I doubt you are mistaken.' He replied, ' Sir, I assure you 
Ur. Cambridge told me an hour ago that he had just seen 
the D. of Queensbeny, who had ajBQrmed to him that the 
pamphlet is not Ld. G's.' I lifted up my eyes to the third 
heaveni 'Mr. C. told youso?' 'Yes, Sir, Mr.C 'Bless 
my soul. Sir,' said I, 'why, but four days ago Mr. C, in this 
room, told me Mr. G. Hardinge had shown him the pam- 
phlet, and told him he had received it from Lord C, the 
author. Mr. C. had read it, and gave me a minute account 
of the six letters it contained.' 

Was ever so strange a story? Lo, what a thirst of news 
can do I it can efface one's memory in four days, and leave 
no more impression than if one's memory could not contain 
a tittle but what it has received last. 

I do not vouch for my next story, but, true or coined, the 
answer was good. 

1 Martha, danghterof Jolm Baker, m. (1767) Henry Swinlmme, the 
lolioiior to the Leeward IdandB; tiayeUer and oonnoiMeiir. 
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The King of Spain consulted his minister whether he 
should march 40,000 men into France at the requisition of 
Louis Seize. * I can send them if your Majesty commands 
me/ replied the minister, 'but if I do, your Majesty will 
soon want them at home/ 

The flame does seem spreading, and no doubt will rage in 
Austrian Fhinders, where a more real tyrant than poor Louis 
has justly provoked them. 

I haye not seen Mrs. A. very lately, but should, like you, 
much disapprove jesting on such dreadful calamities. I am 
shocked at a brutality that disgraces us. In London a 
caricature print has been published against M. de Luxem- 
bourg and some of the unhappy fugitives, and the Queen of 
France. 

I approve of your suspending a new offer to your late 
landlord till quite necessary ; nay, I have heard of a house 
at Teddington likely to be vacant by your time, and have 
ordered an indirect inquiry to be made. It is much nearer 
to Twickenham than t'other side of Bushy Park. Of the 
Pepys's I have seen very little yet. I called on them t'other 
day to ask them to dine here ; but one of their little boys 
has broken his arm, and the mother will not leave him, nor 
the husband her. 

I have been at Lady Cecilia's this evening since I wrote 
the first part of my letter. Mr. Wheler is there, and 
Mrs. Anderson, who has seen, as she told you, swarms of 
refugees at the French Embassador's, especially the Xteu- 
ienant de Pottcej Monsr. de Croene, who had the rope about 
his neck, but made his escape while a new tumult arose. 
They are savages, who have known so little of liberty that 
they take murder for ii. Good night I 
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2701. To THB COUNTXSS OF TJPPBB OsSOBY. 

Strmwberry Hill, Aug. 14, 1789. 

Though I know your Ladyship and Lord Oasory were 
prepared and expected the misfortune whieh the papers tell 
me has happened, I cannot help expressing the part I take 
in your loss of so very amiable and deserving a person as 
Lady Lansdowne'. I am eyen more sensible to it, as 
I dread a similar misfortune in one, I may venture to say, 
of as excellent qualities and disposition, my niece. Lady 
Dyaart, whose case flattered us a little in the spring ; but 
she has lately grown so much worse again, that I fear 
her duration will be short 

I say no more, for time only, not words, can soften such 
afflictions, nor can any consolations be suggested, that do 
not more immediately occur to the persons afflicted. To 1 ^ 
moralize can comfort those only who do not want to be ^ 
comforted. 

2702. To JOHK PiKKSBTOK. 

Stnwbeny Hill, Aug. 14, 1789. 

I MUST certainly have expressed myself very awkwardly, 
dear Sir, if you conceive I meant the slightest censure on 
your book, much less on your manner of treating it ; which 
is as able, and clear, and demonstrative as possible. No ; 
it was myself, my. age, my want of apprehension and 
memory, and my total ignorance of the subject, which 
I intended to blame. I never did taste or study the very 
ancient histories of nations. I never had a good memory 
for names of persons, regions, places, which no specific 
circumstances concurred to make me remember : — and now, 
at seventy-two, when, as is common, I forget numbers of 

LsmB S701.— 1 NOe Iiadj LoniM Fitspfttziok, Mid sistor of Lord OMoiy. 
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names most familiar to me, is it possible I should read with 
pleasure any work that consists of a vocabulary so totally 
new to me ? Many years ago, when my faculties were much 
less impaired, I was forced to quit Bow's History oflndosiany 
because the Indian names made so little impression on me, 
that I went backward instead of forward, and was every 
minute reverting to the former page to find about whom 
I was reading. Tour book was a still more laborious work 
to me ; for it contains such a series of argumentation that 
it demanded a double effort from a weak old heiad ; and, 
when I had made myself master of a deduction, I forgot it 
the next day, and had my pains to renew. 

These defects have for some time been so obvious to me, 
that I never read now but the most trifling books ; having 
often said that, at the very end of life, it is useless to be 
improving one's stock of knowledge, great or small, for the 
next world. 

Thus, Sir, all I have said in my last letter or in this, \a 
an encomium on your work, not a censure or criticism. It 
would be hard on you, indeed, if my incapacity detracted 
from your merit. 

Tour arguments in defence of works of science and deep 
disquisition are most just ; and I am sure I have neither 
power nor disposition to answer them. Tou have treated 
your matter as it ought to be treated. Profound men or 
conversant in the subject, like Mr. Dempster \ will be pleased 
with it, for the very reasons that made it di£Bcult to me. 
If Sir Isaac Newton had written a fairy tale, I should have 
swallowed it eagerly ; but do you imagine. Sir, that, idle as 
I am, I am idiot enough to think that I& Isaac had better 
have amused me for half an hour, than enlightened man* 
kind and all ages? I was so fair as to confess to you that 

Lbttsb 2709. — 1 George Dempeter (1782-1818), agriooltaralist ; sometime 
Dizeotor of the Baft India Company. 
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your work was aboye me^ and did not divert me : you waa 
too candid to take that ill, and must have been content with 
silently thinking me very silly; and I am too candid to con- 
demn any man for thinking of me as I deserve. I am only 
sorry when I do deserve a disadvantageous character. 

Nay, Sir, you condescend, after all, to ask my opinion of 
the best way of treating antiquities ; and, by the context, 
I suppose you mean, how to make them entertaining. 
I cannot answer you in one word ; because there are two 
ways, as there are two sorts of readers. I should therefore 
say, to please antiquaries of judgement, as you have treated 
them, with arguments and proofs ; but, if you would adapt 
antiquities to the taste of those only who read only to be 
diverted, not to be instructed, the nostrum is very easy and 
short Tou must dwert them in the true sense of the word 
dwerto — you must turn them out of the way — you must 
treat them with digressions, nothing or very little to the 
purpose. But easy as I call this recipe, you, I believe, 
would find it more difficult to execute, than the indefatig- 
able industry you have employed to penetrate chaos and 
extract the truth. There have been professors who have 
engaged to adapt all kinds of knowledge to the meanest 
capacitiea I doubt their success, at least on me — however, 
you need not despair; all readers are not as dull and super- 
annuated as, dear Sir, yours, &e. 

2708. To JOHK PiNKBBTOK. 

Stxawbeny Hill, Ang. 19, 1789. 
I WILL not use many words, but enough, I hope, to con- 
vince you that I meant no irony in my last All I said of 
you and myself was very sincere. It is my true opinion 
that your understanding is one of the strongest, most manly, 
and clearest I ever knew ; and, as I hold my own tp be of 
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a yery inferior kind, and know it to be incapable of sound, 
deep application, I should have been veiy foolish, if I had 
attempted to sneer at you or your pursuits. Mine have 
always been light and trifling, and tended to nothing but 
my casual amusement ; I will not say, without a little vain 
ambition of showing some parts ; but never with industry 
suflSdent to make me apply them to anything solid. My 
studies, if they could be called so, and my productions, were 
alike desultory. In my latter age, I discovered the futility 
both of my objects and writings: I felt how insignificant 
is the reputation of an author of mediocrity; and that, 
being no genius, I only added one name more to a list of 
writers that had told the world nothing but what it could 
as well be without 

These reflections were the best proofs of my sense ; and, 
when I could see through my own vanity, there is less 
wonder at my discovering that such talents as I might have 
had are impaired at seventy-two. Being just to myself 
I am not such a coxcomb as to be unjust to you. No, nor 
did I cover any irony towards you in the opinion I gave 
you of the way of making deep writings palatable to the 
mass of readers. Examine my words ; and I am sure you 
will find that, if there was anything ironic in my meaning, 
it was levelled at your readers, not at you. It is my opinion, 
that whoever wishes to be read by many, if his subject is 
weighty and solid, must treat the majority with more than 
is to his purpose. Do not you believe that tweniy name 
Lucretius because of the poetic commencement of his books, 
for five that wade through his philosophy ? 

I promised to say but little; and, if I have explained 
myself clearly, I have said enough. It is not, I hope, my 
character to be a flatterer : I do most sincerely think you 
capable of great things ; and I should be a pitiful knave if 
I told you so unless it was my opinion ; and what end could 
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it aerre to xnef Your eourse is but beginning; mine is 
almost terminated* I do not want you to throw a few 
daisies on my grave ; and if you make the figure I augur 
you will, I shall not be a witness to it Adieu, dear Sir I 



2704 To Miss Maby Bebby. 

strawberry Hill, Thorsdaj night, Aug. 20, 1789. 

Ir the worst comes to the worst, I think I ean secure you 
a house at Teddington, a very comfortable one, very reason* 
ably, and a more agreeable one than the Gecilian destination 
at Bushy Gkite ; atleast,ffiofvapfieea5fetom^2x>n2(7a5t200emier, 
for it is nearer to me by hal£ That Strawberry proverb 
I must explain to you for your future use. There was an 
old Lady Castlecomer, who had an only son, and he had 
a tutor called Boberts, who happened to break his leg. A 
visitant lamented the acddent to her Ladjrship. The old 
rock replied, 'Tes, indeed, it is very inconvenient to my 
Lord Castlecomer r This saying was adopted forty years 
ago into the phraseology of Strawberry, and is very expres- 
sive of the selfish apathy towards others, which refers every- 
thing to its own centre, and never feels any shock that does 
not vibrate to its own interest 

The house in question is at the entrance of Teddington. 
Tou may shake hands with Mr. Pepys out of the window. 
A Mrs. Armstrong took it for one year at fourscore pounds, 
but is tired of making hay, and minded to leave it at 
Ifiehaelmas; but says that her landlord has behaved so 
well towards her, that though she will pay the whole^ she 
will give it up to him at quitting it. I sent to him to 
inquire what he would ask for October and November. He 
replied I should name my own price, and I am to have the 
refusaL I think he cannot expect above 202. at most All 

Larm 970A.^Kot la 0. 

WALFOIA XIY O 
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I now dread is Mad. Armatrong^s loitering into October. 
Tell me your pleasure on this* Lady Anne Oonolly, who 
visits Mrs. Armstrong, says the house is perfectly neat and 
convenient. Let the Duke of Northumberland's steward rust 
with his avarice ! 

I know nothing, nothing at all. Indeed, I am too much 
engrossed by a sad misfortune, too likely to fall on my family 
and me 1 Dear Lady Dysart is in the utmost danger. Her 
case is pronounced to be water on her breast, and every day 
may be her last ! She suffers considerably, but with her 
unalterable patience! But I will not afflict your tender 
hearts with dwelling on so melancholy a subject. 

Lady Juliana Penn is stiU lying on a couch. What she 
thought a bruise on her leg has by neglect proved a wound. 
Her sister, Lady Harriet, was here the other morning with 
her daughters^ and I showed them the whole house myself, 
as they are excellent people, and the daughters have taste. 
The youngest especially struck me by her knowledge of 
good pictures, which she immediately showed she und«^ 
stood. This of my house being shown is a dangerous 
subject for me to tap, such a grievance is it become ; I have 
actually tickets given out till the middle of the week after 
next. I write two or three every day, or as many excuses. 
Pmy come, and make my evenings at least pleasant 

Summer is arrived at last, though as much after the due 
time as if it was one of the ton. It is more bounteous, 
however, and will bless the poor by lowering bread. The 
whole face of the country is spread with luxurious harvests 
and gilt by shining suns. 

The Johnstones are gone to Park Place, where Lady 
Dysart's situation prevented my meeting them. Mr. and 
Uifk Anderson are cooing tHedUte B,t Hampton, as if they 
were Venue's own turties left at home in her stable. They 
told me that on Tuesday night the Duchess of Ai^le walked 
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into old Brutus's aaaembly at Hampton Court, but did look 
too like an apparition I 

I have exhausted all my nothings, and if I have no letter 
from you, shall send this away, meagre as it is, because I 
want to know your will about the Teddingtonian yilla. 

Friday afternoon. 

Monsieur de Teddington has been with me, and is all 
aeoommodating^if Mrs. Armstrong will not stay till after 
the first week in October. I asked his price; he said, 
'Should you think ten guineas a month too much?' if I did, 
he would lower. Therefore, no doubt you may have it for 
eighteen for the two months, and you may tell me to offer 
sixteen. Pray let me have an answer soon, for I will convey 
to Mrs. A. that she will hurt her landlord if she lingers 
beyond St Michaelmas. 

I think, if my account should suit you, the best way will 
be^ as soon as you arrive in town, for Mr. Berry and you 
two to come and lodge with me for a day or two, and then 
you can go and view your future nest at your leisure, and 
thai you may insert, with a little cavil at the price, in your 
answer to me, which will make your assent conditional. 

Saturday. 

I have no letter, so this departs; but pray answer it 
directly. 

2705. To THB CouKTBSS OF Uppeb Ossobt. 

strawberry HiU, Aug. 28, 1789. 

I HAVB not been able to obey your Ladyship in trying to 
amuse Lord Ossory. I have seen, heard, or know nothing 
entertaining. From my own windows I see the tall avenues 
and chimneys of Ham House, where my poor niece lies 

oa 
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languishing and dying. She still is carried to air, and said 
to me two days ago, 'I am not afraid now of crossing 
Kingston Bridge (which is very ruinous^ I am too far gone 
myself ! ' This is not a theme to enliven anybody, and I 
will drop it. 

Joyous I know nothing, but the prosperity of the harrest, 
which is favourable, indeed, and will ease the poor. Com- 
parison, too, must make us happy, when such desolation has 
spread over the Continent. If we have the sense to preserve 
our tranquillity, what a moment for us I In the midst of 
the horrors one reads from France I could but smile at one 
paragraph. An Abb^ de Siey^s^ excuses himself to the 
^tats from accepting the post of Speaker, as he is busy in 
farming a BUll of Bights and a new 0(mstUution. One would 
think he was writing a prologue to a new play ! We have 
one monster who is groaning to create as much anarchy, 
that he too, I suppose, may form a new constitution! 
There has been in the papers a pathetic lamentation that 
Lord George Oordon is still in durance ! So are the tigers 
and hy»na in the Tower, and I hope his Lordship will not 
find bail before they do I 

Richmond is in the first request this summer. Mrs. 
Bouverie is settled there with a large court. The Sheridans 
are there too, and the Bunburys. I have been once with 
the first ; with the others I am not acquainted. I go once 
or twice a week to Qeorge Selwyn late in the evening, when 
he comes in from walking: — about as often to Mrs. Ellis 
here, and to Lady Cecilia at Hampton ; but all together can- 
not contribute to an entertaining-letter, and it is odd to say 
that though my house is all the morning full of company, 
nobody Uves so much alone. I have already this season had 
between seventy and fourscore companies to see my house ; 

Lvrrm 2706. — ^ The Abb6 Sm- at this time depaty for Paxifl in the 
hiAiiael Joseph Sieyte (1748-1886), haU (Hn^romx, 
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imd half my time passes in writing tickets or excuses. I 
wish I could think as an old sexton did at King's College. 
One of the fellows told him he must get a great deal of 
money by showing it: 'Oh no, master,' replied he, 'every- 
body has seen it now.' Ify companies, it seems, are more 
prolific, and eyery set begets one or two more. 

These are miserable scraps to send you, Madam; but I 
have no better, and cannot spin out of myself. I had 
rather be insipid, too, than fancy I can amuse when I have 
really nothing to say. Lord Ossory knows my zeal, and 
how glad I should be to divert him if I could. 

2706. To BiCHABD GonaH. 

strawberry Hill, Aug. 24, 1789. 

I sHJiLL heartily lament with you. Sir, the demolition of 
those beautiful chapels at Salisbury ^ I was scandalized 
long ago at the ruinous state in which they were indecently 
suffered to remain. It appears as strange, that, when a 
spirit of restoration and decoration has taken place, it should 
be mixed with barbarous innovation. As much as taste has 
improved, I do not believe that modem execution will equal 
our models. I am sorry that I can only regret, not prevent 
I do not know the Bishop of Salisbury* even by sight, and 
certainly have no credit to obstruct any of his plans. Should 
I get sight of Mr. Wyatt, which it is not easy to do, I will 
remonstrate against the intended alteration ; but, probably, 
without success, as I do not suppose he has authority enough 
to interpose effectually : still, I will try. 

It is an old complaint with me. Sir, that when families 
are extinct, chapters take the freedom of removing ancient 

IdCTTBB 2706. —I Tlie BeftOflliamp altentioiu and rettoxatloiia canied 

and Hnngarfotrd ohapela ware de- ontbyWyatt 

moliahad (in aooordanoe with the > The Hon. Shnte Barrington. 
orden of the ohaptar) during the 
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monuments, and even of selling over again the sites of such 
tombs. A scandalous, nay, dishonest abuse, and Tery un- 
becoming clergymen I Is it creditable for divines to traffic 
for consecrated ground, and which the church had already 
sold? I do not wonder that magnificent monuments are 
out of fashion when they are treated so disrespectfully. 
You, Sir, alone, have placed seTeral out of the reach of 
such a kind of simoniacal abuse ; for to buy into the church, 
or to sell the church's land twice over, breathes a similar 
kind of spirit. Perhaps, as the subscription indicates taste, 
if some of the subscribers could be persuaded to object to 
the remoTal of the two beautiful chapels, as contrary to their 
view of beautifying, it might have good effect ; or, if some 
letter were published in the papers against the destruction, 
as barbarous and the result of bad taste, it might divert the 
design. I zealously wish it were stopped, but I know none 
of the chapter or subscribers. 

2707. To Miss Maby Bsbby. 

SiFAwberry Hill, Thiusdajr evening, Aug. 87, 1789. 

I JTTifPED for joy — that is, my heart did, which is all the 
remain of me that is m staiu jumponie — at the receipt of 
your letter this morning, which tells me you approve of the 
house at Teddington. How kind you was to answer so 
incontinently I I believe you borrowed the best steed from 
the races. I have sent to the landlord to come to me 
to-morrow: but I could not resist beginning my letter 
to*night, as I am at home alone, with a little pain in my 
left wrist ; but the right one has no brotherly feeling for it, 
and would not be put off so. 

Tou ask how you have deserved such attentions? Why, 
by deserving them ; by every kind of merit, and by that 
superlative one to me, your submitting to throw away so 
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much time on a forlorn antique^you two^ who, without 
specifying particulars (and you must, at least, be conscious 
that you are not two frights)^ might expect any fortune and 
distinotionsy and do delight all companies. On which side 
liea the wonder? Ask me no more such questions, or I will 
cram you with reasons. 

My poor desr niece grows worse and worse : the medical 
people do not pretend to giye us any hopes ; they only say 
she may last some weeks, which I do not expect, nor do 
absent mjrself. I had promised Mr. Barrett to make a visit 
to my Gk>thie child, his house^ on Sunday; but I have 
written to-day to excuse mjrself : so I haye to the Duchess 
of Bichmond, who wanted me to meet her mother, sister, 
and General (Tonway at Gk)odwood next week. 

I wish Lady Fitzwilliam may not hear the same bad news 
as I expect in the midst of her royal yisitors: her sister, 
the Duchess of St Albans, is dying, in the same way as 
Lady Dysart ; and for some days has not been in her senses. 
How charming you are to leaye those festivities for your 
good parents ; who I do not wonder are impatient for you. 
I, who am old enough to be your great-grandmother, know 
one needs not be your near relation to long for your return. 
Of all your tour, next to your duteous visits, I most approve 
the jaunt to the sea : I believe in its salutary air more than 
in the whole college and all its works. 

Mrs. Armstrong's secession is doubly fortunate. Tour 
last yearns mansion is actually taken by Lord Oathcart', 
and what is incredible, his wife is to lie in there— it must 
be in the round summer-house; and though its person 
may have tempted her as an ^ui at present^ I should think, 
as it is three parts of glas% it could not have allured any 

Lnm 2707.^1 William SoliAw danghterof AndveiwBUioi,of Oreen- 

Cathoart (176&-18A8X tanth Baron wel&, Bozbaxglit aomeiima Liaa- 

(and afterwards flrat Vuoonnt and tenant-Qoyenior of New York 
Earl) Oathoart ; m. (1779) Elinbeth, 
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pregnant woman, unless she expected to be delivered of 
a melon. 

Ton must not expect any news from me, French or 
homebred. I am not in the way of hearing any: your 
morning gazetteer rarely calls on me, as I am not likely 
to pay him in kind. About royal progresses, paternal or 
filial, I never inquire ; nor do you, I believe, care more than 
I do. The small wares in which the societies at Richmond 
and Hampton Court deal are still less to our taste. Hy 
poor niece and her sisters take up most of my time and 
thoughts : but I will not attrist you to indulge myself but 
will break ott here, and finish my letter when I have seen 
your new landlord. Good night 1 

Friday. 

Well, I have seen him, and nobody was ever so 
accommodating I He is as courteous as a candidate for 
a county. You may stay in his house till Christmas if you 
please, and shall pay but twenty pounds; and if more 
furniture is wanting, it shall be supplied. 

Mrs. Armstrong talks of not quitting but the first week 
in October ; but as she is prodigiously timorous about her 
health, he thinks the first round shower will send her to 
London. In any case you know you may come and stay 
in your cozgugal castle till the house of your separate 
maintenance is vacant for you. I was curious to learn 
whence Mr. Wickes contracted all this honmitdL I do not 
believe I have discovered, for all I can trace of his history 
is that he married a dowager mistress of (General Harvey, 
whom the (General called Monimia, though not the meekest 
of her calling, and with whom (Wickes) she did not at all 
agree. I am sure she was the aggressor, as he has captivated 
Mrs. Armstrong and me by his flowing benignity. Besides, 
I have no notion how one can use one's wife ill, even if one 
has two. 
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Berkeley Square, Aug. 29. 

Tou will laugh at me, for I am just oome to town, though 
it is the first real summer day we haye had ; but I had 
a little business, and return to-morrow. As this very fine 
weather is arrived so late, I suppose it is some fugitive heat 
that ^as escaped from the troubles on the Continent, which 
are spreading along the Bhine. I hope it has left its sting 
behind it, and will not infect us who have every reason to 
be happy. — ^Adieu. 

2708. To Miss Maby and Miss Aqkes Bebbt. 

strawberry HUl, Sept. 4, 1789. 

I AX charmed that Mr. Berry ratifies my negotiation for 
the house at Teddington; and I do not doubt now but 
Mrs. Armstrong will quit it even before Michaelmas: for, 
though Saturday last was so glorious, it was the setting, not 
rising, sun of summer. It rained a torrent all Sunday 
evening; so it has done almost every day since, and did 
last night, and does at this instant. I grieve for the 
incomplete harvest; but as it is an ill rain that brings 
nobody good, I must rejoice if it washes away Dame Arm- 
strong. Mr. Wickes I am sure will give me the earliest 
notice of her departure — for as Spenser sa]rs, 

A semely man our hostd is withal 
To ben a marshal in a lordis hall^ 

You ask whether I will call you wise or stupid for leaving 
York races in the middle — neither ; had you chosen to stay, 
you would have done rightly. The more young poisons see, 
where there is nothing blameable, the better ; as increasing 
the stock of ideas early will be a resource forage. To resign 

9706b— 1 The line* are by Ghanoer, not Spenier :* 
^ A lemely man our hosto was with-alle 
For to ban been a marghel in an haUe.' 
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pleasure to please tender relations is amiable, and superior 
to wisdom ; for wisdom, however laudable, is but a selfish 
virtue. But I do decide peremptorily that it was very 
prudent to deoline the invitation to Wentworth House, 
which was obligingly given ; but, as I am very proud for 
you, I should have disliked your being included in a mobhish 
kind of cohue. You two are not to go where any other two 
misses would have been equally pri4es^ and where people 
would have been thinking of the Princes more than of the 
Berrys. Besides, princes are so rife now, that, besides my 
sweet nephew' in the Park, we have another at Bichmond : 
the Duke of Clarence has taken Mr. Henry Hobart's house, 
point-blank over against Mr. Cambridge's, which will make 
the good woman of that mansion cross herself piteously, and 
stretch the throats of the blatant beast at Sudbrook', and of 
all the other pious matrons d 2a ronde ; for his Boyal High- 
ness, to divert lonesomeness, has brought with him a HIbs 
Polly Finch, who, being still more averse to solitude, 
declares that any tempter would make even Paradise more 
agreeable than a constant tHe-drtHe* 

I agree with you in not thinking Beatrice one of Miss 
Farren's capital parta Mrs. Pritchard played it with more 
spirit^ and was superior to Oarrick's Benedict; so is 
Kemble ^, too, as he is to Quin in MaskwelL Kemble and 
Lysons ' the deigyman passed all Wednesday here with me. 
The former is melting the three parts of Hemry the Sixth 
into one piece : I doubt it will be difficult to make a tolerable 
play out of them. 



s The Duke of GlouoMter. 

' Lady Greenwioh. 

« John Philip Kemblo (1767-1898). 
He flnt appeared in London in 1788, 
and undertook the management of 
Ihrnry Lane Theatre in 1788. 

> The Bey. Daniel I^eona (1769- 
ISSi), topographer, LgrwuaB and 



Walpdle became vwy friendly, and 
Lysons dedicated to tiie latter (then 
Earl of Ocford) his Sntfinma €f 
London. Fonr letters of Walpole to 
Lysons are printed for the flnt time 
in the present edition ot the Letten 
trota originals in possession of Mrs. 
Alfred Morrison. 
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I have talked scandal from Bichmond, like its gossips; 
and now, by your queries after Lady L.^ you are drawing 
me into more, which I do not loye : but she is dead and 
forgotten, but on the shelyes of an old library, or on those 
of my old memory ; which you wiU be routing into. The 
lady you wot o^ then, was the first wife of Lord Catherlogh, 
before he was an earl ; and who was son of Knight, the 
South Sea cashier, and whose second wife lives here at 
Twickenham* Lady Loughborough, a high-coloured, lusty 
black woman, was parted from her husband upon a gallantry 
she had with Dalton, the reviver of CamuSj and a divine. She 
retired into the country ; corresponded, as you see by her 
Letters, with the small poets of that time ; but, having no 
Theseus amongst them, consoled herself, as it is said, like 
Ariadne, with Bacchua This might be a &ble, like that of 
her Cretan Highness — no matter ; the fry of little anecdotes 
are so numerous now, that throwing one more into the shoal 
is of no consequence, if it entertains you for a moment ; nor 
need you believe what I don't warrant 

Grameroy for your intention of seeing Wentworth Castle : 
it is my favourite of all great seats — such a variety of 
ground, of wood, and water ; and almost all executed and 
disposed with so much taste by the present EarL Mr. Gilpin 
sillily could see nothing but faults there. The new front 
is, in my opinion, one of the lightest and most beautiful 
buildings on earth: and pray like the little Gothic edifice, 
and its position in the menagerie I Tour husband recom- 
mended it, and had it drawn by Mr. Bentley, from 
Chichester Cross. Don't bring me a pair of scissors from 
Sheffield : I am determined nothing shall cut our loveSi 
though I should live out the rest of Hethusalem's term, as 
you kindly wish, and as I can believe, though you are my 

* Lady Lnzboroiigh, enxmeoiiBly me&tioiied a liUle ftirtber on as * Lady 
IioogbboKoiigh.' 
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vHivee ; for I am persuaded my Agnes wishes so too. Don't 
you? 

At night. 

I am just come from Cambridge's, where I hare not been 
in an eyening, time out of mind. Major Dixon, cAias ' the 
charming man,' is there; but I heard nothing of the 
Emperoi^s rickets^; a great deal, and many horrid stories, 
of the violences in France; for his brother, the Ohevalier 
Jemingham, is just arrived from Paris. Tou have heard of 
the destruction of thirty-two ch&teaus in Burgundy, at the 
instigation of a demon, who has since been broken on the 
rack. There is now assembled near Paris a body of sixteen 
thousand deserters, daily increasing; who, they fear, will 
encamp and dictate to the capital, in spite of their militia 
of twenty thousand bourgeois. It will soon, I suppose, 
ripen to several armies, and a civil war; a fine acheminement 
to liberty! 

My poor niece* is still alive, though weaker every day, 
and pronounced irrecoverable: yet it is possible she may 
live some weeks ; which, however, is neither to be expected 
nor wished, for she eats little and sleeps less. Still she is 
calm, and behaves with the patience of a martyr. 

You may perceive, by the former part of my letter, that 
I have been dipping into Spenser again, though he is no 
passion of mine: there I lighted upon two lines that, at 
first sight, reminded me of Mademoiselle dl^on, 

Now, when Marfisa had put off her beaver. 
To be a woman every one perceive her; 

but I do not think that is so perceptible in the ChevaKire, 
She looked more feminine^ as I remember her, in regi- 
mentals, than she does now. She is at best a hen-dragoon, 

' llin Berry eacploins that * this society some time before at Gtonezal 

aUudes to something said in a oha- Gk>nwiiy's.' 

nuster which Mr. Jemingham had * The Cknmtesi of Dysart 
assumed, for the amusement of a 
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or an herculean hostess. I wonder she does not make 
a campaign in her own country, and offer her sword to the 
almost dethroned monarch, as a second Joan of Arc. Adieu I 
for three weeks I shall say Sonde Michael^ ora pro ncHns! 
You seem to have relinquished your plan of sea-coasting. 
I shall be sorry for that ; it would do you good. 

2709. To THE Hon. Hbnby Sbymoub Conwat. 

strawberry Hill, Sept 6, 1789. 

Tor speak so unperemptorily of your motions, that I 
must direct to you at random: the most probable place 
where to hit you, I think, will be Ooodwood; and I do 
address this thither, because I am impatient to thank you 
for your tale, which is very pretty and easy and genteeL 
It has made me make a reflection, and that reflection made 
six lines ; which I send you, not as good, but as expressing 
my thoughts on your writing so well in yarious ways which 
you never practised when you was much younger. Here 
they are : 

The Muse, most wont to fire a youthful heart, 
To gild your setting sun reserved her art ; 
To crown a life in virtuous labours pass'd, 
Bestow'd her numbers, and her wit at last; 
And, when your strength and eloquence retire^ 
Tour voice in notes harmonious shall expire. 

The swan was too common a thought to be directly specifledi 
and, perhaps, even to be alluded to : no matter, such a trifle 
is below criticism. 

I am still here, in no uncertiunty, God knows, about poor 
Lady Dysart^ of whom there are not the smallest hopes. 
She grows weaker every day, and does actually still go out 
for the air, and may languish many days, though most 
probably will go off in a moment, as the water rises. She 
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retains her senses perfectly, and as perfectly her unalterable 
cahnness and patience, though fully sensible of her situation. 
At your return from Goodwood, I shall like to come to you, 
if you are unengaged and ready to receive ma For the 
beauties of Park Place, I am too well acquainted with them, 
not, like all old persons about their cotemporariee^ to think 
it preserves them long after they are faded ; and I am so 
ttmoalhingf that prospects are more agreeable to me when 
framed and glazed, and I look at them through a window; 
It is yourselves I want to visit, not your verdure. Indeed, 
except a parenthesis of scarce all August, there has been no 
temptation to walk abroad ; and the tempter himself would 
not have i>ersuaded me, if I could, to have climbed that 
long-lost mountain whence he could show one even the 
Antipodes. It rained incessantly all June and all July ; and 
now again we have torrents every day. 

Jemingham's brother, the Chevalier, is arrived from 
Paris, and does not diminish the horrors one hears every 
day. They are now in the capital, dreading the sixteen 
thousand deserters who hover about them. I conclude that 
when in the character of banditti the whole dbbanded army 
have plundered and destroyed what they can, they will 
congregate into separate armies under different leaders, who 
will hang out different principles, and the kingdom will be 
a theatre of civil wars ; and, instead of liberty, the nation 
will get petty t3rrants, perhaps petty kingdoms : and when 
millions have suffered, or been sacrificed, the government 
will be no better than it was, all owing to the intemperance 
of the J^iatSf who might have obtained a good constitution, 
or at least one much meliorated, if they had set out with 
discretion and moderation. They have left too a sad lesson 
to despotic princes, who will quote this precedent of frantic 
£tats against assembling any more, and against all the 
examples of senates and Parliaments that have preserved 
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rational freedom. Let me know when it will be convenient 
to you to receive me. Adieu I 



2710. To Miss Hannah Mobb. 

strawberry Hill, Sept. 1789. 

I KKow whence you wrote last, but not where you are 
now ; you gave me no hint. I believe you fly lest I should 
pursue, and as if you were angry that I have forced you to 
sprout into h&urels. Tet you say you are vain of it^ and 
that you are no philosopher. Now, if you are vain, I am 
sure you are a philosopher ; for it is a maxim of mine, and 
one of my own making, that there never was a philosopher 
that did not love sweeimeais. You tell me too that jon like 
I should scold you ; but since you have appeared as Bonner's 
ghost, I think I shall feel too much awe ; for though (which 
I never expected would be in my power) I have made you 
stand m a uthite sheet, I doubt my respect is increased 
I never did rate you for being too bad, but too good : and if, 
when you make up your week's account, you find but a 
fraction of vanity in the sum total, you will &11 to repenting, 

and come forth on Monday as humble as • Then, if 

I huff my heart out, you will only simper, and still wrap 
yourself up in your obstinate goodness. Well 1 take your 
own way ; I give you up to all your abominable virtues, and 
will go answer the rest of your letter. 

Tou ask me if I have enrolled in my Catalogue the new 
ducal apostle ^ from Newmarket — no, truly ; I deal not in 
living authors, nor have I seen his catechism — what a 
compound, a Prime Minister, a jockey, a missionary I Sq 
he is hedging off upon religion 1 His royal ancestor' left 

Lsmn STia— Xhoompleie in 0. ; ^ The Duke of GhnAon, who had 
oolUtod with original in poMMrion become a Unitazian. 
ofMiaiDzage. sGharlesII. 
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two papers about hia faith in his strong box — if one could 
catechize either, do you think their responses would be 
very apposite ? 

I congratulate you on the demolition of the Bastile ; 
I mean as you do, of its functions. For the poor soul 
itself, I had no ill will to it: on the contrary, it was a 
curious sample of ancient casteUar dungeons, which the 
good folks the founders took for palaces : yet I always 
hated to drive by it, knowing the miseries it contained. 
Of itself it did not gobble up piisoners to glut its maw, but 
received them by command. The destruction of it was 
silly, and agreeable to the ideas of a mob^ who do not know 
stones and bars and bolts from a Uttre de cachet If the 
country remains free, the Bastile would be as tame as a 
ducking-stool, now that there is no such thing as a scold. 
If despotism recovers, the Bastile will rise from its ashes — 
recover, I fear, it will. The JSltata cannot remain a mob of 
kings, and will prefer a single one to a larger mob of kings 
and greater tyrants. The nobility, the deigy, and people 
of property will wait^ till by address and money they can 
divide the people ; or, whoever gets the larger or more 
victorious army into his hands, will be a Cromwell or 
a Honk. In short, a revolution procured by a national 
vertigo does not promise a crop of legislators. It is time 
that composes a good constitution : it formed ours. We 
were near losing it by the lax and unconditional Bestoration 
of Charles the Second. The Bevolution was temperate, and 
has Listed ; and, though it might have been improved, we 
know that with all its moderation it disgusted half the 
nation, who would have brought back the old sores. 

I abominate the Inquisition as much as you do ; yet if 
the King of Spain receives no check like his cousin Louis, 
I fear he will not be disposed to relax any terrors. Every 
crowned head in Europe must ache at present ; and the 
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frantic and barbarous proceedings in France will not 
meliorate the stock of liberty, though for some time their 
Higesties will be mighty tender of the rights of their 
subjects. 

According to this hypothesis I can administer some 
comfort to you about your poor negroes. I do not imagine 
that they will be emancipated at once ; but their fate will 
be much alleviatedy as the attempt will have alanned their 
butchers enough to make them gentler, like the European 
monarchs, for fear of provoking the disinterested, who have 
no stiffar phmtaHonSf to abolish the horrid traflBc. 

I do not understand the manoeuvre of sugar, and, per- 
haps, am going to talk nonsense, as my idea may be im- 
practicable ; but I wish human wit^ which is really very 
considerable in mechanics and merchantry, could devise 
some method of cultivating canes and making sugar without 
the manual labour of the human species. How many mills 
and inventions have there not been discovered to supply 
succedaneums to the work of the hands, and which before 
the discoveries would have been treated as visions I It is 
true, manual labour has sometimes taken it very ill to 
be excused, and has destroyed such mills; but the poor 
negroes would not rise and insist upon being worked to 
death. Pray talk to some ardent genius, but do not name 
me ; not merely because I may have talked like an idiot, 
but because my ignorance might, ipso JadOf stamp the idea 
with ridicule. People, I know, do not love to be put out of 
their old ways : no farmer listens at first to new inventions 
in agriculture ; and I don't doubt but bread was originaUy 
deemed a new*fangled vagary by those who had seen their 
fathers live very comfortably upon acorns. Nor is there 
any harm in starting new game to invention: many ex- 
cellent discoveries have been made by men who were d la 
ekaase of something veiy different I am not quite sure 

WALfOLC XIV 9 
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that the arts of making gold, and of living for ever, have 
been yet found out : yet to how many noble difleoveries has 
the pursuit of those nostrums given birth t Poor chemistiy, 
had she not had such glorious objects in view I 

If you are sitting under a cowslip at your cottage, these 
reveries may amuse you for half sxi hour, at least make you 
smile ; and for the ease of your conscience, which is always 
in a panic, they require no answer. 

Hy Straw-Berries will not be here this fortnight ; I have 
found a house for them within a mile of me, which is near 
enough ; we set out with separate beds. 

I will not ask you about the new Hishry of BrisM, 
because you are too good a citizen to say a word against 
your native place ; but do pray cast your eye on the prints 
of the cathedral and castle, the ch^s^csuvre of Ghatterton's 
ignorance, and of Ur. Barrett's too, and on two letters 
pretended to have been sent to me, and which never were 
sent. If my incredulity had wavered, they would have fixed 
it I wish the milkwoman would assert that Boadicea's 
dairymaid had invented Dutch tiles ; it would be like 
.Chatterton's origins of heraldry and painted glass, in those 
two letters. 

I must, however, mention one word about myself. In 
the fourth volume of the Biographia Brikum, I am more 
candidly treated about that poor lad than usual ; yet the 
writer still aflBrms that, according to my own account, my 
reply was too much in the commonplace style of court 
replies. Now my own words, and the truth, as they stand 
in print in the very letter of mine which this author quotes, 
were, 'I wrote him a letter with as much kindness and 
tenderness as if I had been his guardian.* Is this by my 
own accoimt a court reply? Nor did I conceive, for I never 
was a courtier, that courtiers are wont to make tender replies 
to the poor ; I am glad to hear they do. 
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I have kept this letter some days in my writing^box, till 
I could meet with a stray member of Parliament, for it is 
not worth making you pay for : but when ffou talk to me 
I cannot help answering incontinently: besidesy can one 
take up a letter at a long distance, and heat one's reply oyer 
again with the same interest that it occasioned at first? 
Adieu I I wish you may come to Hampton before I leave 
these purlieus ! 

Yoius More and Morey 

H.W. 

17th. 

P.S. Mr. Pepys has just been here and tells me you are 
still at Sandleford', and that I may enclose my letter to 
Mrs. Montagu. Pray salute from me all the oasa. 

2711. To THE Countess op Uppee Ossoby. 

Strawbeny Hill, Sept. 18, 1789. 

Lady Dysabt, indeed, Madam, was an excellent person \ 
and I haye reason to lament her, and thank your Ladyship 
much for your condolence. I had long known her doom 
was certain. She was convinced of it herself, was im- 
patient for it, though calm and resigned to the lasi Her 
Lord is much more a£9icted than I thought him capable of 
being ; but the person who felt it most deeply is the Duchess 
of Gloucester. They had been dear friends from, their 
infancy. Both she and Mrs. Eeppel sat by the corpse the 
next morning for two hours, for which I was very sorry ; 
but I will not tire your Ladyship with family stories, 
though I have nothing else to tell you, having scarce seen 
anybody lately but my relations. 

* ]£n. IContagn'a oonntiy Mat LBrrm S711.— > She di«d on Sept. 
near Kewboiy. 6, 1789. 

F2 
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I am very glad you axe out of pain about Lady Bayena- 
worih*. I hope she will be preaerred as long as Lady 
Albemarle, who, at eighty-six, has' recovered of a thrush, 
and has her senses and spirits as well as ever. I seem to 
have some grains of immortality too, for the night before 
last, going into a stone hall at Hampton Courts a yery low 
step, that I did not perceive in the dusk, tripped me up, 
and gave me a worse fall than I had when your Ladyship 
did me the honour of dining here this summer. I fell 
headlong at once on the stones, and against the leg of 
a table, bruised one of my fingers, both knees and an elbow, 
and battered my hip so much that it has a patch as large 
as the crown of a hat, and as black ; but there again my 
featherhood saved me, and I did not break one of my straw- 
bones. 

Tou see. Madam, to what your old gasetteer is dwindled, 
when he has nothing but his own mishaps to relate ! Tou 
might as well correspond with the apothecary of an alms- 
house ; however, I was not overturned with a young prince 
coming from races, like that stripling Lord Clermont '. 
The World, notwithstanding my unbudging quietness, has 
sent me, I am told, on a party of pleasure to Coomb Bank \ 
and furnished me with fifty qualifications and graces that 
never accompanied me in my best days. I had flattered 
myself, that to do nothing was the best nostrum for having 
nothing said of one ; but I see anybody may be taxed to 
contribute a paragraph. Mercy on us I what idle folk there 
must be, when it is necessary to feed them with such daily 
bread ! Surely no other age ever lived on such insipid 
fare ! Stout horses as they were, how the Houyhnhnms 
would have stared if they had been told, that in a certain 
country there were DaQp Courcmts to inform the public of 

* Mother of Lady Oatofy. « The teat of Lord Fzedexiok 

* He WM iixty-feyen. CampbeU in Kent, 
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what every old Strulbrug was not doing. Pope's Memoirs 
of P.P.J or the Importance of a Man to himself, is moderate 
in comparison of the importance of nobody to everybody. 

Is not this the season for Farming Woods, Madam ? I 
wish Lord Ossory great sport ! The despotic mob at Paris, 
as the rule of contraries is the first law of a revolution, 
have made such a massacre of game d la ronde, that pheasants 
are sold at a penny apiece \ I doubt, from the present 
turbulence of France, you will have no M^moires de St. 
Simon, nor Lettres de la Duchesse d^Orleans, to carry in the 
chaise with you. 

Apropos, here is a paragraph verbatim that I found 
t'other day in the first volume, p. 260, in an old publi- 
cation of the Abb6 Baynal, called Anecdotes HistoriqueSj 
MUitaireSy et PMtiguesdeV Europe d^^is V^Uvation de Charles 
Quint, 4c, jusqu^au TraiU d^Aio^torChcq^U en 1748, published 
in 1753: 

' Le Dauphin paroissoit n6 pour gouvemer agr^ablement 
une monarchic paisible. Le Due d'Orl^ans avait tout ce 
qu'il falloit pour la troubler, y allumer des guerres dviles, 
ety causer peut-dtre dee B^volutions.' 

This after-birth of a miscarriage, for that Duke of 
Orleans, the younger son of Francis I, died without doing 
anything, has revived in the person of a prophecy. — Adieu, 
Hadam. 



s Arthur Yoangf trayeDing in 
Fzovenoe in 1780^ writes under date 
of Aug. 80 : — 'I forgot to olwerre 
that, for a few days pMi, I have been 
pestered with all the mob of the 
oonntry shooting : one would think 
that erexy rusty gun in Ftovenoe is 
at work, killing all sorts oi birds ; 
the shot has fkUen fiye or six times 
in my ohaise and about my ears. 
The National Assembly has declared 
that ereiy man has a right to kill 



game on his own land ; and advanc- 
ing this maxim so absurd as a de» 
olwation, though so wise as a law, 
without any statute of provision to 
secure the right of game to the 
possessor of the soU, according to 
the tenor of the rote, has, as I am 
everywhere informed, flUed all the 
fields of France with sportsmen to 
an utter nuisance.' {Travdi in 
JVofioe, Bohn ed., p. 856.) 



214 To Miss Mary Berry [i789 



2712. To Miss Maby Bbbry. 

strawberry Hill, Sept 18^ 1789. 

I don't wonder that your grandmother is unwilling to 

part with you, when you sacrifice the amendment of your 

health to her, and give up bathing for her satisfaction ; 

but, between ourselves, I do not admire her for accepting 

the sacrifice. Tou bid me be very kind to make up for 

your parting with her and your friends. I am like poor 

Ck>rdelia : — 

I am sure my love's 
More pond'rous than my tongue. 

She reserved half her afiFection from her father for her 
husband. I will keep none of mine from my wives for 
my grandmother ; but I promise nothing. Gome and try. 

I will see Mr. Wickes and know more particularly about 
Mrs. Armstrong's motions. I shall be a little fearful of 
haggling with him, lest I should sour his complaisance, 
which hitherto has been all sugar. Still I will not be 
grandmatemal, and prefer myself to your interest. 

I have had a most melancholy scene with the loss of dear 
Lady Dysart^ and the affliction of the family, though her 
release was to be wished, and for which she wished earnestly 
herself. We have the comfort of finding that she is full 
as much regretted as she was known ; indeed, a more &ult- 
less being exists not within my knowledge. I will transcribe 
some lines that I have written on her, which have not the 
merit of poetry, but a much more uncommon one — that of 
being an epitaph in which there is no exaggeration ; however, 
I beg you will not give a copy of it : — 

Adieu I sweet shade ! complete was thy career, 
Though lost too soon, and premature thy bier ; 

Lnm 9719.^Kot in a 
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For each fiair charaoter adorned thy life 
Of daughter, aistw, friend, relation, wifa 
Tety lest unaltered fortune should have seem'd 
The source whenoe virtues so benignly beam'd. 
Long-mining illness proy'd thy equal soul. 
And patience, like a martyr's, crown'd the whole. 
Pain could not sour, whom bleesinga had not spoU'd ; 
Nor death afiEright, whom not a vice had soil'd. 

You shall hear no more on this sad subject, though I have 
nothing else that will much amuse you: for, besides 
confinement with my relations, I have been a prisoner in 
my own house for some days, in consequence of a violent 
fall I had last week, in which it is wonderful that I lost 
nor life, nor limb, nor even a bone. I went to sit with my 
cousins^ the three Philips's, on Hampton Court Oreen; 
it was dusk ; there was a very low step at the door, I did 
not see it ; it tripped me up. I fell headlong on the stones, 
and against the frame of a table at the door, and battered 
myself so much, that my whole hip is as black as my shoe 
for above half a yard^ loi^^ and a quarter wide, besides 
bruising one hand, both knees, and my left elbow, into 
which it brought the gout next day. Now, pray admire 
my lightness : if I had weighed a straw, what mischief 
might not have happened to me? nay, I have had very 
little pain ; and the gout, not to be out of the fashion, is 
gone too: and I should have been abroad this morning, 
if I had not preferred writing to you. 

Mrs. Cambridge's prayers have been heard : the Duke of 
Clarence has already taken another villa at Boehampton ; 
and besides being so soon tired, I suppose he will new 
furnish that in a week more. Apropos a little, Mr. Cam- 
bridge has given me the following very striking quotation 
from Mich, Drayton's heroic epistles: but it was Lady 

i«Y6W*inlia 
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Bothes * who found it out — it does not apply io Hiss Polly 
— ^you must look a little higher in the family ' : — 

Twice as a bride to churob I have been led ; 
Twice have two lords eigoyed my bridal bed. 
How can that beauty yet be undestroyed, 
That years have wasted and two men enjoyed? 
Or should be thought fit for a Prince's store. 
Of which two subjects were possessed before? 

I shall go to Park Place on Monday for two or three 
days, and then come back to be ready to receive you ; but 
you have not been very gracious, nor said a word of 
accepting my invitation till the house at Teddington is 
ready for you. Pray let me know when I may expect you, 
that I may not enter into any engagement, even for an 
evening. 

As the hour of my seeing you again approaches, and 
as I have nothing of the least import to tell, I shall not 
try to lengthen this to its usual complement, though the 
verses have saved some of my paper. Essays, that act 
the part of letters, are mighty insipid things, and when 
one has nothing occasional to say, it is better to say 
nothing. 

The weather has been so cold since Monday, that for 
these two days I have had the carpenter stopping chinks in 
window frames, and listing the door of the blue room, which 
I destine to wife Agnes. Winds will get into these old 
castles. Sultana Maria is to sleep in the red room, where 
the Sultan himself resides when he has the gout, and 
which his haughtiness always keeps very comfortable. 
Adieu I 

s JaiieEliBabethLeflUe(1750-1810), Baronet in 178i). 

mio Jure OcnmtMi of Bothes; m. 1. * AUuding to the Prince of Wales 

(1706) Geoi^ Baymond Erelyn; and Mm. Fitsberbert 
a. (1779) Lucas Pepys (created a 
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2713. To THB Countess of Uppsb Ossoby. 

Strawbeny Hill, Sept. 26, 1789. 

Ht excuse for not answering your Ladyship's two letters 
directly is that I have been at Park Place, and they waited 
for me here. This little expedition proyes that I have 
quite recovered of my tumble, of which only a large black 
mark remains down my sida Tou are yery kind to caution 
me, but in truth my two late falls haye made me so 
timorous, that I tread with as much awe as if I were to step 
oyer nine hot ploughshares. 

I am much obliged too for your French anecdotes, Hadam, 
which I had not heard. All their proceedings appear to me 
shocking or absurd to a degree. I do not guess on what 
grounds Mr. Wyndham foretells their success, I had been 
told that he thought their debates ridiculous, but a prophet 
has more strings to his bow than one who only fonns his 
opinion by a small share of common sense. Not that 
I pretend to any sagacity, which must often be at a fault, 
for it calculates only by probabilities and experience, and 
cannot take into its account folly and chance, the two 
principal arbiters of human affairs; but what does Mr. 
Wyndham mean by success? Is the whole kingdom of 
France to remain always in such blessed liberty, that every 
individual is to murder, plunder, and trample on every 
law? Or out of this lawless and savage scene is order, 
justice, and temper to arise? Nay, when some constitution 
is ffoted, will it take place? and if it does, how long wiU be 
its duration ? Will a new assembly of J^tatSy elected every 
two years, corroborate the ordinances of their predecessors ? 
Will they not think themselves as wise, and prove as 
foolish ? What an absurdity is it not to strip the King of 
all his power, and yet maintain that it is necessary by the 
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laws that he should assent to every act of violence they 
pass against him ? And compelled, will he think himself 
bound by that forced assent ? Is it not^ if possible, still 
more outrageous, and before they have settled anything at 
home, to be debating whether they shall allow the King of 
Spain any future claim to the crown ? 

In short, they have launched into an ocean of questi<»)a 
that would take a century to discuss^ and suppose that 
a mob of prating legislators, under the rod of the mob of 
Paris, and questionable by every tumultuous congregation 
in the provinces, are an all-powerful senate, and may give 
laws to other kingdoms as well as to their own ; though 
I do not find that cea messieurs can command twenty 
thousand men, and must already have provoked, as they 
have injured, a very considerable part of their own 
countrymen. 

In the midst of this anarchy is it not supremely ridiculous 
to hear of a young gentlewoman presenting her watch to 
the National Fund; and a life-guardsman five-and-twenty 
llvres ? Nay, there are some tradesmen's wives appoii^ted 
commissioners tor receiving such patriotic oblations I — In 
a word. Madam, it is a vertigo of pedantry, and I am sur- 
prised they have not yet begun to make songs and epigrams 
on themselves ! But so much do I differ from Mr* Wjmd- 
ham, that I think they have lost a glorious moment for 
obtaining a considerable amendment of their constitution, 
and perhaps a lasting one, by their intemperance ; and that 
they have either entailed endless civil wars on, perhaps, 
a division of their country, or will sink under worse 
despotism than what they have shaken ofip. To turn a 
whole nation loose from all restraint, and tell them that 
every man has a right to be his own king, is not a very 
sage way for preparing them to receive a new code^ which 
must curtail that boundless prerogative of free will, and 
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probably was not the first lesson given on the original 
institution of government* The present host of lawgivers 
musty I doubt, eut the throats of half their pupils, before 
they persuade the other half to go to school again to any 
regular system. 

I would not be uncharitable, but methinks Monsieur 
Necker's magnificence towards Madame de Polignao lodu 
a little as if he did not think the Queen's influence entirely 
cut up by the roota Her mockery, however, is not very 
captivating. 

Madame de Boufflers and the Comtesse Emilie, her 
daughter-in-law, I hear, are come to London; and Woronzow, 
the Bussian minister, who has a house at Richmond, is to 
lend it to her for the winter, as her fortune has received 
some considerable blow in the present commotions. I pity 
her much more than the Dame de Polignac, as she could 
have no hand in causing the grievances, or in the tem- 
pestuous correction of them. 

I have had no royal visit from Bichmond, Madam. The 
Duke of Clarence (no wonder — at his age) is already weary 
of a house in the middle of a village with nothing but 
a green short apron to the river, a situation only fit for an 
old gentlewoman who has put out her knee-pans and loves 
cards. The Prince has taken a somewhat better place at 
Boehampton, and enters upon it at Christmas. 

My Straw-Berries are not yet returned, but I expect them 
next week, and have found a house for them at Teddington 
very near ma 

I am sorry to tell your Ladyship^ if you do not know it, 
that Lord Waldegrave is ill of the jaundice at Lord 
Aylesford's, in Warwickshire ^ He is rather better 
than he was, but I believe it is a disorder never cured 

Lbttse 2718.^1 Paokington Hall, near Covvntry; Lord W«ldegxaT» died 
thwre on Oct 17, 1788. 



220 To the Counte$s of Upper Ossory [i789 

expeditiously ; I am sure not so soon as I wish, who 
interest myself exceedingly about him. 

You go later to your forest. Madam, I think, than you 
used to do. Did your Parisian inteUigenoer inform you 
that in the present reign of everybody there has been 
such a massacre of all game, that pheasants are sold for 
a penny apiece ? I never admired Game Acts, but I do not 
wish to see guns in the hands of all the world, for there 
are other fgrae naturae besides hares and partridges ; and 
when all Europe is admiring and citing our constitution, 
I am for preserving it where it i& The decay of prerogative 
on the Continent is a good counter-security to us ; I do not 
think the season will invite anybody to encroach on liberty ; 
and I hope liberty will be content to sit under her own 
vine and fig-tree, and receive the advantages that France 
is flinging into her lap. 

Quod optanH dwum promittere nemo 
Auderet, vdvenda Dies en aUulii uUro! 

If you pretend not to understand this passage. Madam, 
Lord Ossory will construe it, or if he is abroad shooting, 
Virgil only means that no speculating banker in England 
would have dared to bet that our stocks would ever rise 
to eighty by an influx of French money. 

P.S. I own I shall be curious to see the new constitution 
of France when it shall be formed, if formed it can be. It 
must be a curious patchwork composed firom sudden and 
unconnected motions, started in a hurly-burly of disputes, 
without any plan or system, and voted as fluctuating 
interests and passions preponderate sometimes one way, 
sometimes another, with no harmony in the compost, but 
calculated to contradict every view of the old government — 
or secretly to preserve enough of it to counteract the new. 
Nay, such a total subversion annihilates all the lawyers as 
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well as all the laws of the kingdom. The profeBSora may 
now literally bum their books, for which of them can they 
quote ? This idea might be extended tn tf^i^iifii. 



2714. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Strawberry Hill, Wednesday night, Sept. 80, 1789. 

When an ancient gentleman marries^ it is his best excuse 
that he wants a nurse, which I suppose was the motive 
of Solomon, who was the wisest of mortals, and a most 
puissant and opulent monarch, for marrying a thousand 
wiyes in his old age when, I conclude, he was yery gouty, 
I, in humble imitation of that sapient king, and no mines 
of Ophir flowing into my exchequer, espoused a couple 
of helpmates, but being less proyident than the son of 
David, suffered both to ramble into the land of Gk)shen 
when I most want their attendance* — ^1 tell a great story : 
I do not want you : on the contrary, I am delighted that 
you did not accept my invitation. I should have been 
mortified to the death to have had you in my house when 
I am lying helpless on my couch, or going to bed early 
from pain* In short, I came from Park Place last 
Thursday, with an inflammation in my foot from a chalk« 
stone, which I was obliged to have lanced the next 
morning, and it is not well yet Nay, it has brought the 
gout into the knee of the same side, and I suffered a good 
deal yesterday evening, and blessed myself you were not 
here. Did you think it would ever come to that? I am 
truly a great deal better to-day ; but I fear it will scarce be 
possible for me to be in town by Saturday, though I had 
ordered my house to be aired and ready for me then. In 
the meantime here is the state of your affairs : — Mr. Wickes 
goes into Norfolk to-morrow for three weeks to shoot 

Lrtw 8714.— Kot in 0. 
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I told him you was much displeased at his asking new 
terms, and that till you should come to town I could 
say nothing positiye to him, and he must not depend on 
an3rthing till then. He was all penitence and complaisance. 
I told him I must hare a lease signed ; he said there was 
no necessity for it. * Oh, yes,' I said, * but there is.' He 
answered, if I would send one down to him, signed by 
Mr. Berry, he would sign it too ; but what I shall do when 
I know your determination is to send to Mr. Wickes 
a copy of the few lines which Mr. Pepys, whom I have 
consulted twice, had from Lady Dudley, and which shall 
specify that you are to pay but 207., in full of all demands, 
from the time you shall take possession of the house to 
December 25th, and when Wickes returns that agreement 
signed, Mr. Berry will sign it too. Thus, you see, I haye 
acted with the utmost caution, nor have been to the house^ 
nor sent anybody to see it, that Wickes might not saj 
we had taken possession* 

Now, hold a council incontinently, and let me know its 
decree ; or why should not Mr. Berry come to me im* 
mediately, if I cannot come, as I fear? You know here 
is a dinner and a bed always at his service, which will 
saye a great deal of time. 

I am not quite for having your house in town new 
painted at this time of year when it cannot dry fast 
There is nothing so very unwholesome as the smell of new 
paint. Cannot you make shift as it is for another year? 
I never perceived its wanting it ; and you do not propose 
to give assemblies and concerts. 

I shall write again by Friday's post, and let you know 
how I shall find myself — ^so if I do not come, you will 
have time to answer by Saturday's post, that is, if you 
arrive on Friday, or in time on Saturday. If I hear 
nothing on Sunday morning, I shall conclude you arrived 
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too late. Thus I think I have foreseen and said all that 
can be neoessary, and perhaps more like a nurse than 
a person that wants one. 

Be sure that I find you both looking remarkably well — 
not that I have any reason for desiring it, but as I am 
not able to nurse you. Adieu ! 



2715. To THK Countess of Uppbb Ossoey. 

strawberry Hill, Oct. 9, 1789. 

Mt letters, Madam, except when they ought to hasten 
with my thanks for any new mark of your goodness, may 
flit backwards and forwards as often, and for as long as 
they please. They contain no novelty, and, Uke ugly 
persons, will not grow the worse for their age. Tears 
and frequent confinement have thrown me so beside the 
current of society, that I wonder you have still patience 
with my correspondence. I have now been pinioned to 
my couch for a fortnight by the gout again, and am still 
carried thence to my bed by two servants. My fits are 
certainly very short, and attended by little pain ; but they 
return so frequently, that they rather give me hoUdays than 
intervals. This is the fifth attack in twenty months. 
Still, I am quite content — I do not wish to be at races or 
watering-places. 

I am sorry your Ladyship has lost an opportunity of 
being acquainted with Mra Allanson^ ( — ^the husband 
I never saw). She has great merit, sense, and spirit, 
acquired all the good of her mistress^ the learned Aspasia, 
and none of her pretensions and affectations, of which 
I doubt she was a little weary, though nobody could behave 
with more respect and gratitude for really great obligationa 

Lnrm 9716.— ^ Mn. Alison, n^ Gregory. She formerly lived with 
Hz*. Hontaga, <the leM&ed AspluiA.' 
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Aspasia has both knowledge and wit, with many virtueSi 
but, mercy on us I . they are both indefatigably for ever 
at one's service ! 

I allow all the merit of AnaehamSf and do beliere your 
Ladyship reads it ; but I know that its great vogue at PariSi 
on its first appearance, was during the first fortnight, when, 
to be sure, nobody had got through thirty pages of the 
first Yolume. I penetrated a great way, and though I was 
tired of it, it was not from any faults I found, but it did not 
interest me in the least. Mrs. Damer is a conyert, and 
is now reading it. I broke off at the Lacedemonians, whom 
I abhor, though I allow the merit your Ladyship so justly 
admires in them, their brevity, and which you still more 
justly apply in wishing it to the l^en £tat Do you know, 
Madam, that my dear old friend, Madame du DefEuid, had 
a mortal aversion to eloquence, though sfte herself, without 
knowing it, was more naturally eloquent than anybody? 
I doubt it will lose its credit a little^ and that the tongue 
will not be the arbiter at last of the destiny of France. 
I see, in the papers, that the prelates of the (Germanic 
provinces absorbed by France already murmur at the 
freedoms taken with their privileges by the £tats. For 
these three months I have thought it not unlikely that, 
considering the number of strong fortresses round the 
circumference of France, some might be seized by troops 
in different interests, and even some provinces dismembered. 
It is more probable than that the present chaos should 
subside into one regular compact government on a founda- 
tion totally new. That (the division) would be more 
beneficial to us and to Europe than the conquest of it. 

I was disgusted, like you, Madam, at our pantomimes 
of the horrors of the Bastile ; but they have almost 
estranged my pity for the exile& Who can go and view 
such sanguinary farces without incredible insensibility ? 
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My neighbour, the Duke of Claienoe, is so popular, that 
if Bichmond were a borough, and he had not attained his 
title, but still retained his idea of standing candidate, he 
would certainly be elected there. He pays his bills regularly 
himself, locks up his doors at night, that his servants may 
not stay out late, and never drinks but a few glasses of 
wine. Though the value of crowns is mightily fallen of 
late at market, it looks as if his Boyal Highness thought 
they were still worth waiting for ; nay, it is said that he 
tells his brothers that he shall be king before either — this 
is fair at least. My last letter from Lady Waldegrave 
gave a better: 

Taaeday night, 18th. 

I had just written the above words on Friday, Madam, 
when I was thunderstruck by a note from the Duchess, 
with an account of Lord Waldegrave's extreme danger — 
I cannot describe the alann it gave me. My niece, too^ 
being past her time^ naturally so tender and so nervous, 
and so wrapt up in her Lord — I expected to lose both at 
once I Yesterday I was relieved by a much more favourable 
account than my best hopes could expect. His disorder 
has taken a most promising turn, by a vast discharge of 
bile^ and all the letters speak of him as much better. Still 
I dare not be too sanguine ; yet what a change from con- 
cluding him gone! 

I can say nothing on the atrocious accounts from France^ 
though the last accounts soften the first One pities the 
impatient indiscretion of the King and Queen, but the 
treatment of them is unexampled ! What an odious cowardly 
nation, to let their prince be seised and carried prisoner 
to his capital, with the most insulting cruel triumph, by 
a rabble of fish-women I I could almost use the Billingsgate 
of those furies to express scorn of their menl — and, if 
possible, my still greater contempt for their jStatSf who set 

WALffOLS. ziv a 
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out with assuming omnipotent power, and are trampled 
into the dirt by oyster-women I 

What becomes of their great air-balloon, Necker, who 
has already broken seyeral necks, and will soon burst 
himself and be the sport of winds? and why does not 
ICademoiselle d'J^on return and put herself at the head of 
the poissardea? and carry over a code from that Haccabe^ 
Lord George Gk>rdon? 

In short, is not France the most contemptible as well as 
the most Iroquois of nations? With any sense and any 
temper the £tai8 might haye obtained a very reformed 
system of government : with none ready they threw down 
the whole £abric, and thought that the moment their 
tongues were loosened, they could prate themselyes into 
a monarchic republic in which le Boi was to intimidate all 
Europe, provided he was the tool of Mirabeau and such 
scoundrels, and of a parcel of abb^ and philosophers who 
thought they could pick out a model from all the various 
visions and controversies on government, and that a nation 
and all its laws, and all its debts, could wait till they had 
framed something on which no three of them would have 
agreed* I maintain that pert pedantry is the source of all 
their woes ! and has unchained their natural insolent 
vindictive cruelty. They crouched under Maupeou and 
the Abbd Terray, who made the late Eang an absolute 
despot, and they treat the present inoffensive poor man as 
if he were a Louis Onze. They massacred poor old Foulon * 
in the most savage manner, while Calonne and the Arch- 
bishop of Sens' laugh at their rage: but did not they 
coolly gag and butcher Lally, who, though a tyrant, like 
themselves, had great merit towards his country? The 

* JoMph Fraaooifl Fcmloii (1716<- seised him and hADged him from a 

1789), appointed Gontr61eur G^ntoJ street lamp on Joly 22. 

dee F i n an c ee in place of Neoker. ' Lom^nie de Bxienne, sometime 

He was hated by the people, who l£inister of Binanoe. 
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Duchess of Polignao, whom I do not excuse, they would 
haye used, had she not escaped, as they did Brunehault and 
Fr^d^gonde, and as they did not use Isabel of Bayaria and 
Catherine of Hedicis, who deserved no better — but at times 
they are as abject as at other times they are merciless t 

To me their great demerit is that they disgrace the cause 
of liberty. In this paroxysm of anarchy they have murdered 
more persons without a shadow of trial, and in eight 
months, than are executed by legal forms at the instigation 
of a regular king in twenty years. If liberty is not tried 
by its peers, what matters whether there is one Nero or 
a million? 



2716. To THB COUNTBSS OF XJPFBB OSSOBT. 

strawberry Hill, Oct. 29, 1789. 

I AX not at peace enough. Madam, to write much ; yet, 
on the sole subject on which I can talk, it is a little relief 
to speak to those who know and feel how just my grief is ; 
and as I ought to acknowledge your Ladyship's and Lord 
Ossory's letters, I will tell you the little I know. Lord 
Aylesford continued and does continue to pay eyery mark of 
respect and attention to dear Lord Waldegraye's ^ memory 
and family. His Lordship and his brothers attended the 
burial last Friday ; and his Lordship has been so friendly 
as to accept the guardianship of the children, so they will 
not quite want a father. 

Poor Lady Waldegraye is not yet brought to bed, and 
they think will go a week longer stilL I flatter myself the 
respite is &yourable, as she has passed the first dreadful 
shock. Her command of herself is as reasonable as can 
be desired for her safety ; to expect more than resignation 

LnTBB ariS. — 1 George, fourth Earl Waldegrave, died on Oot. 17, 1789, at 
Faokington, Lord Aylesford'e seat in Warwiokehire. 
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and patience would be irrational The Duchess stays till 
her delirery, and is so charmed with her melancholy sub- 
mission to her fate, and with her piety, and with the 
enchanting goodness of Lord and Lady Aylesford, that in 
one of her letters to me she says, in her usual expressive 
style, ' In short, to learn to live, or to learn to die, one 
must come to Packington/ 

I will endeavour. Madam, to imitate my nieoes, and act 
with some reason, that is, so far suspend my sorrow as not 
to make it a constant theme to others: though a thousand 
reasons make it a loss to me that I cannot cease to feel 
while I remain here: but I will be silent I — ^Tour Lady- 
ship's most devoted, &c 

2717. To Miss Hannah Mobe. 

Strawbeny HUl, Nov. 4, 1789. 

I AX not surprised, my dear Madam, that the notice of 
my illness should have stimulated your predominant quality, 
your sensibility. I cannot do less in return than relieve 
it immediately, by assuring you that I am in a manner 
recovered ; and should have gone out before this time^ 
if my mind were as much at ease as my poor limbs. I 
have passed five months most uncomfortably ; the two last 
most unhappily. In June and September I had two bad 
£alls by my own lameness and weakness, and was much 
bruised ; while I was witness to the danger, and then to 
the death, of my invaluable niece^ Lady Dysart. She was 
angeUc, and has left no children. The unexpected death of 
Lord Waldegrave, one of the most amiable of men, has 
not only deprived me of him, but has opened a dreadful 
scene of calamities I He and my niece were the happiest 
and most domestic of couples. 

Your kind inquiries after me have drawn these details 
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from me, for which I make no excuse : good nature never 
grudgea its pity. I, who love to force your gravity to smile, 
am seriously better pleased to indulge your benevolence 
with a subject of esteem, which, though moving your 
compassion, wiU be accompanied by no compunction. I 
will now answer your letter. Tour plea, that not com- 
position, but business, has occasioned your silence, is no 
satisfaction to me. In my present anxious soUtude I have 
again read Bonner and Fhria, and the Bos Bleu ; and do you 
think I am pleased to learn that you have not been writing ? 
Who is it says something like this line? — 

Hannah will not write, and Lactilla' tciZZ. 

They who think her Earl &oodmn will outgo Shakespeare 
might be in the right, if they specified in what way. I | 
believe she may write worse than he sometimes did, though /^ 
that is not easy ; but to excel him — oh, I have not words ' 
adequate to my contempt for those who can suppose such 
a possibility ! 

I am sorry, very sorry, for what you tell me of poor 
Barrett's fate. Though he did write worse than Shake- 
speare, it ia great pity he was told so, as it killed him ; 
and I rejoice that I did not publish a word in contradiction 
of the letters which he said Ghatterton sent to me, as I was 
advised to do. I might have laughed at the poor man's 
folly, and then I should have been miserable to have added 
a grain to the poor man's mortification. 

You rejoice m€, not my vanity, by telling me my idea 
of a mechanic succedaneum to the labour of negroes is not 
visionary, but thought practicable. Oh, how I wish I under- 
stood sugar and ploughs, and could marry them I Alas! 
I understand nothing useful* Hy head is as un-mechanic 

LnmS7t7. — ^* Mn. Yeanley, the EaH Godwin mm first performed at 
Bristol milkwoman. Her tzasedy Bath on Nov. 8, 1780. 
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as it is un-arithmetio, un-geometric, un-metaphysic, un-com- 
mercial: but will not some one of those superior heads 
to whom you haye talked on my indigested hint reduce 
it to practicability? How a feasible scheme would stun 
those who call humanity romantic, and show, from the 
books of the Custom House, that murder is a great improve- 
ment of the revenue ! Even the present situation of France 
is favourable. Could not Mr. Wilberforce* obtain to have 
the enfranchisement of the negroes started there? The 
Jews are claiming their natural rights there ; and blacks 
are certainly not so great defaulters as the Hebrews, though 
they too have undergone ample persecutions. Hethinks, as 
Lord George Gk>rdon is in correspondence with the £taiSy he 
has been a little remiss in not signing the petition of those 
of his new communion. 

The ^tats are detestable and despicable; and, in fact, 
guilty of the outrages of the Parisian and provincial mobs. 
The mob of twelve hundred, not legislators^ but dissolvers 
of all laws, unchained the mastiffs that had been tied up, 
and were sure to worry all who fell in their way. To 
annihilate all laws, however bad, and to have none ready 
to replace them, was proclaiming anarchy. What should 
one think of a mad doctor, who should let loose a lunatic, 
suffer him to bum Bedlam, chop off the heads of the 
keepers, and then consult with some students in physic 
on the gentlest mode of treating delirium ? By a late vote 
I see that the twelve hundred praters are reduced to five 
hundred : vwe la reine BittmgsgaU ! the Thalestris who has 
succeeded Louis Quatorze I A committee of those Amazons 
stopped the Duke of Orl^ans^ who, to use their style^ I 
believe is not a barrel the better herring* 

t William WUbezforoe (1769- made » Icmg ipeeoh in oondemna- 
1888), who took up the cauw of the tion of it in the Honae of Oommcmfl 
abolition of slaTexy in 1787, and who in May 1789. 
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Your reflections on Vertot's passion for rerolutions are 
admirable^ and yet it is natural for an historian to like to 
describe times of action* Halcyon days do not furnish 
matter for talents; they are like the virtuous couple in 
a comedy, a little insipid. Mr. Manly and Lady Grace, 
Mellefont and Cynthia', do not interest one much. Indeed, 
in a tragedy where they are unhappy, they give the audience 
full satisfaction, and no envy. The newspapers, no doubt, 
thought Dr. Priestley could not do better than to espouse 
you. He certainly would be yery judicious, could he obtain 
your consent; but, alas! you would soon squabble about 
Socinianimii, or some of those tarns* To tell you the truth, 
I hate all those Constantinopolitan jargons, that set people 
together by the eais about pedantic terms. When you 
apply scholastic phrases as happily and genteelly as you do 
in your Bos Eku^ they are delightful; but don't muddify 
your channing simplicity with controYersial distinctions^ 
that will sour your sweet piety. Sects are the bane of 
charity, and have deluged the world with blood. 

I do not mean, by what I am going to say, to extort 

another letter from you before I haye the pleasure of seeing 

you at Hampton ; but I really shall be much obliged to 

you for a single line soon, only to tell me if Miss Williams 

is at Stoke^ with the Duchess of Beaufort To a short 

note, cannot you add a short P.S. on the fate of EaH 

Ocodwin^ 

Lac mihi — novum non fiigore d^t 

Adieu I my amiable friend I 

Tours most sincerely, 
Hob. Walpolb. 



> Mr. Manly and Lady Giaoe are in The DouHU Deaier, 
chaxmat%nin The Provoked Huaband; « Stoke GifTord, in Glouoeefeer- 
MeUefontand Qynthiaaie chanusteri ihire. 
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2718, To THE C!0UNTB88 OF XJPPEE OSSOEY. 

Strawborry Hill, Sunday night, Not. 8, 1789. 

I HAYX not yet receiyed that essential consolation, Madam^ 
of Lady Waldegrave's being safely delivered ; and they even 
think she may go on a month longer — a eruel suspense I 
But the Duchess says she is stronger, and in no danger 
of not being able to go through her labour ; but after the 
&lse hopes we had of her Lord for three days, I am daunted, 
and dare not be sanguine. 

Tour Ladyship's letter, which I could not answer then, 
was very judicious, indeed, on the French distradians. 
Distracted they really seem, and worse than savages, for in 
a state of nature the hurt one man can do to his neighbour 
is very limited ; but a whole nation turned loose to their 
passions, with all the implements of mischief that have 
been devised during the improvements of society, and 
groaning with resentments for oppression, is a million of 
times worse. Still I can excuse the mob sooner than the 
£t(USj who proceed in rending all ties, and overturning all 
systems, without impairing or replacing any ; and increase 
the confusion by new demolitions, so that I am sometimes 
tempted to refine so much as to suppose that the concealed 
friends of the crown, the nobility and the Church, encourage 
the general extravagance, in hopes that all orders but the 
populace will unite, through interest and indignation, to 
restore the old system. This would have some meaning, 
though not easily put in practice, as the whole army has 
been inspired with the same fury as the mob. 

Perhaps I am too candid, for the J^tatssei out so foolishly, 
that I know not why I should suspect them of any sense. 
Their early debate on the title of the King of Spain to the 
crown, and their discussion on their own King's style^ were 
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8uch eharacteristiGB of absurdity, that it is too charitable to 
impute a grain of sense to them. They might as well have 
agitated a question whether Louis Seize should be called 
Louis-le-OroB, or Louis-le-Simple. One would think he had 
convoked his heralds, not his £tat8. What would Europe 
have thought, if, when Sir R Hawke burnt so many of 
their men-of-war, the French Academy had consulted how 
their new ships should be christened? That would have 
been a puerility worthy of the Quarante, and a theme for 
an epigram on them. The Jews, I see, have addressed 
those sage legislators — I do not wonder. Th^ crucified 
their King, and called Him, on His cross, King of the Jews^ 
not of Judiea ; and no doubt^ if the poissardes offered to 
deliver King Louis, the Hebrews would cry out, 'Not him, 
but Lord George Barabbas.' 

I have still some acquaintance left in France for whom 
I feel much ; some are come over or coming, as Mesdames 
de Boufflers, and the Duchesse de Lausun, now Biron, and 
Madame de Cambis; I have not yet been able to go to 
them. There are some others who only make me smOe, 
or worse. One is an old Abbesse de St. Antoine, sister of 
the Prince of Beauvau ; she has sent her church-plate to 
the fund of contributions. Tou will be diverted by a story 
I will teU you of her. The last time I was in France, 
I went with Madame du Deffand to sup at Roissi, Monsieur 
de Caraman's, whose wife is sister of Madame de Gambia, 
and niece of the Beauvaus. There we found that old 
St. Antoine, and a nun instead of a pig. She had been 
at Us eauXj and then they may sleep at a relation's on the 
road. I desired my dear old friend to present me to Madame 
TAbbesse, and tell her how good her parents the Prince 
and Princesse de Oraon had been to me formerly at Florence. 
The old she-hog drew up with all the pride of the house 
of Loiraine^ of which she is a spurious twig, and replied, 
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' Je suifl bien aise^ Monsieur, que Monsieur mon p^re (who 
was not her jp^) et Madame ma m^re ont eu ' — and then 
she paused — ^Vavantage de connoltre Monsieur/ Madame 
du Deffand, who could not bear her impertinence to me, 
cried out» 'Pardy, Madame, yous auriee bien pu dire 
Thofmeur.* 

I haye not Anadiams here, Madam, but I recollect that 
Arsame was a flattering picture of Monsieur de Choiseul, 
who had great parts, and was not a seyere minister, but 
yery daring, dashing, and whose good nature would not 
haye checked his ambition from doing any splendid mischief, 
or from spilling blood by battalions^ though perhaps not 
by a basinful. France owes much of its pecuniary dis- 
tresses to his waste and political intrigues. From what 
an abyss have their extravagances of all kinds saved us, 
if we have the wisdom to profit of our t^ranquillity and 
advantages I Among the greater points of security at home^ 
of the safety of India, of our commerce extending as theirs 
must languish, and of the recovery of the empire of the 
ocean by the decay of their marine^ we ought to reckon 
not only the influx of their money, but the retention of our 
own, which used to be lavished so widely in France. I 
made a random computation above twenty years ago (and 
calculation is not my bright side) that the English wasted 
annually in France aboye 500,0001. When I veas there 
in 1765, their late King said that by the returns from 
Calais 40,000 English had passed through there^ though 
but two years after the Peace : if half were tradesmen, cooks, 
and barbers pour s^imtfuiref not one went and returned for 
so little as five pounds. Though that was a tide that had 
been dammed up, I believe the emigrations of late years 
have been as numerous. Two years ago there were above 
sixty English families at Nice ; and a year ago there were 
said to be 40,000 English in France and Lorraine — ^numbers 



1789] To the Countess of Upper Ossory 236 

indeed from economy; but thrift itself does not lire in 
France on French money, nor on what it proposes to save : 
nor is it easy to save, where everything is charged so high 
to a MUor Anglois. But I shall drop wisdom and supputa- 
tion, and return to Anacharsia. The Abbd Barthdemy was 
devoted to the Duchesse de Ghoiseul, and was always at 
Chanteloup, and she had obtained two or three emoluments 
for him : the incense to her husband, I believe, was offered 
in compliment to her. 

To divert my thoughts a little in the many melancholy, 
lonely hours that I have passed in these three months, and 
to turn them to the only reading I could relish in the 
present position of Europe^ modem history, I have been 
reading again, as I have often done, Voltaire's Universal 
History. I suppose, from the various circumstances that 
have struck me with regard to the actual state of France, 
I admire it more than ever, though I always thought it his 
chef-d^osiwre. It is a marvellous, mass both of genius and I } 
sagacity, and the quintessence of political wisdom as well 
as of history. Any one chapter on a single reign, as those 
of Philip II, Henry lY, Bichelieu, Elizabeth, Cromwell, 
is a complete picture of their characters and of their times. 
Whatever may be said of his incorrectness in some facts, his 
observations and inferences are always just and profound. 
I wish you would read it again. Madam ; there are twenty 
passages that look as if written within these six months. 
More than once he allows the cruel nature of his countrymen 
in turbulent times. The story of the whole modem world 
is comprised in less space than that of the three centuries 
of diminutive Greece in the tedious Travels of Anacharsis, 
who makes you remember rather than reflect. On the 
other hand, I am sorry I cannot agree with your Ladyship ; 
Mr. Gibbon never tires me. He comprises a vast body and 
period of history too ; however, I do wish he had been as 



286 To the Countess of Upper Ossory [i789 

lucid as Voltairey or, to speak more justly, that he had 
arranged his matter better, for by vast leaps backwards 
and forwards, or by not drawing nearer together con> 
temporary times, you have forgotten the personages to 
whom he returns; but how I run on! I fear my con- 
finement and solitude have drawn me into trespassing on 
your Ladyship's patience : luckily my small paper reminds 
me that a letter is not a dissertation, though I doubt 
my close, little hand sometimes sufficiently gratifies its 
propensity to prattling, when it is in train. — Gk>od night. 
Madam. 



2719. To THE Countess of Upper Ossoby. 

Strawberry Hill, Not. 26, 17S9. 

I no not know in which of your palaces your Ladyship 
is resident at present; but, not having mentioned your 
return to Ampthill, I conclude you still in Northampton- 
shire. If I mistake, it will not signify ; my letter, if stale 
by taking a circuit, will be just the same, for I haye nothing 
fresh to tell you. Madam, and only answer a paragraph 
or two in your last^ out of decorum. 

I said nothing of the Due d'Orl^ns, as knowing nothing, 
and from not thinking him worth inquiry. He appears 
to me like one of the two gentlemen who often open the 
first scene of a French tragedy, and then have no more 
part in the play. I haye been twice in town to see three 
of the refugees with whom I used to liye yery much at 
Paris, the Comtesse de Boufflers, the Duchesse de Lauzun, 
now of Biron, and Madame de Gambia. I cannot say that 
they once named their princely ambassador. Madame de 
Boufflers has lost a great part of her income, and is mortified, 
as she may well be, at quitting her beautiful English pare 
at AuteuiL Indeed, the horrors they all relate make one 
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abhor Lord Stanhope and his priestly firebrands who would 
raise Presbyterian conflagrations here. One stoiy will touch 
you; the little Dauphin S who is but four years old, and 
a beautiful child, was learning fables: the one in waiting 
ended by saying of the animal that was the subject of it, 
that, though she had had great misfortunes, she became at last 
heumue comme des remes. He said, 'Hah I toutes les reines 
ne sent pas heureuses, car maman pleuie depuis le matin 
jusqu'au soir/ 

It was said a year ago that a whole armaire of Madame 
de S^yign^'s letters to a Monsieur de la Grange had been 
found ; bui I did not believe it, nor have heard any more 
of them. I have two of her original letters ; Lady Bivers 
brought me a long one the last time she was in England, 
but it is one of the printed. The other the Comte de Grave 
obtained for me from Monsieur de Castellane, who married 
a granddaughter of Pauline; but it is one of the very 
larmoyanteSf written at Nos Filles de St Marie, on one of 
the days of Madame de Grignan's departures. I have, 
besides, an original letter of Madame de Maintenon, which 
was given to me at St. Cyr by one of the nuns; but I laid 
it up so carefully somewhere, that I cannot find it Mon« 
sieur de Grave is an exceedingly good sort of man : he lodged 
at Si Joseph, in the apartment above Madame du Deffand, 
and was very intimate with her. It was he who went with 
me and Mrs. Giolmondeley and another English lady to 
St. Cyr, where we passed five hours, by permission of the 
Bishop of Ghartree, and I sat in the Maintenon's own seat, 
during the mass, and afterwards heard the young ladies 
pensioners act dialogues written for them by their foundress, 
whom the abbess told me she remembered — ^but she seemed 
to remember nothing else. 

Lrtbe S719. — ^ ItcndM, second rar- hy the lojaliflta. He died a pzisoner 
▼irins mm of Looii Z VI, after whose in the Temple in 1796. 
death he was recognised as King 
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Taylor's * book was shown to me this summer by one of 
those wiseacres that call themselves learned men, and who 
told me it was tremendous. I was neither alarmed nor 
curious: yet^ on your Ladyship's notice, I borrowed the 
MofUhkf EevieWf and find that the world*s future religion 
is to be founded on a blundered translation of an almost 
unintelligible commentator on Plato. I guess, however, 
that the religion this new apostle recommends is, not belief 
in the pantheon of Pagan divinities, but the creed of the 
philosophers, who really did not believe in their idols^ but 
whose metaphysics were frequently as absurd ; and yet this 
half-witted Taylor prefers them to Bacon and Locke, who 
were almost the first philosophers who introduced common 
sense into their writings, and were as dear as Plato was 
unintelligible — because he did not understand himself. 
Taylor will have no success; not because nonsense is not 
suited to making proselytes — witness the Methodists, 
Moravians, Baron Swedenborg, and Loutherbourg the 
painter; but it should not be learned nonsense^ which 
only the lUterati think they understand after long study. 
Absurdities, announced only to the ear, and easily retained 
by the memory, have otheiguess operation; not that I have 
any objection to Mr. Taylor's making proselytes — the more 
religions the better. If we had but two in the island, they 
would cut one another's throats for power. When there is 
plenty of beliefs, the professors only gain customers here 
and there from rival shops, and make more controversies 
than converts. 

Lady Waldegrave is not yet delivered, and her parting 
with the Duchess, who left her last week, was a great 
addition to her grief. 

You order me to name my own health, and therefore 
I do, Madam. I am quite recovered ; and, having just had 

s Probably Thomaa tbijlor (1768-1886). 
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a fit of the gouty I depend on its not returning, and have 
ventured to stay here through all our deluges, and have not 
Buffered in the least It is very kind in your Ladyship to 
make that inquiry, hut I cannot endure that jackanapes- 
paper The World notifying so extremely an unimportant 
circumstance as my recovery to so many persons who 
cannot possibly care a straw about me. A clergyman kst 
week brought me three paragraphs that he had cut out of 
Wofida with my name in them. Surely the writer might 
knock down better game than an old valetudinarian sitting 
quietly by his fireside in the country, and who never even 
sees his paper. It is very hard one may not be super- 
annuated when one pleases I 

2720. To THB Countess of Uppeb Ossoby. 

strawberry Hill, Dec. 6, 1789. 

I AX afraid. Madam, I can give but unsatisfactory answers 
to most of your Ladyship's questions, for my memory is 
much upon its wane ; and my information is very slender. 
Both the King and Queen have been extremely concerned 
for Lord Waldegrave; and the King, I believe, did defer 
giving away the regiment for a month, that Lady Walde- 
grave might be benefited by the delay. She was brought 
to bed of a daughter on the 2nd, and I trust is in a good way. 

My meaning about the Armada tapestry, I suppose, was 
that the Bepublic had more taste than James and Charles, 
and hung it where it would often be seen : no particular 
compliment could be meant to the House of Lords, which 
was no longer a House of Lords then — but I protest I cannot 
answer for what I said so long ago, and which was not worth 
a thought since. 

I can stiU less give a positive answer about Madame de 
S6vign6's letter, but that it is what I told your Ladyship, 
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a Tarmoya/nU one, and not about any duel. I have entirely 
forgot how M. de Graye got it; and am quite ignorant 
whether the M. de Castellane whom I knew is liying or 
not. He was not a descendant of Pauline, but had married 
one. I never saw a picture of Pauline, nor do I know who 
possesses her house or Grignan. George Selwyn was at the 
latter, and has told me to whom it belongs— but it is gone 
out of my head. 

I did hear of Lord Orford's letters on astronomy in a book 
of agriculture, but I have had too many deplorable proo& of 
his lunacy to be curious n&eir more. 

The print of Necker I return, Madam, but I protest I do 
not understand any part of it — however, I am not sorry to 
see that even in such trumpery they imitate us clumsily. 

The Berrys are at Teddington, and it is on their account 
that I have stayed here later than I ever did. They go to 
town next week, and so shall L I hope I may not be quite 
so dry and dull there, as I am to-day ; but if you had not 
ordered me to return the print, I think I should have 
postponed my no answers to your queries, for I am a total 
blank at present, and know nothing to amuse you. Indeed 
no mortal is so barren, when I have nothing at the point of 
my pen to say — ^when I have, it gallops sufELciently* 

George has called while I was writing, and says Grignan 
belongs now to a Monsieur Dorli^re — or did before the itaU 



Hemp may grow now — ^where Troy town stood! 
2721. To THB CoTTiTTSSs OF TTpfbb Ossobt. 

Siimwberzy HUl, Dec 12, 1789. 

I orTS your Ladyship abundant thanks for your congratu- 
lations on Lady Waldegrave's delivery : she and her little 
orphan are well, and I trust safe. 
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I return your Ladyship the Herveyom letter, which is 
a more proper word than finmtici it did not surprise me at 
all : his father was always attempting to excite compassion 
by the most yimlent abuse on his nearest relationa Besides, 
I have seen and received parallel epistles. I had one a year 
and a half ago : I made no answer, but told Mrs. E. Hervey \ 
his mother's and his most kind friend, that I could not 
refuse giving a little money to a man of quality, with whose 
family I had been so much acquainted all my life ; and did 
give her five guineas for him. He, I know from Lady 
Aylesbury, has grossly abused Mrs. E. Hervey since, to 
whom he has had great obligations. He wrote to me again 
this spring; I threw his letter into the fire, and sent no 
reply. I would noi; hinder Lord Ossory's charity, but he 
certainly had better not write, for when a gentleman can 
beg in that abject manner, he would probably print the 
letter, like many of those worthless beings whose flattery 
and scurrility are employed indifferently for half a crown. 

I was in town on Wednesday, and was told that the 
Emperor had made a truce for two months with the 
Flemings, which was likely to be followed by a peace. 
I am glad that they will be relieved, and that he is baffled 
and mortified. There is as wide a difference between 
Joseph and Louis as between their present situations. The 
latter, without being an aggressor, was willing to amend 
a very bad government, and has been treated like a Sicilian 
Dionysius, and has seen numbers of his innocent subjects 
massacred, &c. Joseph, with the flippancy of a French prater, 
has violated oaths and laws, and plundered, in order to sup- 
port an unjust war of ambition, while he is the tool of the 
northern Semiramis, whom I call by a name that sounds 

LvrmaTSl.— 1 Elisabeth, only iras ttill Uving in 1800. BoBwell 

child of Captain Hon. William mentions her literary aiMmblief and 

Hervey, third eon of first Earl of Johnson's fondness for her. 
Bristol. She was bom in 1780, and 
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quite BuflBian, Ckttkarme fi%-Cbar— apropos, Hadam, hare 
you seen Mr. Gambridge's excellent yeraeSy called The Progress 
o/Libertif? Theywere printed lastWednesday in a newspaper 
called The Nmes, but there ascribed to a young lady. They 
are as happy a composition, in their way, as Banner^B OhosL 

Have you heard, too, that one of the wings of Houghton, 
not Houghton your cousin, is burnt down ? I know not by 
what accident I said, burnt down ; but stone walls, and 
such walls, are not easily consumed. In my father's time 
one of the cellars was on fire, but only a door was destroyed. 
As the gallery is burnt, the glorious pictures have escaped — 
or are reserved to be consumed in a wooden palace on the 
first revolution at Petersburg. 

Tou will please. Madam, to direct your next commands to 
Berkeley Square, whither I shall go on Tuesday for some 
time. — ^Yours, &c» 

2722. To John Pinkxbtok. 

DsAB Sib, Berkeley Square, Dee. 16, 1789. 

Tou will probably be surprised at not hearing from me so 
long. Indeed, I hope you will have been so, for as it has 
been occasioned by involuntary neglect^ I had rather you 
should have reproached me in your own mind, than have 
been thoughtless of me and indifferent The truth is, that 
between great misfortunes, accidents, and illness, I have 
passed six melancholy months. I have lost two of my 
nearest and most beloved relations. Lady Dysart and Lord 
Waldegrave. Her illness terminated but in September; 
his, besides the grievous loss of him, left me in the greatest 
anxiety for his widow, who thought herself at the end of 
her pregnancy, but was not delivered till (above two months 
after his death) a fortnight ago. 

Lbttsb 87S8. — ^Inoomplete in OL 
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In the midst of these diBtreflses I had two very bad falls 
in June and September, by which I bruised myself exceed- 
ingly, and the last of which brought on a fit of the gout. 
In such situations I was very incapable of entertaining any*- 
body, or even of being entertained, and saw but few of my 
own unhappy family ; or I should have asked the favour of 
your company at Strawberry Hill. 

I am now pretty well, and came to town but to-day, when 
I take the first moment of telling you so ; that whenever 
you come to London, I may have a chance of having the 
pleasure of seeing you. I did not miss the pleasure of 
reading your solid confutation of one of your antagonists in 
the Oenileman'i MagtuHne. 

I am, with sincere regard and esteem, dear Sir, 

Tour most obedient humble servant. 

Hob. Walpoli. 



2728. To THB CouNTBss OF TJffeb Ossoby. 

Berkeley Square, Dec S6» 1789. 

End of an extraordinary year 1 

It is too late in the month, Madam, to return your 
Christmas wishes, and too late in my life to repay your 
most agreeable new-year^s gift of Lord Holland's verses, 
which talk good sense with so much ease, that instead of 
prophesying that he will be a poet, I will boldly venture to 
foretell that he will be of a much higher class, and will be 
worthy of his grandfitther and uncle. He cannot think half 
a quarter so well of me, if he imagines that I cared a straw 
about a trumpery pane of glass, that had actually been 
cracked and mended befora — 

The old man tells his story — 

but does not fret about a bit of painted glass^ as Lord 

B a 
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Holland vdU find, if he will do me the honour of coming 
again to Strawberry when I am there. He has made 
himself free of my house as a noble author, though I shall 
not live to record him. 

Of the new noble authoress dowager I had not heard 
a word : be so good in your next, Madam, to teU me if h&r 
Tractate (as Milton called his\ and which I suppose was 
a more severe institution than her Ladyship's) is published, 
and by what title. 

I did not know Mrs. Hervey's new novel was published 
yet ; I saw it announced some time ago, but have forgotten 
the title : it will keep cold. The former was well written, 
but the ideas very stale. I am tired of books that add 
nothing new to the mass. I cannot say the Ptincee are like 
our novels : their behaviour, though negative, has certainly 
introduced wmety into ma/nners. ' Nous avons change tout 
cela * is not very sage, when Europe is so disposed to changer 
toidcda. 

The town says, but I cannot believe it, that the Brabanters 
have offered their vacant coronet to the Bishop of Osnaburg '• 
Humphrey Duke of Gloucester espoused Duchess Jacqueline, 
but neither kept her nor the duchy. I have not looked on 
the map, but I think both Osnaburg and Hanover lie nearer 
to Vienna than Brabant. It seems to me too that the Bight 
Beverend Father in Ood has a better chance than he would 
have of remaining sovereign of Flanders ; for haiHtvers^ 
as Flanders and France are^ our experience is not old enough 
yet to convince me that the fermentation in either, especially 
in the latter, will not have a notable revulsion. In France 
it is a frenzy, which I believe will have the same effect as 
in the human body — it will be cured or make the patient 
destroy himself. Their government was detestable, and 

LvnvR 272S.— 1 A 8maU Tractate ofBdueation, pabliBhed in 1678. 
a ThoDokaofTork. 
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might have been much corrected ; but to dissolve all goyem*- 
onent, without the shadow of a system ready to replace it^ 
and to imagine that twenty-four millions can be moulded 
into an entirely new constitution at once totally repugnant 
to every law that had existed, and that such bungling 
operators as Messrs. les £tats have shown themselves can 
tinker up by detached votes such a frame of legislation as 
will suit so vast a kingdom, does not enter into my 
conception. They have really pleased nobody internally 
but the most ignorant and unhappy peasantry, who have 
been let loose from all restraints, and in a manner instructed 
to gratify their spleen. I pity them, who will probably be 
exposed to the still worse excesses of an army without 
discipline and without pay. But what signify my reveries ? 
I shall neither live to pee them hatched nor addled. 

Many happy new years to Ampthill, and a less unhappy 
one than the last half to — Tours, &c. 

2724. To TH^ CouNTBss OF Uppsb Ossoby. 

Berkeley Square, Deo. 80^ 1789. 
Though I have nothing but thanks for Lord Holland's 
verses to send you, Madam, I must send them. I am 
extremely pleased with his variety of metres, and, if I may 
decide, prefer his heroics. If I may criticize, his trochaics 
are not always perfect, now and then wanting a syllable, as 
in * I resolve to perform whatever *s my duty,' and the next^ 
and in one or two othera I do not delight in that measure, 
but at least it should be complete to the ear. He is excellent 
in rhymes, and so is Lord Ossory too, whose poetry I aia 
very glad to have gained, by the by. It is refreshing to 
read natural easy poetry, full of sense and humour, instead 
of that unmeaning, laboured, painted style now in fashion, 
of the Delia Cruseas and Co., of which it is impossible ever 
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to retain a couplet, no more than one could remember how 
a string of emeralds and rubies were placed in a necklaoex' 
Poetry has great merits if it is the vehicle and preservatiye 
/ / of sense, but it is not to be taken in change for it. 

I do not, certainly, mean to pay Lord Holland for his 
veraes, by sending him my fotuih volume, which, though 
in prose, is no work of sense ; it is merely to complete his 
set of a register ; and he shall have it, if your Ladyship will 
be so good as to tell me how to convey it. 

A knock at the door saves your Ladyship and me from 
adding any nonsense to my letter. 

2726. To Thomas Astle. 

Berkeley Square, Jail 80, 1790. 
Mb. Walpolb begs Mr. Astle's pardon for the trouble he is 
going to give him, but shall be extremely obliged to him if he 
can let him know what Mr. West gave at Lord Oxford's sale 
for the seal of Edmund, King of Sicily \ or what Mr. Brander* 
gave for it at Mr. West's. A line will be sufficient. 

2726. To Miss Haitkah Mobe. 

Berkeley Square, Feb. SO, 1790. 
It is very provoking that people must always be Vn^ngtng 
or drowning themselves, or going mad, that you forsooth. 
Mistress, may have the diversion of exercising your pity 
and good nature, and charity, and intercession, and all that 
bead-roll of virtues that make you so troublesome and 
amiable, when you might be ten times more agreeable by 
writing things that would not cost one above half a crown 
at a time. Tou are an absolutely walking hospital, and 

LsTTSE 27S6. — Not in 0.; now by the Pope's legate as King of SioOy, 

first printed from original in posses- but never obtained posaeadon of that 

sion of Dr. H. T. Soott kingdom. 

1 Edmund Plantagenet (snmamed * Qustavus Brander (1790-1787), a 

Crouchbaok), son of Heniy III, was, merchant of Swedish descent, who 

when only eight yean old, inyested was also an antiquary and ooUeGtor. 
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travel about into lone and by-plaeea, with your doors open 
to house stray casualties 1 I wish at least that you would 
have some children yourself^ that you might not be plaguing 
one for all the pretty brats that are starving and friendless. 
I suppose it was some such goody two or three thousand 
years ago that suggested the idea of an alma-mater, suckling 
the three hundred and sixty-five bantlings of the Countess 
of Hainault. WeU, as your newly-adopted pensioners have 
two babeSy I insist on your accepting two guineas for them 
instead of one at present (that is, when you shall be present)* 
If you cannot circumscribe your own charities, you shall 
not stint mine. Madam, who can afford it much better, and 
who must be dunned for alms, and do not scramble over 
hedges and ditches in searching for opportunities of flinging 
away my money on good works. I employ mine better at 
auctions, and in buying pictures and baubles, and hoarding 
curiosities, that in truth I cannot keep long, but that will 
last for wtr in my catalogue, and make me immortal I 
Alas 1 will they cover a multitude of sins ? Adieu 1 I can* 
not jest after fhfU sentence. 

Yours most sincerely. 

Hob. Walpolb. 



2727. To Miss Hannah Mobb. 

Maroh 11th. 

I HiABD at Urs. Ord's ^ last night that you are not well. 
I would &in flatter myself that you had only a pain in your 
apprehension of the coaches full of mob that were crowding 
the streets ; but as I do not take for granted whatever wiU 
excuse me from caring, as people that are indifferent readily 

LnrzE 2797. — Not In 0, ; now Dillinghiwn, and widow of William 

first printed firom original in poa- Ord, of Whitefleld, Northnmbftrland. 

Mion of Mems. ICaggs Broa. Mrs. Ord was a friend of Mia Bumey, 

1 Anne, daughter ef WiUiam and gate liteiaxy parties 
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dO| I beg to hear from younielf how you are — ^I do not meaik 
from your own hand, but lipa — send me an exact message ; 
and if it is a good one, it will give real pleasure to 

Yours most sincerely, 

H. WalpoIjB. 

P.S. Mrs. Proypero, who is not my Miranda, was there 
last night with a true blue embroidered favour, that cast 
a ten times more important colour on her accents, and 
made her as potent in her own eyes as Syeorax. 

2728. To THB Hon. Thomas Walpolk. 

Deab Sib, Apra 9, 1790. 

I was obliged to go out as I received your obliging com- 
munication, which I now return with many thanks. The 
letter is uncommonly sensible, clear, and descriptive, and 
paints not only what is, but what certainly will happen — 
the last confusion. And, though the nation does not yet 
seem to turn, I am persuaded that it will, as soon as any 
considerable convulsion happens. And common sense tells 
me what numerous thousands must be ready to join and 
promote a re-revolution. How that will terminate no fore- 
sight can predict, much less in favour of whom. Not^ Z 
fear, of liberty, for, however active patriotism may be at 
the outset of reformation, self-interest and ambition are 
endowed with much more perseverance. 

My poor lame fingers cannot well say more. They produce 
daily so much chalk that I could write with it on black paper 
as easily as on white with ink. 

Tour much obliged humble servant^ 

Hob. Walpole. 

Lbttbb 2798.— Not in 0. ; reprinted Eforace Wd^I«, edited by Sir Spenoer 
firom Some UnpyUUhed Letten q/ Walpole, pp. 106-7. 
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2729. To THB Eabl of Cablisle. 

My LoBD^ '" Berkeley Square, April 10, 1790. 

I had sent my servant to the other end of the town to 
Mr. Pinkerton's bookseller, or I should not have been so 
late before I acknowledged the great pleasure I received 
from the beautiful and genteel lines ^ with which your Lord* 
ship was so very good as to honour me yesterday. It is 
very fortunate for Sir Joshua that the justice you have done 
to his merit will long survive his works, and wiU convince 
posterity that he was the real founder of an English School — 
if such a School shall continue. 

Tour Lordship has as justly described his foreign prede- 
cessors and the characters of their works ; and you have said 
in few lines what I had attempted in far too many in prose. 
Yet I am so pleased, that allow me, my Lord, to say, that 
you will be very blameable^ if, with so poetic a talent, you 
do not employ it oftener to vanquish competitors more 
worthy of you. 

I have the honour to be, my Lord, with the greatest 
lespect, admiration, and gratitude, 

Tour Lordship's 
Most obedient and most obliged 

Humble servant. 

Hob. Walpole. 

P.S. Tour Lordship has but half a guinea more to pay 
for the volume that accompanies this. 

IdnrxB 2790. — Hot in 0. ; printed Beynolds, on Ids resignation of the 

from original in poMeoion of the presidency of the Boyal Academy in 

Barl of Oarlisle. February IIWK 
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2780. To . 

April 80, 1790. 

Ton have for many years been so obliging to me, that 
I presume on that kindness to recommend to you the bearer, 
Mr. Pinkerton, whose great abilities, various knowledge and 
indefatigable industry in the pursuit of literary truth, can- 
not want so poor and inferior countenance as mine to intro- 
duce him to one of congenial zeal in the cause of erudition. 
Hr. Pinkerton, Sir, is engaged in elucidating the very ancient 
history of Scotland from the most authentic memorials that 
exist He has been informed that in your most precious 
treasury of MSS. are several antique Scottish charters and 
other documents, and he could not learn that information 
without learning at the same time how benevolent and 
indulgent a patron you are of the devotees to historic 
antiquity. Hr. Pinkerton is a man of strict honour, and 
I will answer that he will not abuse your condescension if 
you will favour him with a view of whatever may suit his 
object. On me you will confer a new and particular obliga- 
tion, and it will be a pleasure to me too to have formed an 
acquaintance between two gentlemen to whom these islands 
are and will be so much indebted. 

I have the honour to be^ with great regard. Sir, 
Your very grateful 

And most obedient humble servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 

LrmcR 2780. — Not in G. ; now first printed (originftl in poMemon of 
Kr. T. D. Enjs). 
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2781. To BlOHABD GrOUGH. 

DsAB Sib, Berkeley Square, Hay 17, 1790. 

I haye the pleasure of telling you that Lord Monson ^ has 
aoquamted me with his having brought his old portraits to 
town, and that you may see them at his house in Albemarle 
Street; but they are so much decayed that he does not 
propose to have them repaired. — If you should be coming 
to town, I will beg you to give me previous notice, and 
I will be ready to attend you to his Lordship's house ; but 
I must know it overnight, that I may apprise Lord Monson ; 
and I should wish to hear from you in time, that I may not 
be at Strawberry Hill, whither I go frequently now the 
season is so fine. I am, with great regard. 

Tour much obliged humble servant. 

Hob. Walpolb. 

2732. To John Pinkbbton. 

Strawbeny Hill, May 96, 1790. 

I AM sorry I was out of town when you did me the favour 
of caUing. I could have shown you a very Jesuitic letter 
from the prelate ' in answer to Lady D.'s application at my 
request ; and of which I should have told you if I had 
conceived any hope from it. 

I did not at all expect any success from her or my applica- 
tion : I would not refuse you to apply, but I know that I have 
no credit ; and, as I obtain nothing but denials and evasions, 
I am always most unwilling to solicit what I have no chance 

Lnm2781.— Not in C ; reprinted Lnmt 2782.~Not in 0. ; reprinted 

from Niohols'8 lAUmam Aneedotei^ ttomFiiikisrton*u0orre9ptmdeHO»^yol. 
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of procuring, and what, I assure you, nothing should make 
me aak for m3rsel£ I haye not been ayerae from proving to 
you that I would have served you if I could ; but interest, 
you perceive, I have none at alL I heartily wish your 
merit may find more substantial friends than your very 
insignificant humble servant, &c. 



2783. To THE Hon. Henet Seymoub Conway. 

strawberry HiU, Jane 25, 1790. 

I AM glad at least that you was not fetched to town on 
last Tuesday, which was as hot as if Phaeton had once more 
gotten into his papa's curricle and driven it along the lower 
road ; but the old King has resumed the reins again, and 
does not allow us a handful more of beams than come 
to our northern share. I am glad, too, that I was not 
summoned also to the Fitzroyal arrangement ; it was better 
to be singed here, than exposed between two such fiery 
furnaces as Lady Southampton and my niece Eeppel. I pity 
Charles Fox to be kept on the Westminster gridiron. Before 
I came out of town, I was diverted by a story from the 
hustings : one of the mob called to Fox, ' Well, Charley, are 
not you sick of your codlUkm?* 'Poor gentleman!' cried 
an old woman in the crowd, 'why should not he like a 
coOaiion?* 

I am very sorry Hrs. Damer is so tormented, but I hope 
the new inflammation will relieve her. As I was writing 
that sentence this morning, Hesdames de Boufflers came to 
see me from Bichmond, and brought a Comte de Moranville 
to see my house. The puerile pedants of their £taU are 
going to pull down the statues of Louis Quatorze, like their 
silly ancestors, who proposed to demolish the tomb of John 
Duke of Bedford. The Vicomte de Ifirabeau is arrested 

LsiTBE 2788.— Collated with original in powwrion of Barl Waldegrsva. 



i79o] To {he Earl cf Strafford 253 

somewhere for something^ perhaps for one of his least 
crimes ; in short, I am angry that the eause of liberty is 
profaned by sueh fools and rascals. If the two German 
kings make peace^ as you hear and as I expected, the 
BrabanterSy who seem not to have known much better 
what to do with their revolution, will be the first sacrifice 
on the altar of peace. 

I stick fast at the beginning of the first volume of Bruce, 
though I am told it is the most entertaining ; but I am sick 
of his vanity, and (I believe) of his want of veracity ; I am 
sure, of his want of method and of his obscurity. 

I hope my wives were not at Park Place in your absence: 
the loss of them is irreparable to me, and I tremble to 
think how much more I shall feel it in three months, 
when I am to part with them for — ^who can tell how long? 
Adieu I 

2784 To THB Eabl of Stbaffobb. 

Strawbeny Hill, Jane 26, 1790. 

I no not forget your Lordship's commands, though I do 
recollect my own inability to divert you. Every year at 
my advanced time of life would make more reasonable my 
plea of knowing nothing worth repeating, especially at this 
season. The general topic of elections is the last subject to 
^rtiich I could listen : there is not one about which I care 
a straw ; and I believe your Lordship quite as indifferent 
I am not much more ou faU of war or peace ; I hope for 
the latter, nay and expect it, because it is not yet war. 
Pride and anger do not deliberate to the middle of the 
campaign; and I believe even the great incendiaries are 
more intent on making a good bargain than on saving their 
honour. If they save lives, I care not who is the better 
politician; and, as I am not to be their judge, I do not 



254 To the Hon. Henry Seymour Conway [1790 

inquire what false weights they fling into the scales. Two- 
thirds of France, who are not so humble as I, seem to think 
they can entirely new-model the world with metaphysical 
compasses ; and hold that no injustice, no barbarity, need 
to be counted in making the experiment. Such legislators 
are sublime empirics, and in their universal benoTolence 
have very little individual sensibility. In short, the result 
of my reflections on what has passed in Europe for these 
latter centuries is, that tyrants have no consciences, and 
reformers no feeling; and the world suffers both by the 
plague and by the cure. What oceans of blood were Luther 
and Calvin the authors of being spilt I The late French 
government was detestable; yet I still doubt whether a 
civil war will not be the consequence of the revolution, and 
then what may be the upshot? Brabant was grievously 
provoked; is it sure that it will be emancipated? For 
how short a time do people who set out on the most just 
principles advert to their first springs of motion, and retain 
consistency? Nay, how long can promoters of revolutions 
be sure of maintaining their own ascendant ? They are like 
projectors, who are conmionly ruined ; while others make 
fortunes on the foundation laid by the inventors. 

I am always your Lordship's very devoted humble servant. 

Hob. Walpolb. 

2736. To THE Hon. Hbnby Seymoub Cokway. 

strawberry Hill, Wednesday night, July 1790. 

It is certainly not from having anything to tell you that 
I reply so soon, but as the most agreeable thing I can do in 
my confinementi The gout came into my heel the night 
before last, perhaps from the deluge and damp. I increased 
it yesterday by limping about the house with a party I had 
to breakfast. To-day I am lying on the settee, unable to 



l79o} To the Hon. Henry Seymour Contoay 255 

walk alone, or even to put on a slipper. HoweTer, as I am 
much easier this evening, I trust it will go off. 

I do not loye disputes, and shall not argue with you 
about Bruce ; but, if you like him, you shall not choose an 
author for me. It is the most absurd, obscure, and tiresome 
book I know. I shall admire if you have a clear conception 
about most of the persons and matters in his work ; but, in 
fact, I do not believe you have. Pray, can you distinguish 
between his cock and hen Heghes, and between all Yasouses 
and Ozoros ? and do you firmly believe that an old man and 
his son were sent for and put to death, because the King had 
run into a thorn-bush, and was forced to leave his clothes 
behind him I Is it your faith, that one of their Abyssinian 
Majesties pleaded not being able to contribute towards 
sending for a new Abun% because he had spent all his 
money at Venice in looking-glasses? And do you really 
think that Peter Paez was a Jack-of-all-trades, and built 
palaces and convents without assistance^ and furnished them 
with his own hands? You, who are a little apt to contest 
most assertions, must have strangely let out your credulity I 
I could put forty questions to you as wonderful ; and, for 
my part, could as soon credit . • } 

1 am tired of railing at French barbarity and folly. They 
are more puerile now serious, than when in the long paroxysm 
of gay levity. Legislators, a senate, to neglect laws, in order 
to annihilate coats of arms and liveries I to pull down a King, 
and set up an Emperor I They are hastening to establish 
the tribunal of the prsetorian guards ; for the sovereignty, 
it seems, is not to be hereditary. One view of their fite of 
the 14th*, I suppose, is to draw money to Paris; and the 
consequence will be, that the deputies will return to the 
provinces drunk with independence and self-importance, 

LxttxbS786. — ' So in LoTd Oxford's * In ooDunemonktion of tlie oapiure 
TTorlra, in whioh this lettec WW fint oftheBastiUA. 
feinted. 
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and will commit fifty times more ezoesses, massacres, and 
devastations than last year. George Selwyn says that 
Monsieur, the King's brother, is the only man of rank ficom 
whom they cannot take a title. 

How frantically have the French acted/ and how ration- 
ally the Americans I But Franklin and Washington were 
great men. None have appeared yet in France ; and Necker 
has only returned to make a wretched figure I He is become 
as insignificant as his King ; his name is never mentioned, 
but now and then as disapproving something that is done. 
Why then does he stay ? Does he wait to strike some great 
stroke, when everything is demolished? His glory, which 
consisted in being minister though a Protestant, is vanished 
by the destruction of Popeiy; the honour of which, I 
suppose, he will scarce assume to himself. I have vented 
my budget, and now good night 1 I feel almost as if I could 
walk up to bed. 

2736. To MiBS Maby Bbbby. 

strawberry HiU, July 2, 1790. 

I WBOTE a bit of a letter to you t'other day in such a hurry 
that I don't know what I said — though I fear more than 
I intended — but no more of that. 

My neighbourhood, though Eichmond is brimful both of 
French and English, furnishes no more entertainment than 
usual, for which I am much more sony on your account 
than on my own, for my letters will not be amusing. Hy 
personal history is short and dull. I have made my chief 
visits ; my offices advance, and I have got in most of my 
hay, and such a quantity, that I believe^ I believe, it will 
pay for half a yard of my building. All news have centred 
in elections ; I care about none, nor have listened to any. 
They and the pressgangs have swept the roads of footpads 

liBrrm 878C^Kat in 0. 
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and highwaymen, who hide themselves, or are gone to vote. 
Whether they who used to come to see my house are of 
either complexion, I don't know, but I have had less demand 
for tickets than usual — what else can I tell you ? 

I am glad you stayed long enough at Park Place to see all 
its beauties. The cottage and all its purlieus are delicious, 
so is the bridge and Isis, and the Druids' temple seems to 
haye been bom and bred on the spot where it stands. 
I wish you had seen Nuneham too, which is another of my 
first favouritea 

Mr. Berry will want news of the Spanish war, but I can 
send him none, nor do I at all believe that it will come to 
a head. France seems more likely to ripen to confusion ; 
they go on levelling so madly, that I shall wonder if 
everybody does not think himself loosened from all re- 
straints and bound to conform to none. A pretty experiment 
to throw society, with all its improved vices and desires, into 
a state of nature, which in its outset had many of them to 
discover, and no worse instrument than the jawbone of an 
ass to execute mischief with. That Serene Prince the Duke 
of Orl^ns has bowed to the abolition of titles, and calls 
himself Monsr. Capet^ from whom he may be descended, if 
he is not from the Bourbons ; but as he has failed in being 
such another usurper, I wonder he did not avoid the allusion. 

Since I began my letter I have caUed on Madame de 
Bouffiers, and heard but too much news. Monsr. d'Olan', 
a worthy man, and nephew of my dear friend Madame du 
V Deff&nd, has been taken out of his bed, to which he was 

1 confined by the gout, at Avignon, and hanged by the mob ! 

I have said for this year that I am happy she ia dead : and 
now how much that reflection is fortified I The Prime 
Minister of Spain has been stabbed by a Frenchman, but is 
not dead — the wretch is taken. I hope Mr. Berry will 

^ Tlie ICazqnii d' AqUil 

W4U0LX. XIV S 
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cease to reckon me a royalist, because I do not think that 
liberty is cheaply purchased by murders and every kind of 
yiolence and injustice. 

You must tack this half letter to that of t'other day, and 
call it a whole one. You are sure I must want matter, not 
inclination, when I do not send you what pedants call a 
just Tolume. Pray return from Lymington with blooming 
countenances; you must sit for your pictures before your 
long journey. I have not mentioned that article lately, 
because you have both looked so pale, nor indeed has the 
subject been so agreeable as when I first proposed it; 
portraits are but melancholy pleasures in long absences. 
With what a difiPerent emphasis does one say adieu! for 
a month, and for a year. I scarce guess how one can say 
the latter — ^alas I I must learn, 

2737. To Miss Kaby Bebby. 

strawberry Hill, Saturday night, July 8, 1790. 

How kind to write the very moment you arrived 1 but 
pray do not think that, welcome as your letters are, I would 
purchase them at the price of any fatigue to you — a proviso 
I put in already against moments when you may be more 
weary than by a journey to Lymington. You make me 
happy by the good accounts of Hiss Agnes ; and I should 
be completely so, if the air of the sea could be so beneficial 
to you both, as to make your farther journey unnecessary 
to your healths, at least for some time ; for — and I protest 
solemnly that not a personal thought enters into the con* 
sideration — I shall be excessively alarmed at your going to 
the Continent, when such a frenzy has seized it. You see 
by the papers that the flame has burst out at Florence : can 
Pisa then be secure? Flanders can be no safe road ; and 
is any part of France so? I told you in my last of the 
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horrors at Avignon. At Madrid the people are riotous 
against the war with us, and prosecuted I am persuaded it 
will not be ; but the demon of Gaul is busy everywhere — 
nay, its imps are here. 

Home Tooke declared on the hustings t'other day that 
he would exterminate those locusts the nobility. Lord 
Lansdowne^ whose family name I suspect to have been Petit 
(a French one), not Petty, is suspected to have set Tooke at 
work, and, like Monsr. Capet ^ would waive his marquisate 
to compass a revolution. Capet is gone to the new St. Bar^ 
th^lemi or jubilee on the 14th. The banquet tables, it is 
said, are to extend a liguey for league is not French enough ; 
the King is to be declared Emperor of the Franks, but the 
dignity not to be hereditary, that Polish massacres may 
be so. 

The ^tais, who are as foolish as atrocious, have printed 
lists of the surnames which the late noblesse are to assume 
or resume; as if people did not know their own names. 
I like a speech I have heard of the Queen« She went with 
the King to see the manufteture of glass, and, as they passed 
the Halles, the poissardes huzzaed them : 'Upon my word,' . 
said the Queen, 'these folks are civiller when you visit them, ^ 
than when they visit you.' This marked both spirit and 
good humour. For my part, I am so shocked at French 
barbarity, that I begin to think that our hatred of them is 
not national prejudice but natural instinct ; as tame animals 
are bom with an antipathy to beasts of prey. 

Mrs. Damer tells me in a letter to-day that Lady Aylesbury 
was charmed with you both (which did not surprise either 
of us) ; and says she never saw two persons have so much 
taste for the country, who have no place of their own. It 
may be so ; but^ begging her Ladyship's pardon and yours^ 

Lams 8787. — ' Tlie Duo d*(>rltaiii. 
B a 
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I think that people who have a place of their own are 
mighty apt not to like any other. 

I feel all the kindness at your determination of coming to 
Twickenham in August, and shall certainly say no more 
against it, though I am certain that I shall count every day 
that passes ; and when (hey are paeeed, they will leave a 
melancholy impression on Strawberry, that I had rather 
have affixed to London. The two last summers were in* 
finitely the pleasantest I ever passed here^ for I never before 
had an agreeable neighbourhood. Still I loved the place, 
and had no comparisons to draw. Now, the neighbourhood 
will remain, and will appear ten times worse; with the 
aggravation of remembering two months that may have 
some transient roses, but, I am sure, lasting thorns.. You 
tell me I do not write with my usual spirits : at least I will 
suppress, as much as I can, the want of them, though I am 
a bad dissembler. 

Hiss Cambridge told me you had charged her to search 
for a house for you. I did bid Philip, but I believe not 
wiUi the eagerness of last year, and I am persuaded she will 
execute your commission punctually. 

Tou do not mention the cathedral at Winchester, which 
I have twice seen and admired ; nor do you say anything of 
Bevismount and Netley — charming Netley I At Lyndhurst 
you passed the palatial hovel of my Boyal nephew; who 
I have reason to wish had never been so, and did all I could 
to prevent his being. 

The home chapter will be as dull as usual. The Boydels 
and Nichols breakfasted here yesterday, in return for their 
civilitieB at the Shakespeare Gallery. On Tuesday is to 
come Lady Herries and her clan. The week before last 
I met the Harlboroughs at Lady Di's. The Duchess 
desired to come and see Strawberry again, as it had rained 
the whole time she was here last I proposed the next 
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morning : no^ she eould not ; she expected company to 
dinner; she believed their brother, Lord Bobert^ would 
dine with them : I thought that a little odd, as they have 
just turned him out for Oxfordshire ; and I thought a dinner 
no cause at the distance of four miles. In her Grace's dawd- 
ling way, she could fix no time : and so on Friday, at half 
an hour after seven, as I was going to Lady North's, they 
arrived ; and the sun being setting, and the moon not risen, 
you may judge how much they could see through all the 
painted glass by twilight. 

It has rained all day, and I have not been out of the house. 
In the morning I had three or four visitors, particularly my 
nephew George Gholmondeley, with an account of his 
marriage settlements' and the toothache. To-night I am 
writing to you comfortably by the fireside, for we are forced 
to raise an English July in a hot-house, like grapea Pray 
tell me as much of your personal history and what company 
you have. I care much more about Lymington than all the 
elections in the kingdom, and I seem to think that you 
interest yourself as much about les afiiusemena des eaux de 
Straberri Qood night 

278& To Miss Mabt Bebby. 

strawberry Hill, Friday night, July 10, 1790. 

I BEGiH my letter to-night, but shall not send it away till 
I hear again from you, that our letters may not jostle 
without answering one another; but how can I pass my 
solitary evenings so well as by talking to you? I laid on 
my couch for three da]^ but as never was so tractable 
a gout as mine, I have walked all over the house to-day 

* Lord Bobert Spenoer. DomtBhixe. 

• He married, on Aug. 7, Marci», Lxttxb 2788. — Not in C. 
dangbtcor of John Pitt, of Snoombe, 
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without assistance. I did long to peep at my buildings but 
as it has been a cold dog-daify I would not risk a relapse, 
and about dinner we had a smart shower. ^ Well,' you cry, 
' and was it worth while to write only to teQ me it is cold ? 
We know that at Weymouth.' Oh yes I it was to tell you 
otherguess news than of heat or cold overhead. In shorty 
as whateyer may directly or indirectly affect you and your 
sister is my principal occupation at present, I must tran- 
scribe two paragraphs from 37^ Times of the day before 
yesterday. 

'The subjects of Leopold hare assumed the cockade in 
Leghorn, and delivered to the Regency a BiU cf Rights.* 

* On the 3 1st of May, the people in a tumultuous manner 
broke open two churches at LegTiom, They then advanced 
to the quarter of the Jews, threatening entirely to extirpate 
them. Some soldiers were hastily assembled and ordered 
to fire on the mutineers. Six were killed and a great 
number wounded. Still however the disturbances continued. 
They have opened other churches, and converted them into 
magazines, and have assumed the red and white cockade. 
The senate and governor have endeavoured to persuade 
them to adopt peaceable measures. They have answered by 
a memorial, stating their civil and religious grievances and 
demanding redress.' 

Thus Pisa, you see, is no sojourning place for you. 
Indeed, as I told Miss Agnes in my last, till some of the 
ferment in Europe subsides, it would be very unadvised to 
change this country for any other. Mrs. Boscawen, who 
came to visit my gout this mornings told me that Mr. 
Prescot^ coming from Avignon, where poor Monsr. Dolan 
and four other persons have been hanged for refusing to 
disavow the Pope, was thrown into prison in France, and 
detained there all night, before [being] suffered to prosecute 
his journey through France. The Duchess of Gloucester, 
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who called on me afterwards^ says the like troubles are 
broken out in Switzerland. Surely this is not a season for 
expeditions to the Continent. 

Monsr, Capet has been twice at Brighthelmstone, and had 
sent Madame Bufifon * before to feel his way. She and others 
hare warned him not to embark ; he has given it up, has 
sent for his pictures for sale^ and perhaps with them may 
buy an Irish peerage. Lord Carlisle and Lord William 
Oordon were going to Paris for the Hth, but hear it would 
be too perilous a service — U riy fenM pas ban pour tout 
aristocrat! 

General Conway in his last letter asked me if it was not 
a theme to moralize on, this earthquake that has swallowed 
up all Hontmorencis, Guises, Birons, and great names? 
I reply, it makes me vmmordlufe; I am outrageous at the 
destruction of all the visions that make history delectable : 
without some romance it is but a register of crimes and 
calamities, and the French seem preparing to make their 
country one universal St. Barth^lemi : they are instructing 
the populace to lay everything waste ! What is to restrain 
them^ Will they obey those masters who tell them, preach 
to them, that all are equal ; but who, good men ! pay them- 
selves twelve livres a day for propagating that doctrine? 
I shall wonder if their eqwils do not recollect having an equal 
right to twelve livres a day I Oh, go not into that conflagra- 
tion, nor whither its sparks extend I Come to the banks of 
the gentle placid Thames, nor strew its shores with alarm 
and anxiety by leaving them. How I wished for you to-day 
— yes, don't you believe me? — ^and particularly at three 
o'clock I Mrs. Boscawen was sitting with me here in the 
blue bow-window ; in a moment the river was covered with 
little yatches and boats, the road and the opposite meadow 
with coaches, chaises, horsemen, women, and children. 

1 The ComtMW de Buffm, to whom the Duo d'Orlfons wae attached* 
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Mr. George Hardinge had given three guineas to be rowed 
for by four two-oared boats from his Bagman's Castle to 
Lady Dudley's and back, so we saw the confluence go and 
return. I had not heard of it» but all Bichmond had, and 
was descended from its heights. Mrs. Bosoawen says you 
have at Weymouth the Dowager Duchess Plantagenet^ or^ 
as I translate her, Broomstick; heaucot/^ Shommmr^ but I 
don't believe she enlivens you like a boat-raca Adieu, 
jti8qu*au risumL 

12th. 

It is but Monday evening, and I expect no letter till to* 
morrow, but I must go on ; I have new horrors and dangers 
to relate. Monsr. Cordon, who was Sardinian minister here, 
and now at Paris, fell under the displeasure of the new 
despots, the mob; they met a man whom they took for 
Cordon, and sans dire gore! hanged him. Madame de St 
Alban', who you know is a pinchbeck-niece of mine, was 
returning to Lord Cholmondeley from Paris, but was arrested 
at the gate, and had all her papers seized and examined. 
While I was writing this paragraph, Mrs. Grenville called 
to see me, and had just seen a Mrs. Hamlyn, lately returned 
from Italy with her husband ; between Boulogne and Calais 
they were stopped seven times by vagabonds liberty-drunk, 
and obliged to drink with them ; and yesterday I heard of 
a Mr. Prescot being stopped in France and imprisoned for 
a night ; but it is for Wednesday that everybody tremblea 
The son of Madame de Boufflers has written to his mother in 
a style of taking leave of her and his wife and child, as not 
knowing if he shall ever see them again. I do not coin 
these tragedies to frighten you, but they will terrify me if 
you still think of setting your foot on French ground. 

* The Dowager DnoheM of Beaa- a phyiioian, from whom she eloped 
fort in 1774. 

> Fomierlj Mrs. EUiot, wife of 
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What say you to that mischievous lunatic Lord Stanhope, 
who is to celebrate the French jubilee at the Crown and 
Anchor? I was told to-day, but have not seen it, of an 
excellent advertisement against him from the oyster-women 
of Billingsgate, professing their disloyalty, and desiring to 
be associated to his banquet 

I am still confined, and, like others who are well, sitting 
by the fire — ^in short, one must have firensummer, if sun- 
summer is not to be had. Mrs, Anderson and Mr. Wheeler 
called on me this morning from Hampton ; she looks lean 
and ill, and goes to Bamsgate ; her parents next week to 
Tunbridge for a month. One would think all the English 
were ducks, they are for ever waddling to the water. But 
I must stop, I shall not have an inch of paper for to-morrow. 

Tuesday. 

It is past twelve and no post yet, and ours go away at 
one. Lady Valetort was brought to bed of a dead daughter 
yesterday, but Lady Mount-Edgcumbe is more likely to die of 
the miscarriage than she. Here is your letter, I do not like 
your resolution not being shaken. I will say no more, but 
that I have not invented one of the circumstances I have 
stated in this or my last. I am grieved that Miss Agnes 
does not advance. About me you may be quite easy ; my 
lameness is no bigger than a limp. I only do not go out 
because I dread a relapse ; and as I have company qminJtwm 
sufficit in a morning, and can write to you all the evening, 
I do not mind voluntary confinement. It rains again this 
minute— -cold rain, I am sorry your coast is as bad. 

I have nothing to add to my letter but a new edition or 
correction of an old proverb, that I made this morning on 
Lady Cecilia's and everybody's jaunts to watering-places : H(nne 
is never homey (hough ever so eomdy. Mr. Udney ^ is just come 

* Joihn Udn^, aometime Oonsnl at Leghorn. 
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in, the post is just going out ; I must finish abruptly — if 
my letters ever do finish. 



2739. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

strawberry Hill, July 17, Saturday, 1790. 

I HAVE reoeiyed yours of the 14th, and since you seem so 
determined on your journey, I shall say little more on the 
subject ; though if my arguments have had no weight, 
yours, I assure you, are as fai from convinoing me. That 
Miss Crawford or Mrs. Lockart may have met with no 
disturbances on their routes is probably true, but proves 
nothing as to safety ; nor, when there is so much danger, 
does it become a jot wiser to run the contrary risk. That 
our papers are very untrue is certain; but nothing on 
earth is less true than that they have exaggerated the 
barbarities in France— they have not specified an hundredth 
part of them I They have not mentioned a third part of the 
ch&teaus that have been burnt. Have they said a syllable 
of the murder of poor Monsr. Dolan, or of five nuns 
massacred there, or of a young man just going to be married 
to a pretty young woman with whom he was in love, and 
whom they hanged before her window ? Will Miss Craw- 
ford deny these facts, or Mrs. Lockart deny the disturb- 
ances in Tuscany, of which I do know the government 
received an account ? I have heard that they are pacified — 
so were the disturbances in Hungary said to be — but they 
have broken out again. 

You need not have the most trifling apprehension of what 
I said I could not write. It is merely a project for sus- 
pending your journey till you see a little farther, and that 
you shall know when I see you. 

It is said that an account has come in foi-ty-eight hours 

LsiTBs 2780.— Not in a 
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that everything of St Barth^lemi's jubilee passed tranquilly 
the first day, and I did suppose that the fears of the £tats 
would make them take all manner of precautions ; but my 
notion all along has been that the greater danger of confusion 
will be when the deputies^ double poisoned by the leyellers, 
shall return into their several provinces. The Duke of 
Orl^ns, after much fluctuation, did go to Paris, and made 
a speech to the ^iatSf as you will see in our papers ; but it 
is said to have been ill received This is all I know des 
parties ^outremer. We seem to be very preparatory for 
war with Spain, but I still have no faith in its taking 
place. 

Lord Oamelford has at last heard of his son's ^ safety — 
and there ends all my knowledge. 

My gout did not last so long as a common cold. I was 
at Hampton on Friday, and at Richmond last night, making 
visits, but found nobody at home ; it was the first tolerable 
evening, and everybody had flown out. To-day it has been 
warmer, but as moist as if a sirocco. 

Thus, you see^ Lymington is not more eventlesa The 
two male Edgcumbes and Mr. Williams were with me this 
morning, and the two Lysons's ' dined with me, and General 
Conway breakfasted with me on Thursday morning on 
his way from town, so if there were a wherewithal of news, 
I might have learnt some. 

To-morrow I go to London ; on Tuesday to Mr. Barrett's 
in Kent ; and on Friday I shall be here again. 

My week of confined evenings has been employed in 



1 Hon. Thomas Pitt (1776-180i), 
■aooeeded his father aaieoond Baron 
Oamelford in 1798. He was kiUed 
in a dnel with a former fHend named 
Best. He entered the nayy in 1780 
on board the Ouardian, commanded 
by lieutenant Edward Bion. The 
ship was wreoked near the Gape of 



GKx>d Hope. Fitt^ with some others, 
remained on the ship, and snooeeded 
in bringing her into Table Bi^. 

* The brother of the Bev. Daniel 
Lysons, Samuel Lysons (1768-1819), 
who was also an antiquary, was 
an occasional guest at Strawberry 
HUl. 
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writing notes to Mr. Pennant's London, Ever since the 
appearance of Les Bues de Paris I had been eoUecting notices 
for such a work, though probably now should not have 
executed it When Hr« Pennant had something of such 
an idea the winter before last, I told him such hints as 
I recollected ; but as he is more impetuous than digestive, 
I had not looked out my memorandums, and he has made 
such a bungling use of those I gave him (for instance, in 
calling the Duchess of Tirconnel the white tniUiner instead of 
the white widow), that I am glad I furnished him with no 
more. 

What can I say more? Nothing to-night, but that both 
Philip and I have looked and inquired, and can find nothing 
here that even calls itself a ready-furnished house. I am 
persuaded, though Hiss Cambridge did not tell you so, that 
she had inquired, and knows there is not one. 

This being such a chip in peeper, I will carry it with me 
to town to-morrow, and even keep it back till after Monday 
evening, when I may possibly be able to satisfy your 
curiosity about the quiet peaceable FVench, and their modest 
jubilee^ in honour of their destroying tyranny and restoring 
liberty to everybody of hanging whom they please without 
triaL 

Holiday, 19th. 

I came to town yesterday, and at the door my maid told 
me that two persons had called to inquire, who had heard 
that I was dangerously ill, and even supposed dead. To 
be sure at my age that would be no miracle ; but as upon 
my honour I have seen myself every day, and know nothing 
of any illness I have had but a fillip of gout, I cannot 
believe there is any truth in those reports. 

I supped at my sister's last night, with several Ghurchills, 
Hiss Garter, and Hr. Fawkener, Clerk of the Council, and 
even he had only heard that the Wednesday you wot of 
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passed at Paris without disturbance. If I hear more of 
it this evening you shall know. I did hear a deal about 
Lord Barrymore and theatres he is building ; and of Lord 
Salisbury's licence to O'Beilly for operas at the Pantheon, 
but caring nothing about those matters I did not listen. 

To-night. — I have seen Madame de YiUegagnon-Walpole 
and Madame de la Yillebague this evening, and all they 
have heard yet is, that the Wednesday passed quietly, 
except that one cannon burst and killed five or six persons — 
but lives go for nothing upon good occasions. The King 
tramped on foot on the left hand of his superior the President 
of the Assembly ; the Queen was so lucky as to be worse 
treated, and was not forced to be present I There, I think 
Miss Crawford cannot send you a more peaceable or a more 
inviting account. Oh yes I had you been at Lyons lately, 
you might have been obliged to receive most condescending 
civilities from two of the greatest personages in France. 
Lady Rivers has written to my sister that she was at Lyons 
when two Amazons arrived there, deputed by their legis- 
lative body, Mesdames les Poissardee, to invite the late 
Comtesse d'Artois to return to Paris ; and those two am* 
bassadresses lodged in the same hoteL Lady B. was told 
she ought to wait on them — not she indeed. * Oh yes, you 
had much better ' — and so she found she had. They received 
her very graciously, and said, ' Nous nous reverrons.' How 
could I imagine that it is not charming travelling through 
France ! I go into Kent to-morrow ; how will you envy 
me if I meet a detachment of poissardes on the road 
to Chevening to create Earl Stanhope no peer! Good 
night. 
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2740. To Miss Maby Bebsy. 

strawberry Hill, Friday night, July 28, 1790. 

I ABBTVED at Lee on the day and hour I had promified 
Mr. Barrett ; returned to town on the day and hour I had 
promised myself and was back here as punctually in my 
promise to Strawbeny. Nothing in this was extraordinary, 
as I have always had the felicity of knowing my own mind ; 
but the manrel was, that I, who have not been £arther 
than Park Place these four years, and am moreover four 
years older and have had half a dozen more fits of gout^ 
was not at all fatigued by an hundred and twenty miles 
in three days, was new dressed by seven yesterday evening, 
went to Madame Walpole's, and then supped at Lady 
M. Churchill's. In short, I am so proud of all these feats 
of activity, that if you two should elope, I will say like 
portly Hal the moment he had beheaded Anne Bole3m, 

Cock's bones I now again I stand 
The joUiest batchelor i' th' land \ 

and I will marry two more wives the next day — so at your 
peril be it I 

I found Mr. Barrett's house complete, and the most 
perfect thing ever formed I Such taste, every inch so well 
finished, and the drawing-room and eating-room so mag^ 
nificentl I think if Strawberry were not its parent^ it 



LuTTXs S740. — ^Not in 0. 

1 Hoxaoe Walp<de qaotef this 
sentence in his MS. notes on Arohi- 
bald Bobertson*s Topograpkkal 
Survey <ifthe Great Bead /torn Lonf 
d<m to BaOi (1792). He snpplements 
the anther's aooonnt of Bichmond 
Park as foUows : — * Bichmond or 
New Park was made or rather, I 
suppose, enlarged by Charles 1st, as 
on asmall monnt ... on the western 
ridge near the lodge belonging to 



the Countess of Pembroke l^ a grant 
of Geoige Srd, tradition says Henry 
8th waited for a signal from the 
Tower of London to noti^ to him 
the moment the Execution of Anne 
Boleyn should be oomj^ted, and 
that he uttered that brutal and sen- 
sual sentence, 
** Cock's bones I now again I stand 

The jolUest batchelor in the land.**' 
See also Prior's TurtU and Sparrow, 

aari-a. 
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would be jealous. My journey, too, delighted me: such 
a &ce of plenty and beauty ; the com, the hay harvest, the 
cherry orchards, the hop grounds, all in their different ages 
so promising or so fulfilling! All the farms and hedges 
so tight and neat, and such rows of houses tacking them- 
selves on to every town, that every five miles were an 
answer to Dr. Price and Lord Stanhope; and on t'other 
side what an answer is coming from France ! But I must 
keep to a little regularity. 

The day of the jubilee was a deluge, and, like Noah's 
flood and the ^tcUs^ almost swept away everything; it 
rained fourteen hours, and not a dry thread but on the 
Queen (who was there), and had an awning for her and 
a few ladies, behind the King. The rest you know — but 
now list I When Philippe d'Orl^ns waited on the still 
King, M. Gouvion * (second under La Fayette) jostled him, 
and said, ' If you do not resent this, you are a scoundrel ' — 
ce fCest pas taut — five-and-twenty of the Garde Nationale 
have bound themselves to fight the aforesaid Philippe, 
provided that like a bowl he can tip down Oouvion and 
the first four-and-twenty. I left London on tiptoe for 
the event, and Mr. Lenox, I suppose, is not one of the least 
impatient. 

The 27th is to be the octave to the 14th, and is expected 
to produce fearful eventa On that day La Fayette's com- 
mission is to be renewed, or a successor appointed. But 
all this is nothing to an event that has happened, and the 
detail of which I saw last night in a letter to Madame 
Walpole from her sister at Paris, and which Mr. Fawkener 
had heard, though not quite so circumstantially. 

On the 13th arrived at Paris fifteen hundred Bretons on 
foot, the commander alone mounted. They marched to 

* General Je«n*Baptlste Qoayion (1747-1798), leoond in oomznand of the 
Ktttional Ghuyrd. 
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the pofU toumani of the Tuileries. The Ghtrde' Nationale 
would have stopped them, and have obliged the commander 
to difimount— jpotn^ da tauL They adyanoed into the 
garden under the windows of the King, who appeared in 
the balcony, and graoieused them. They demanded ad- 
mission to him, and were admitted, when the commandant, 
bending one knee, laid his sword at the Sling's feet^ and 
said, * Sire, je suis charge par la nation bretonne de yenir 
jurer amour et fid^lit^ h yotre Majesty et je yerserai la 
demi^re goutte de mon sang poor yous, pour la Beine 
et pour Monseignenr le Dauphin.' The King embraced 
him. The whole troop then went to a little garden parted 
off for the Dauphin on the terrace of the Tuileries, where 
he was gathering flowers. The pretty boy gaye a flower as 
long as they lasted to eyery Breton, and then gathered 
lilac leayes, and for fear they should not last, tore them in two, 
and gaye half aleaf apiece to the rest. And what, you will 
cry, were their Majesties the Mtats doing all this time. Oh, 
I suppose they had more important business on their hands, 
and were consulting metaphysically where they should 
deposit that old rag the Oriflamme, for they are exceedingly 
attentiye to making laws for types and symbols, and 
probably are as much afraid of the Bretons as they are of 
myladies the poissardes ; but I do not add a tittle to my 
text, and thus leaye these chapters in the middle. 

Our papers say the Hargraye of Anspach is dead suddenly ' 
-*so Lady Crayen is widow, though still wife. 

I went to carry my niece, Sophia Walpole, home last 
night from her mother's, and found Little Burlington 
Street blocked up by coaches. Lord Barrymore, his sister 
Lady Caroline ^ and Mrs. Gk>odall the actress, were per- 

' This was not the came, more ; m. (1788) Louis Piem I>nim> 

* Lady Carolina Bany, only numd, Comte de Melfort. 
daughter of sixth Earl of Bany- 
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forming TheBeauaf Stratagem iu Squib's auction-room^ which 
his Lordship has converted into a theatre. I do not know 
the rest of the company, nor are you probably curious. 
Haying now emptied my pouch of news, I will come to 
your letter of the 20th, which I have reoeiyed. 

I thank you for saying at least that you will take time 
to consider before you finally determine on your journey, 
I do not promise myself much from that consideration, for 
if you can still hesitate, it must be by the coup de haguette 
of some guardian angel that the face of Europe can be 
tranquillized in two months. The position of France, in- 
deed, may be much worse; but the talisman which I 
conclude you possess^ and that is to conyey you inyulnerable 
or inyisible through that nation of barbarians, must haye 
as much virtue as it had a fortnight ago, and as I have no 
amulet that can lull asleep my fears for you, I am not 
at all comforted nor quieted by the composing draught 
you have sent me. Those alarms have set fne on considering 
too, and unless you have reasons that are unknown to me, 
those you did give me appear by no means adequate to 
so strange a fancy as that of leaving your country again, 
when it is, and appears to everybody else, the only country 
in Europe at present that one would wish to be in. I fear 
my dread of letting my self-love preponderate over my 
attachment to dear you and dear Agnes made me too 
rashly forbear to contend against your scheme. I heartily 
repent of my acquiescence, which was as full of self-love as 
opposition would have been. In the cooler moments I 
have had since, it appears to me a wild, uncomfortable plan, 
that will not produce one of the purposes you seemed to 
propose by it, and therefore I ascribe it to a volatile roving 
humour, or to some motive of which I am ignorant, and 
into which I have no right to inquire. 

Any amendment in your sister that you announce is 

WAUOLS. XIV Jt 
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always the most grateful part of your letters, agreeable as 
they are to me. Dull they camiot be when one is so 
interested as I am. It is for your sake, not my own, that 
I wish you better amused. Of whom, were all the world 
at Lymington, could you talk, that would engage my 
attention so much as what you tell me about yourselyes? 
Good night Don't forget to tell me when I am to change 
my direction. 

2741. To Miss Hankah Mobe. 

strawberry Hill, July 85, 1790. 

Oh yes, I will have the gout willingly (such a pigmy 
fit as my last, ^entend) if it will make you write to me, 
which you never do in cool blood. One must be found 
stark under a hedge or be sold for a slave, or be a cripple, 
to put you in mind of one. You have no feeling but in 
your virtues nor friendship upon a less occasion than one's 
being in danger of one's life. Tou would not give a straw 
for a friend upon whose misfortunes you could not go to 
heaven. How extremes meet! who would have thought 
you were so like to old Marlborough — ' die and youll adore 
one I * As you know I live to catch your rigid goodness 
tripping, I have found another resemblance for you ; it is to 
Charles L ' So earnest with your God M ' if you had not 
copied the Martyr, but had run out of church the instant 
you heard the bellman — ^but no, I cannot joke with you, 
when at my heart I pity you about the poor negro girl' — 

Lbttkb 2741. — Not in OL ; pr^ 'So eAraestwiUi fhy God, can IM 

snmably inoomplete ; repzinted fforn new oare, 

Heasn. Sotheby*! CatalogiM of July Ko senge of danger, intermpt tby 

U. 1886. pray'r?* 

i From Waller*! poem addzesaed * * I oannot forbear telling yon, 

To CharUt I an reuMng at CkapA that at my city of Bristol, during 

1M Newt cfihe Dtike cjT Buekingkam*t ohnrch time, the oongregationa were 

Deathi^ garprifled laft Sunday with the beU 
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ufty* you know I am forced to taunt your piety, your 
charity, your beneficence, your tender sensibilities, because 
I cannot find a mental infirmity about you — ^would the 
health of your person were as invulnerable ! how unfortu* 
nate that you whose rest is broken in toiling to break the 
chains of the blacks, should have such a cruel instance 
come home to you — not to rouse your zeal ; it never slum- 
bers. Indeed I pity and feel for you. 

My gout, thank you and Mrs. Boscawen too who was so 
kind as to visit it, lasted but five days, and left me so 
entirely, and so well, that I have since been beyond 
Canterbury (or should have received and answered your 
letter sooner) to visit my friend Mr. Barrett and his lovely 
house, which I recommend you to see the next time you 
go to Kent : it is the quintessence of Gothic taste exquisitely 
executed. I wish William of Wickham were alive to em* 
ploy and reward Mr. Wyat — you would think the latter had 
designed the library for the former — it has sober dignity 
without prelatic pomp. I know a Protestant bishop whom 
a good old Papist* and I should like to see in just such 
a chamber at Canterbury, though I could almost wish youv 
friend Bonner in that see when Dr. Price with Bonnerian 
fury is labouring to spread here the massacres excited and 
winked at by the National Assembly at Paria I call their 
fete a new Barth^lemi, and have no doubt but it will sluice 
equal torrents of blood, and probably terminate in worse 
despotism, for when liberty runs mad it always ends in her 



of the pabUooridr in the streets. . .. liayenm t]ieriskofbii]riii^her,and 

They found that the beUnum mm made yon and the rest of my humane, 

crying a reward of a goinea to any- I had almoet said hnman, firiends, 

body who would prodnce a poor help me ont, if the cost had been 

negro girl who had run away. ... To oonnderable.* (Hannah More to 

my great grief and indignation, the Horaoe Walpole, Jnly 1790.) 

poor trembling wretch was dragged " Hannah More henelf^ who was 

out firom a hole in the top of a hoose on very ftiendly terms with the 

where she had hid herself, and Bishop of London, here xefened to 

forced on board ship. Alas I I did by Walpde. 
not know it tlU too late, or I would 

xa 
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being blistered, blooded, and chained in a [strait] waist- 
coat. 

Apropos of that pandemonium you will like a hon mot 
of la Signorina Piozzi; somebody was complaining of 
Sheridan's not haying paid Bubinelli and Pacchierotti ; 
she said he was like the Boman Emperor who lived upon 
the tongues of nightingales. 



2742. To Miss Mabt Besby. 

Strawbeny Hill, Thursday, July 29, 1790. 

If you give yourself an air and pretend to write dull 
letters, which I defy you to do when they are to pass through 
the medium of my eyes, I will lay you a wager that this 
shall beat you hollow, and even please Ur. Cumberland, 
who told me it was pity Mr. Oray^s letters had been 
printed; and consequently, I suppose, poor gentleman! 
he thinks private letters ought to be as insipid as his own 
comedies. One comfort is, that if I have nothing to say, 
X trust it will be the last that you will receive till I see you, 
and therefore if it is as dull as the last scene in any comedy, 
no matter. 

Tours of the 26th, that I have just received, tells me 
you will be in town by Thursday at farthest — so will I, 
certainly, and call on you in the evening. I have most 
seriously been house-hunting for you. I saw bills on two 
doors in Hontpellier Bow, but neither are furnished — ^and 
yesterday to a larger at Teddington, but it was not only 
stark naked, but tumbling down. You shall come to me, 
and then we will see what can be done. 

I do hope you will be staggered about a longer journey 
for some time. But two days ago I saw a new paragraph 
of Tuscan disturbances. Every paper talks of horrid ones 

IdBTTBs 9742.— -Not in C. 
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at Lyons ; but I will say no more now, as you promise to 
be guided by farther accounts. 

I have learnt nothing fresher from Paris, only that all 
the letters talk of repeated insults to the Duke of Orleans, 
and it is thought he will return hither. Nor of the Bretons, 
nonplus. 

The Duchesse de Biron and the BoufSers's are to dine 
here on Saturday, and the Edgcumbes. The Duchess 
returns to Paris next week, but as she must leave her duchy 
behind, why should not Lord Abercom desire the King to 
seize it as a wreck, and give it to Lady Cecilia Hamilton ^ ? 

The Argyles are returned, the Duchess, I hear, looking 
very ilL They have got a foolish notion at Richmond that 
Lord Blandford* is to marry Miss Gunning; an idea so 
improbable that even the luck of the Ounnings cannot make 
one believe it. 

You are in the right to look better, and I would advise 
Agnes to do so too as fast as possible, for, to tell you the 
truth, I feel myself growing inconstant I have seen Mrs. 
Udney. Oh, she is charming, looks so sensible, and, 
unluckily, so modest; but then, as Mr. Udney looks as 
old and decrepit as I do, there may be some hopes. 



At night 

Mr. Lysons the divine and I have been this evening to 

see the late Duke of Montagu's at Richmond, where I had 

not been for many years. Formerly I was much there, but 

Jier Grace broke with me on what I said in my Noble Authors 



1 Eighth datighter of the Hon. and 
Bav. Geoige HamUton, fourth son of 
•erenth Barl of Aberoom, and fint 
oonain of the ninth Earl (afterwards 
first ]Iarqais)of Aberoom, mentioned 
in the text. The Earl beoame mnch 
attached to her, and procured for 
her from the King the precedence 
of an BarPs daughter (Oct 1789). 



On the death of his first wife (1791) 
he married Lady Oeoil, but was 
divorced from her in 1796, when 
she married Sir Joseph Copley, 
Baronet. 

> Qeorge Speneer (1766 - 1840X 
Marqnis of Blandford, eldest son 
of fourth Dnke of ICarlborongb, 
whom he snooeeded in 1817. 
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of her grandfather Marlborough, as if I had been the first 
to propagate his avarice ! I softened it in the second 
edition to please her, but not being the most placable of 
her soft sex, she never forgave it The new garden that 
clambers up the hill is delightful, and disposed with 
admirable taste and varieiy. It is perfectly screened from 
human eyes, though in the bosom of so populous a village ; 
and you dimb till at last^ treading the houses under foot, 
you recover the Thames and all the world at a little 
distance. I am amazed that it is not more talked of, and 
I am glad Hra Udney did not see me in my ascent or 
descent. I was no very graceful figure as Hr. Lysons was 
dragging me up and down. I will take care to make love 
on plain ground ; and things do go on well, for at my return 
I found a note from Mrs, Udney to invite me to a concert 
on Sunday, so I must have made some impression, for 
I never saw her till yesterday morning. 

While I write, Mr. Lysons has been turning over Le 
Neve's' Monumenta AnglicancLf and has found that nine 
aldermen of London died in one year. I concluded it must 
have been in one of the years of the plague. No, it was in 
1711. Then it certainly was in 1711 that turtles were first 
imported. 

Adieu I How glad I am to have no more of these empty 
letters to write 1 Don't you think it tiresome to write 
letters at all? Pray let us have no more occasion to 
write any. 

P.S. Mr. Lysons was last Monday at Mrs. Piozzi's fite 
at Streatham. Five-and-forty persons sat down to dinner. 
In the evening was a concert, and a little hopping, and 
a supper. 

s John Le Neve (1679-1741), antiquary, oompiler of the FtuU EceUtiaa 
AngHeanae. 
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2743. To Miss Maby Bbbby. 

strawberry Hill, Monday night, Aug. 2, 1790. 

Bt youTB of Friday, whioh I received yesterday, I find 
you got one from me on Wednesday, and I hope one on 
Friday too. 

I shall certainly see you in Somerset Street on Thursday 
evening. I have changed my language, not my wishes ; 
and scarce a morsel of my opinion about your going abroad, 
though, as I have told you, I did at first acquiesce, because I 
knew how much my own happiness was at stake, and I would 
not suffer that to preponderate with me. But oh, my 
beloved friend, can I be so interested about you and not 
be alarmed? Every day I hear new causes of terror. 
Lyons is all tumult and violence. The Duke of Argyle, 
who is just arrived, had his chaise pelted, and the coronet 
over his arms rubbed out* Miss Cheap, whom I met last 
night at a concert at Mrs. Udney's, is frightened for you, 
like me, and very sorry for your project. She told me 
she has just received a letter from an English family 
abroad, whom probably you know, who are longing to 
come home, but dare not venture. Are these vain terrors 
in me ? And though I did not remonstrate at first, can I 
love you and be silent now? 

Though I cannot yet believe it will be, there is certainly 
much more probability than I thought of another Ounning 
becoming a duchess. General Conway wi»te to me that it 
is all settled, and that she is to have the same jointure as 
the Duchess of Marlborough ; but Lady Clackmannan ^ 
who has questioned (you may be sure) both the Duke and 
Lord Lome^, says the former answered coolly, 'They tell 

LsTTXB 2748. — ^Not in 0. Lady Greenwich, who was a Camp- 

1 A nickname for some lady of beU, and a great taUcer and goesip. 
Horace Walpole*8 eircle— poenhly < Oeoiige WUliam OunpbeU (1768* 
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me it is to be,* but the other told her he knew nothing 
of the matter, and that he had even not seen Lord Blandford. 
The Duchess of Gloucester says that Mrs. Howe, who is apt 
to be well informed, does not belieTe it. Hy incredulity 
is still better founded, and hangs on the Duchess of Marl- 
borough's wavering weathercockhood, which always rests 
at forbidding the banns. 

My dinner for the Biron and Boufflers went off agreeably. 
Yesterday I had Mr. Thomas Walpole, his French wife, 
who is most amiable, and his sister and daughters, and 
that too passed welL The Bretons, who are party per pale, 
loyal and levellers, have promised the Seigneur de Chilly 
to bum his ch&teau at their return, if they find a soup^on 
of any seigneurial marks remaining. They joined in the 
jubilee with alacrity, and yet since have quelled a mob who 
were proceeding to great lengths against le Capet for not 
taking the oath on the altar. The Queen they call nothing 
but la Dame Capet, as in the Fronde Anne of Austria was 
Dame Anne. 

It has rained all day. I had ordered my coach to go 
to Richmond in the evening, but bade it set up again, and 
preferred having the fires lighted, and writing to you 
comfortably. 

Miss Cheap is certainly your true friend, for she told me 
that Mrs. Udney, whom I took for two-and-twenty, is 
eight-and-thirty. There I found the Abbd* singing glees 
with the Abrahams \ He came to Mr. Barrett's a day 
later than he had promised. I insisted that he had been 
warbling at the Worcester and Gloucester music meeting. 

My nephew, Gkorge Cholmondeley, is to be married on 
Saturday. As Madame de St Alban is breeding, I told him 
I hoped his cousin the Earl will not disinherit him for a ready* 

1889), ICarquii of Lome, eldwt ion * The Bev. Korton NiohoUa. 

of sixth Duke of Argyll, whom he * The MiflM* Ahrams, concert 

•Qcoeeded in 1806. tingen. 
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made heir. I would allow her to be a duchess, but then 
it should be without changing her name* Good night ! 
I am glad I shall say so in person on Thursday. 



2744. To THB Hon. Hbnby Sbykoub Conway. 

strawberry Hill, Aug. 9, at night [1790]. 

Mb. Nicholls has offered to be postman to you ; where(^j 
though I have nothing, or as little as nothing, to say, 
I thought as how it would look kinder to send nothing in 
writing than by word of mouth. 

Nothing the first. So the Peace is made, and the stocks 
drank its health in a bumper ; but when they waked the 
next morning, they found they had reckoned without their 
host, and that their Majesties the King of big Britain and 
the King of little Spain have agreed to make peace some 
time or other, if they can agree upon it : and so the stocks 
drew in their horns : but, having great trust in some 
time or other, they only fell two pegs lower. I, who never 
believed there would be war, kept my prophetic stocks up 
to par, and my consol — ation stiU higher ; for when Spanish 
pride truckles, and English pride has had the honour of 
bullying, I dare to say we shall be content with the 
ostensible triumph, as Spain will be with some secret 
article that will leave her much where she was before. — 
Vide Falkland's Ishmd >. 

Nothing the second. Miss Gunning's match with Lord 
Blandford. You asserted it so peremptorily, that, though 
I doubted it, I quoted you. Lo ! it took its rise solely in 
poor old Bedford's dotage, that still harps on conjunctions 
copulative, but now disavows it, as they say, on a remon- 
strance from her daughter '• 

Lxrm 2744.— ' See toL viL p. 411, note 1. 

> The Ihusheai of Harlboroogh, mother of Lord BlandfordU 
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Nothing the third. Nothing will come of nothings says 
King Lear, and your humble servant, 

Hob. WaIiPolb. 



2745. To THB Eahl of Stbaffobd. 

strawberry Hill, Aug. 12, 1790. 

I MXTST not pretend any longer, my dear Lord, that this 
region is void of news and divendona Oh, we can in- 
novate as well as neighbouring nations. If an Earl 
Stanhope, though he cannot be a tribune, is ambitious of 
being a plebeian, he may without a law be as vulgar as 
heart can wish; and, though we have not a National 
Assembly to lay the axe to the root of nobility, the i>eerage 
have got a precedent for laying themselves in the kennel. 
Last night the Earl of Barrymore was so humble as to 
perform a buffoon-dance and act Scaramouch in a pantomime 
at Richmond for the benefit of Edwin, jun., the comedian : 
and I, like an old fool, but calling myself a philosopher 
that loves to study human nature in all its disguises, went 
to see the performance. 

Mr. Gray thinks that some Milton or some Cromwell 
may be lost to the world under the garb of a ploughman. 
Others may suppose that some excellent jack-pudding may 
lie hidden under red velvet and ermina I cannot say that 
by the experiment of last night the latter hypothesis has 
been demonstrated, any more than the inverse proposition 
in France, where, though there seem to be many as bloody- 
minded rascals as Cromwell, I can discover none of his 
abilities. They have settled nothing like a constitution ; 
on the contrary, they seem to protract everything but 
violence, as much as they can, in order to keep thei^ louis 
a day, which is more than two-thirds of the Assembly 
perhaps ever saw in a montL I do not love legislators 
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that pay themselveB so amply I They might have had as 
good a constitution as twenty-four millions of people could 
comport. As they have voted an army of an hundred and 
fifty thousand men, I know what their constitution will 
be, after passing through a civil war. In short, I detest 
them : they have done irreparable injury to liberty, for no 
monarch will ever summon jStata again ; and all the real 
service that will result from their fury will be that every 
King in Europe, for these twenty or perhaps thirty years to 
come, wiU be content with the prerogative he has, without 
venturing to augment it. 

The Empress of Bussia has thrashed the Eling of Sweden ; 
and the King of Sweden has thrashed the Empress of 
Sussia. I am more glad that both are beaten than that 
either is victorious ; for I do not, like our newspapers, and 
such admirers, fall in love with heroes and heroines who 
make war without a glimpse of provocation. I do like our 
making peace, whether we have provocation or not. I am 
forced to deal in European news, my dear Lord, for I have 
no homespun. I don't think my whole inkhorn could 
invent another paragraph ; and therefore I will take my 
leave, with (your Lordship knows) every kind wish for 
your health and happiness. 

Tour most devoted humble servant. 

Hob. Walpole. 

2746. To Mbs. Dickenson. 

strawberry HUl, Aug. 25, 1790. 

Mr. Dickenson's present was very kind, my dear Madam, 
and I give him a thousand thanks for it, especially as 

Lrtxb 2748. — Not in 0. ; now H.P., Warden of AU Souls College, 
first printed firom oxiginal in poe- Oxford. 
seMlon of Sir W. B. Anion, Baronet, 
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a mark of his remembrance and friendehip. The birds 
arrived perfectly sweet, and to me were a great novelty, 
who never saw grouse-pouts before: I took them for 
a beautiful new-invented sort of partridge, and wished to 
bring them to life again, rather than to eat them. 

Your letter is stiU kinder, and as far as gratitude and 
return of attachment can possibly go, I am not unworthy 
of it. I am sorry you give me such good reasons, that I dare 
not only not hope to see you soon, but am even forced 
to approve your reasons, and to admire you for them. 
Indeed when do you not act with sense and propriety? and 
when you have made so excellent a choice, can a true friend 
wish you to deviate from the line of conduct that so much 
becomes you? and which may interfere with some kind 
sentiments but does justly contribute to your solid happi* 
Siess — I will rest on that thought, and only hope I may 
live to a day when your duty and convenience may fall in 
with my satisfaction. Were I of a travelling age how 
gladly should I accept your most obliging proposal of 
making you a visit ! and kissing your pretty Louisa ^ !— but 
^y clock is on the stroke of seventy-four — and after so many 
years of gout, have not I cause to be content and thank 
God that I can creep about my own small garden ? — could 
I call on you and Mr. Dickenson, my dear Madam, it 
would not be in my way to Buxton. I do not believe there is 
in the whole map of medicine a fountain so salutary as my 
own temperance and regimen, and cold system. They 
have preserved my paper frame to this extended age, I am 
certainly better than I was three years ago, and though 
I have frequent parentheses of gout, they are not only short, 
but in a manner without pain, so that the worst hurt they 
do me is to confine me — ^and that now is a small evil. 
In short, I would not be cured of my gout, if I could ; I do 

1 Only oliild of MnL Diokenaon, and afterwarda numied to Qeneial Anaon. 
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not want to dance like Lord Barrymore with Delpini' — nay, 
I should probably have some other illness, which I should 
not understand so well how to manage — and besides old 
people who have no complaint are mighty apt to think that 
if forty or fifty years haye not lamed them, they have remained 
at a stand, and are still twenty — mercy on us I do but 
think what follies are committed by ancient gentry that 
fancy themselves young I — but I have talked too many lines 
on myself, and will now answer your questions. 

Poor dear Mrs. Yesey is exactly in the same state of 
childhood she was, and certainly will never be less so. 
One can only wish now that she was restored to happiness 
through the only door by which she can pass to it, and 
which her blameless benevolent life makes us presume she 
will enjoy. 

Mrs. Garrick I believe is still at Bristol, whither she 
went in a fright at the beginning of the summer. In the 
single letter I have received from Miss More, she told me 
her friend was better. So is she herself and tormenting 
herself, more to mend her spotless soul than her constitu- 
tion — one of her nostrums indeed is an excellent one, which 
is always labouring to do good to others. 

Miss Boyle*, called a fortune of five thousand a year, 
is really mistress of half of it The other half is contested 
by Lord Shannon^ by some informality in the poor 
brother's* will, or by Mrs. Walsingham's presuming on 
her own title to it without the right. I have heard both 
causes assigned and know not which is the trua Miss 
Boyle is intoxicated with her release, and laughs and talks 
and gallops and drives and dances from night to morning, 
and from one end of the isle to t'other — ^yet to the last 

s Formerly olowii at Ck>Tent « Bii)liftrdB<7le (1728-1807), third 

Garden Theatre. Earl of Shannon, If iis B<vle'i nnde. 

* Mies Boyle-Walringham, whose * Biohard Boyle-Walaingham ; d. 

pother had recently died. 1788. 
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moment of her mother's life never relaxed one moment 
in attention ; and since, with all her torrent of spirits, has 
done nothing to be blamed, and behaves with great regard 
and propriety to all her mother's old friends. Both her 
real and nominal fortune have a cohort of suitors, but 
I hear of no preference she shows; and as she has had 
the sense, against her mother's advice, to admit no female 
to live with her (who would soon recommend a male) I 
hope she will not fling away herself and her liberty and 
felicity on one of our sex, without knowing whether he 
deserves her or not; for that rare clan, the Dickensons, 
are not fortune-hunters. 

Our early post allows me to say no more, though I own I 
was happy to seize this moment of conversing with you 
again, for I am with the most sincere and cordial regard 
and esteem, 

Hy dearest Madam, 
Your most obliged and devoted humble servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 

2747. To THB Countess 07 Uppbb Ossoby. 

strawberry Hill, Aug. 80, 1790. 

To be sure, I am glad you have been delighted with 
your travels ; but Lord ! Madam, how could you think 
(perhaps you did not think) of being pleased with beauties 
and prospects at home? Mr. Gilpin has more taste; he 
despised the richness, verdure, amenity of Richmond Hill, 
when he had seen rocks and lakes in the north ; for size 
and distance of place add wonderfully to loveliness. From 
your first letter, I had more hopes of you: you were 
shocked at the rude mechanics, who thrust their callous 
hands into Dame Nature's bosom, and tear away all her 
dugs to get at her iron ribs, for the vile purposes of com^ 
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meroe and luxury ; but you have lelapsed, and are enchanted 
with Wales, and Chirk Castle, and twenty baubles, that 
everybody may visit in a week's time, without risk, and 
without the chance of a single hyaena running against your 
leg, as you went to your lodging at night. Can you boast 
of having discovered the source of the Dee or the Severn, 
which was not achieved by all antiquity, nor can be 
paralleled by all posterity, though the inhabitants of all 
the Welsh counties, that is the Oall^ have, or may have, 
seen those sources every day since the beginning of time? 
I will say no more on that subject, Madam, though I could 
write five volumes in quarto to show, by precedent, that 
you ought first to have gone to Dover Castle or Fountains 
Abbey, however far out of your way, and though you could 
have said nothing new about them ; and to have given 
an account of the trade of the Irish Channel, before you 
sought any river on this side of it 

I firmly believe all the beauties of Wales, and regret 
having never seen them while I was able, especially Picton 
Castle, the seat of my maternal ancestry, from a window 
of which one of my grandsires, Sir Richard Phillips, who 
was no taller than I am broad, was dragged and made 
prisoner by a colonel of the Bepublicans, while parleying 
about a surrender, when besieged by them. 

Of the charms of Chirk Castle I never heard before ; but 
how few have eyes I and till somebody has, the rest only 
look, till they have been taught to see, by hearing others 
have seen. Of Kuneham, I doubt, you were not half so 
fond as I am. It is not superb, but so calm, rianty and 
comfortable, so live-at-able, one wakes in a morning on 
such a whole picture of beauty I 

Tour Ladyship's story of Mrs. Hodges rousing Lady 
Bavensworth at midnight, to borrow a pack of cards, 
reminds me of the Duke of Wharton, who knocked up his 
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guardian, whom he hated, in the middle of the night, to 
borrow a pin ; but, pray, does she order supper for six at 
Iiady Bavensworth's too? 

To Lady Ambrosia Sydney^ I am an utter stranger; I 
suppose she was not Sir Henry, but Sir Nectar Sydney's 
daughter. 

I am as little acquainted with Miss Ponsonby and Hiss 
Buttershaw'; I think I saw something in a newspaper 
about them, but I mind so little what I read there^ that 
it made no impression, nor did I recollect to inquire ; so 
your Ladyship has told me more than I can possibly tell 
you of them. Are they relations of her you call the beamUiful 
Countess Talbot ' ? 

Poor St. Winifrede and poor Wynnstay I sie transit gloria 
mimdi, and of those who never were in mundo. Who is 
it says, that crowned heads and cane heads must equally 
come to the ground ? Sir Watkyn's father was called Prince 
of Wales: the head of its last soyereign did not come to 
the ground, but was fixed on the rails of the Tower — 
the present era is preaching moral lessons to all of the 

to learn the oharaoteis and private 
history, the foiUes and predileotiouB, 
of almost evezy indiyidnal above a 
cobbler In both, therefore know ex- 
actly in what key ^ey should plsy 
to evezy fresh visitor. In the year 
of oar Lord 1782, when I first heard 
of them, I was disposed to be capti- 
vated with anything so romantic. 
I came to my senses on being sssared 
in coarse of time that there was 
nothing the least romantic about 
them, and that nobody knew the 
world 80 well, or was so desirons to 
keep up a <dose connection with it.' 
* Lady Charlotte HiU (d. 1804), 
third dao^ter of first Marqais of 
Downshire; m. (1776) Hon. John 
Ghetwynd Talbot, who succeeded his 
uncle as third Baron Talbot in 1782, 
and was or. Sari Talbot in that 



2747.-J Ambrosia, thizd 
daughter ol Sir Henry Sidney, Lord 
Depu^ of Lreland« She died un- 
inarried. 

< Walpole probably means Lady 
Eleanor Butler (d. 1829), sister of 
seventeenth Earl of Ormonde, who, 
with Miss Sarah Ponsonby, * retired ' 
from the world between 1774 and 
1779. Th^ settled at Hasnewydd in 
the Yale of Llangollen. Their retire- 
ment was retirement in name only, 
for they were constantly visited 1^ 
tourists, including many foreigners. 
Lady Louisa Stuart writes of the 
* Ladies of LlangoUen' to Miss 
Clinton on Got. 8, 1821 {LeU&n, ed. 
by Hon. J. A. Home, 1901, pp. 
187-8) »— * They are the very grossest 
flatterers and palaverers upon earth, 
and keeping . . . agoitfyshti between 
England and L^eland, have contrived 
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calling, and St. Winifrede is lucky to be ont of danger — 
'tis well for her she is not at Avignon I There are freeh 
horrors from that neighbourhood; and Paris is in such 
a ferment that new swarms of French are flocking hither ; 
but I have been so ample in my answer to your Ladyship's 
two entertaining letters, that I have not left myself an inch 
of paper to say more. Oh, here is half of my paper that 
I thought filled, untouched! I perceiye I had folded it 
back as soon as I had written the first page ; and as I 
wrote my letter late at night to be ready for our early 
post next morning, I was half asleep^ and dreamt I had 
scribbled the whole sheet. Well, Madam, all the mishap 
will be, that you will have my news as dry as a chip 
before you receive it. 

At Marseilles — I think it was at Marseilles — ^a Monsieur 
Cazalet, and of his name I am not sure, to secure himself 
(being known, I suppose, for no friend to the chaos), had 
just taken the civic oath, and thereupon had been invited 
to dine with the waire I On a sudden they heard a violent 
clamour in the street, and, opening the widow, beheld 
a furious mob, who being asked what they wanted, an« 
swered, 'The head of Cazalet.' On that he was concealed ; 
but the savages broke in, found him, dragged him down* 
stairs by his hair, and then by one leg through the streets, 
till he lost his senses, when, putting a rope round his neck, 
they were going to dispatch him; but two grenadiers, 
shocked at such barbarities, drew their sabres, rescued the 
sufferer, kept off the ruffians, and conveyed the poor martyr 
into a house: but he expired the moment he arrived I 

At Paris, I have told you, Madam, confusion increases. 
A formal denunciation has been made to the domineering 
tribunal against Necker, who is accused of having advanced 
a million of livres to La Fayette, for the purpose of exciting 
or promoting the revolt in Brabant — how justly I know 
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not ; but when anarchy is abroad, its centurions are not 

a whit more safe than their antagonists. There is a sentence 

in Juvenal that Lord Ossory will translate, that comprises 

the whole code of such times, 

Verso pcHHee f?%Ugi 

Quendibet occidunt pqptdarUer. 

What a nation are the French I Sometimes carrying slavery 
to idolatry of their tyrants ; sometimes gorging their native 
insolence with all the extravagance of cruelty I 

2748. To Miss Hankah Mobb. 

Sept 11, 1790. 

I HAVE been lamenting that you never come eastward 
but to be planted like a weeping willow on the banks of 
the Thames^ in the depth of winter, which too evidently 
does not agree with you, and which consequently you do 
not become, though you droop most willowly. It is there- 
fore her (Mrs. Boscawen) desire and my wish that instead 
of sitting down by the waters of Babylon and coughing, 
you would suffer yourself to be transplanted from Cowslip 
Green to Bosedale* in October, where you will be as com* 
fortable as in a hoi-house, and see Christians; and in 
a bright morning may stroll out and make rhymes, if you 
list, to Thomson's blank Seasons, and where, though in the 
purlieus of royalty, you may now and then poach a miserable 
object to feed or be fed by your darling gluttony, charity. 
I am commissioned by the above-named dame to give you 
this invitation. Mm Qarrick will not go once more or 
less to and from London — ^and cannot have a syllable new 

LvmB 2748. — Not In C. ; pr»- fpent part of the winter at Hampton 

•omaUy incomplete. Beprinted with lin. Ganriok. 

from ICeenn. 8otheby*g Gatalopie of * Mn. Boacawen's home at Bioh» 

Jiilj li, 1896. mond. 

1 For MTexal jean Hannah Mora 
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to tell you of the stage coaohes and their returns ; and you 
may do nothing once a week as well in one place as 
another. . • • Mrs. Boscawen's invitation is a fair handle ; 
come try it, you are a pretty positive gentlewoman, though 
you only smile when persuaded to change your waya 



2749. To LoBD Hailes. 

Strawberry Hill, Sept. 21, 179a 
So many years^ Sir, have elapsed since I saw Burleigh, 
that I cannot in general pretend to recollect the pictures 
well. I do remember that there was a surfeit of pieces 
by Luca Giordano and Carlo Dolce, no capital masters, and 
posterior to the excellent. The Earl of Exeter \ who resided 
long at Borne in the time of those two painters, seemed 
to have employed them entirely during his sojourn there. 
I was not struck more than you, Sir, vnth the celebrated 
'Death of Seneca,' though one of the best works of Jordano. 
Perhaps Prior's verses lifted it to part of its fame, though 
even those verses are inferior to many of that charming 
poet's compositions. Upon the whole, Burleigh is a noble 
palace, contains many fine things, and the inside court 
struck me with admiration and reverence. 

The Shakespeare Gkdlery is truly most inadequate to its 
prototypes ; but how should it be worthy of them ! If we 
could recall the brightest luminaries of painting, could they 
do justice to Shakespeare? Was Baphael himself as great 
a genius in his art as the author of Mad>eth^ and who 
could draw Falstaff, but the writer of Falstaff? I am 
entirely of your opinion, Sir, that two of Northcote's 
pictures, from King John and Richard the Third, are at the 
head of the collection. In Hacklin's Gallery of Poets and 
Scripture, there are much better pictures than at Boydell's. 

Lbitbb 2749.— ' Frotebly Jolm OooU (d. 1700), flfth Earl of Exeter. 
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Opie's 'Jephthah's Vow' is a truly fine performance, and 
would be 80 in any assemblage of paintings ; as Sir Joshua's 
^ Death of Beaufort' is worthy of none: the imp is bur* 
lesque, and the Cardinal seems terrified at him as before 
him, when the imp is behind him. In Sir Thomas Han- 
mer's edition there is a print that gives the fact simply, 
pathetically, and with dignity, and just as you wish it told. 
Hy sentiments on French politics concur as much with 
yours as they do on the subjects aboye. The National 
Assembly set out too absurdly and extravagantly, not to 
throw their country into the last confusion ; which is not 
the way of correcting a government, but more probably 
of producing a worse, bad as the old was, and thence they 
will have given a lasting wound to liberty : for what king 
will ever call JSt<Us again, if he can possibly help it? The 
new legislators were pedants, not politicians, when they 
announced the equality of all men. We are all bom so, 
no doubt, abstractedly; and physically capable of being 
kept so, were it possible to establish a perfect govenmient, 
and give the same education to all men. But are they so 
in the present constitution of society, under a bad govern* 
ment, where most have had no education at all, but have 
been debased, brutified, by a long train and mixture of 
superstition and oppression, and witnesses to the luxury 
and vices of their superiors, which they could only envy 
and not enjoy? It was turning tigers loose; and the 
degradation of the nobility pointed out the prey. Gould 
it be expected that savages so hallooed on to outrage, and 
void of any notions of reciprocal duties and obligations, 
would fall into a regular system of acting as citizens under 
the government of reason and justice ? It was tearing all 
the bonds of society, which the experience of mankind had 
taught them were necessary to the mutual convenience of 
all ;. and no provision, no security, was made for those who 
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were levelled^ and who, though they enjoyed what they had 
by the old constitution, were treated, or were exposed to be 
treated, as criminals. They have been treated so: several 
have been butchered ; and the National Assembly dare not 
avenge them, as they should lose the favour of the intoxi- 
cated populace. That conduct was senseless, or worse. 
With no less folly did they seem to expect that a vast body 
of men, more enlightened, at least, than the gross multitude, 
would sit down in patience imder persecution and depriva- 
tion of all they valued ; I mean the nobility and clergy, 
who might be stunned, but were sure of reviving and of 
burning with vengeance. The insult was the greater, as 
the subsequent conduct of the National Assembly has proved 
more shamefully dishonest, in their paying themselves daily 
more than two-thirds of them ever saw perhaps in a month ; 
and that flagitious self-bestowed stipend, as it is void of all 
patriotic integrity, will destroy their power too ; for, if 
constitution-making is so lucrative a trade, others will wish 
to share in the plunder of their country too ; and, even 
without a civil war, I am persuaded the present Assembly 
will neither be septennial, nor even trienniaL 

2750. To Miss Maby Bbbby. 

Sunday, Oet. 10, 1790. The day of your departure. 

Is it possible to write to my beloved friends, and refrain 
from speaking of my grief for losing you ; though it is but 
the continuation of what I have felt ever since I was 
stunned by your intention of going abroad this autumn? 
Still I will not tire you with it often. In happy days 
I smiled, and called you my dear tvives: now I can only 
think on you as darling chUdrm of whom I am bereaved I 
As such I have loved and do love you ; and, charming as 
you both are, I have had no occasion to remind myself ttiat 



294 To Miss Mary Berry [i790 

I am past aeventy-three. Your hearts, your understandings, 
your yirtues, and the cruel injustioe of your fate, have 
interested me in everything that oonoerns you ; and so far 
from having occasion to blush for any unbecoming weak- 
ness, I am proud of my affection for you, and very proud 
of your condescending to pass so many hours with a very 
old man, when everybody admires you, and the most 
insensible allow that your good sense and information 
(I speak of both) have formed you to converse with the 
most intelligent of our sex as well as your own ; and 
neither can tax you with airs of pretension or affectation. 
Your simplicity and natural ease set off all your other 
merits — all these graces are lost to me, alas ! when I have 
no time to lose. 

Sensible as I am to my loss, it will occupy but part of 
my thoughts, till I know you safely landed, and arrived 
safely at Turin* Not till you are there, and I learn so, 
will my anxiety subside and settle into steady, selfish 
sorrow. I looked at every weathercock as I came along 
the road to-day, and was happy to see every one point 
north-east May they do so to-morrow! 

I found here the frame for Wolsey^, and to-morrow 
morning Eirgate will place him in it; and then I shall 
begin pulling the little parlour to pieces, that it may be 
hung anew to receive him. I have also obeyed Miss Agnes, 
though with regret ; for, on trying it, I found her 'Arcadia' 
would fit the place of the picture she condemns, which shall 
therefore be hung in its room; though the latter should 
give way to nothing else, nor shall be laid aside, but shall 
hang where I shall see it almost as often. I long to hear 
that its dear paintress is weU ; I thought her not at all 
so last night. You will tell me the truth, though she in 

IdBTTBH 2760. —1 The 'Death of amateur artist. * Arcadia ' was also 
Wolaey/ oopied by A^es Berry from by Agaea Berry, 
the original l^ William Look, an 
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her own caae, and in that alone, allows herself mental 
reservation. 

Forgive me for writing nothing to«nlght but about you 
two and myself. Of what can I have thought else? I 
have not spoken to a single person but my own servants 
since we parted last night. I found a message here from 
Miss Howe to invite me for this evening->do you think 
I have not preferred staying at home to write to you, as 
this must go to London to-morrow morning by the coach 
to be ready for Tuesday's post? My future letters shall 
talk of other things, whenever I know anything worth 
repeating ; or perhaps any trifle, for I am determined to 
forbid myself lamentations that would weary you ; and the 
frequency of my letters will prove there is no forgetfulness. 
If I live to see you again, you will then judge whether 
I am changed ; but a friendship so rational and so pure as 
mine is, and so equal for both, is not likely to have any of 
the fickleness of youth, when it has none of its other ingre- 
dients. It was a sweet consolation to the short time that 
I may have left to fall into such a society ; no wonder then 
that I am unhappy at that consolation being abridged. 
I pique myself on no philosophy, but what a long use and . 
knowledge of the world had given me — ^the philosophy of 
indifference to most persons and events. I do pique myseln \ 
on not being ridiculous at this very late period of my life ; \ 
but when there is not a grain of passion in my affection for \ 
you two, and when you both have the good sense not to be \ 
displeased at my telling you so (though I hope you would I 
have despised me for the contrary), I am not ashamed to I 
say that your loss is heavy to me ; and that I am only I 
reconciled to it by hoping that a winter in Italy, and the 
journeys and sea air, will be very beneficial to two con- j. 
stitutions so delicate as yours. Adieu ! my dearest friends : 
it would be tautology to subscribe a name to a letter, every 
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line of whidi would suit no Miex man in the world bat the 
writer, 

2751. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

TnesdAy, Oet. 12, 1790. 

Tbstbrdat was ao aerene, and the wind so &Toarable, 
that I hoped the packet was ready and that you sidled. 
To-day is blowing, and more to the south. I wish for 
a bride wind to carry you swiftly ; yet, if I could hold the 
bag, I should open it so timorously, that Boreas would not 
be able to squeeze his puffed cheeks through the vent» 
though I might hear of you sooner. Then I shall long 
for a line from Bouen, and then from Lyons, and most of 
all from Turin. Oh, how you have made me long to dip 
deep into the almanac^ and even into that of next year, 
though it is most prodigal in me to be willing to hurry 
away a day, who may have so few in bank. 

Yesterday morning I had just framed Wolsey, and hung 
him over the chimney of the little parlour, when the 
Duchess of Oloucester came, and could scarce be persuaded 
it was the work of Agnes ; but who else could have painted 
it? MilboumeS who is here drawing from some of my 
pictures for his prints to Shakespeare^ cried out at it as the 
finest piece of waternsolours he ever beheld, before he knew 
whose work it is. This was my employment yesterday, 
but not the only one; for I had my lawyer with me to 
prepare for securing Cliveden', if I should not have another 
almanac ; and he is to bring me a proper dame on Monday 
next. 

At night. 

The wind has been so high since noon that I should haye 
been yery uneasy if it were not full south-west, with which 



Laim 9761.^Kot in a < Iiitll« Stxawbeny Hill, wHioh 

i Probably John Milboam, a Walpole made oner to the Hias 
portmlt painter. Bwryt and their fiiiiher. 
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I think you could not sail. I have been fully apprehensive 
about the whole of your journey, but had not foreseen 
that I should be alarmed about your voyage. Now I am 
impatient for a letter from Dieppe. 

I have dined to-day at Bushy with the Guilfords, where 
were only the two daughters, Mr. Storer, and Sir Harry 
Englefield, who performed en pro/esseur at the game I 
thought Turkish, but which sounds Moorish; he calls it 
BandaU>re\ I had written a note to Mra Orenville to 
inquire its name, but I think this will serve, as you only 
wanted to be told some name, no matter what, as one does 
about a new face : * Who is that ? ' One cares not whether 
the reply is Thompson or Johnson. 

This will be only a journal of scraps till you are settled 
somewhere, and I can write regularly. Moreover, it is the 
only way of filling random letters — unless I were to indulge 
myself on the theme that for your sakes I will avoid. I am 
little likely here to learn or do anything worth repeating ; 
yet, if you will be content with trifles, my wanting better 
subjects shall not be an excuse for not writing. It is 
a common plea with the unwilling; and persons abroad, 
I know, are often told by their correspondents, who have 
not the grace of friendship before their eyes, that they did 
not send them news, concluding they had better informa- 
tion. I may apologize for writing too often, but have too 
much pleasure in conversing with you in any manner, to 
lose the opportunity, provided I can hope to give you the 
least entertainment Remember, however, that I ask no 
punctuality of replies — nay, beg you to restrain them. You 
are young, have much to revisit, many pleasures, I fer- 
vently hope, to enjoy; many friends besides to write to, 
and your healths to re-establish. I certainly have nothing 

* * A toy oontaining a coiled spring, winding up of the string by whioh 
which caused it, when thrown down, it was hold.* {H, JK Z>.) 
to xise again to the hand, by the 
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to do that I like half bo well as writing to you two. Do 

but tell me in short notes your stations, your motions and 

intentions, and particularly how you both do, and I shall be 

content: I do give you my word I shall. Writing is bad 

for delicate constitutions: in the day you must sacrifice 

some sight or amusement ; at night you may be writing too 

late, or fatiguing yourself when you should repose. Neyer, 

I beseech you, let the person who studies your well-being 

the most be accessoiy to causing you the least trouble, 

disquiet, or disorder. This is a positive injunction. Good 

night. 

Wednesday night, 18th. 

I received your kind letter from Brighthelmstone this 
morning, and give you a million of thanks for it It gives 
me some hopes that you might be landed on Tuesday 
morning before the wind changed and rose ; but it revived 
a thousand more anxieties. I do not like a vessel smaller 
than the packet; and the tempestuous wind of yesterday 
shocks me, lest it should have overtaken you at sea. That 
good soul Miss Seton * walked over from Richmond to com- 
municate her letter to me — how I love her for it I And she 
had previously called at Cambridge's to consult him, where 
his son GFeorge, who has often crossed to Dieppe, assured 
her the vessel would put back to England, or put into 
Boulogne on change of the wind. It may be so, but I can- 
not get out of my head the storm of yesterday, every blast 
of which made me quake, and I tremble more now lest you 
should have been in its power I Oh, when shall I hear 
you are safe? I have written to Mra D., and told her 
your being sunmioned on board suddenly prevented your 
writing to her. 

As you desire my second letter might be directed to 
Turin, I have settled with good Miss S. that she shall 

* ▲ oonsin of UiaB Berry. 
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write this next Friday to Lyons, and that I will defer this 

till Tuesday for Turin ; that you may be sure of a letter 

either at the one or the other, and know why you do not 

hear from us both at once. I hope in Ood you are safe, 

and that my fears are groundless I All my letters and 

fears are for both, which I will not repeat any more. As 

I shall always I find be writing, you will order any letters 

to be sent after you from Turin, till I know how to direct 

farther on. When you are settled anywhere, I shall be 

more composed, and will think of the more insignificant 

things of the world. 

Friday, 15th. 

Words cannot tell what I have felt, and do now feel! 
The storm on Tuesday terrified me beyond measure, and 
so I have remained till this minute, that Mrs. D. has most 
humanely sent me an express to tell me you are landed. 
I must send him back with this, and will instantly send to 
Miss Seton to tell her the happy news, and to Cambridge. 
I am not composed enough to say anything else ; but I will 
write again on Tuesday. Heaven preserve you all I 

I have not got my letter yet, but am easy for the present. 



2762. To Miss Maby Berby. 

Saturday night, Cot 16, 1790. 

The hurry and confusion in which I finished my letter 
this morning which I had prepared for the post, will have 
told you better than I can describe the terror I have been 
under from the storm of Tuesday, and ever since, and the 
transport of a line from Mrs. D. to tell me you are landed. 
I will not dwell but on one circumstance, but a dreadful 
one I I saw in yesterday's newspaper that two hoys had 

Lvrm 2762.— Koi in a 
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been lost off Plymouth on Tuesday night. Tou, I believe^ 
know how affection's imagination travels on such an occa> 
sion ! My letter from you I have not yet reoeiyed, but 
expect to-morrow morning, and then will resume the sub- 
ject of your voyage. Now my fears are returning to land. 

This will not depart till Tuesday ; yet I have chosen to 
stay at home and write to you, for my thoughts are not 
resettled enough for anjrthing else. I met G. H.^ on 
Wednesday, who was beginning to condole with me on 
losing you, but the storm was in my head and I cut him 
short crossly, for as you are no longer my wives but my 
children, I can talk of you to nobody but those who love 
you almost as much as I do. 

Not having been out of my house these three days^ nor 
scarce seen a soul in it, I am not yet come to my wordly 
talk, but hope to be able to entertain you a little soon — 
arrive but at Turin. I know nothing but two events, not 
likely to please you. 

Poor Mr. Ogilvie ' has been near killed at Goodwood by 
an astonishing indiscretion of his own. He weni^ yes, and 
with one of his daughters, and without even a stick, into 
an enclosure where the Duke keeps an elk. The animal 
attacked him, threw him down, gored him, bruised him — 
in short, he is not yet out of danger. 

Boyd is made governor of Gibraltar, and somebody', 
I know not whom, is appointed lieutenant-governor in the 
place of your friend O'Hara — I know not how or why, but 
shall be soiry if he is mortified, and you consequently. 

I believe I have one or two nephews in tear going with 
the Guards to the West Indies, and therefore one or two 
nieces that are mourning brides — but I do not inquire, for 

^ Gteoige Hardinge. Diioheu of Leinster. 

' William Ogilvie, brotlier-iii-law > Miuor-OdneralSirHeniyCalder, 

of the Duke of Biohmond, by hi« Baronet, 
marriage with the ]>ake*B sister the 
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I should be a poor comforter just now. The proclamation 
is out for the Parliament meeting the 25th of next month ; 
but the definitive porter from Spain, that is to open or shut 
Janus's gates, is not expected back till the 27th of this. 
That is all I can tell Mr. Berry. 

Sunday, noon. 

Here is your letter from Dieppe as I expected, and strange 
it is, that as much as I abhor sea-sickness myself, I am 
veiy hard-hearted about yours — to have been only less sick 
than usual, when I would haye compounded for your both 
rivalling the cascades of St Cloud, if I could have been 
certain that you would soon be as dusty as those of Versailles. 
Oh, don't talk of it — but what harlequin of a Triton 
whisked your vessel about so as to escape the tempest, 
though you were twenty-seven hours at sea ? — nay, are not 
you silent about it, lest you should give me a posthumous 
panic ? Thank Gk>d you are all safe I I will say no more of 
the storm, though I shall not forget it, nor recover soon of 
that sea-sickness. 

I think it probable that good Miss Seton pnay take a walk 
hither after church, as October is dressed out in all its 
diamonds; I have my coach ready to convey her back if 
she does — if not, I will call on her this evening ; we must 
drink the health of your sea-sickness. 

I have seen nothing of the Hamptonians ; I could not 
bear to go to them, while my mind was so agitated — con- 
sequently I know nothing of the person^ who was to come 
to town yesterday, to be married on the 20th ; but I do 
know that his aunt' at the foot of yonder hill had heard 
nothing of it four da3rs ago, nor believes a word of it — ^nor 
has her brother been near town these two montha 

Mrs. D.* dines here to-morrow, and will probably carry 

« The llaiqnis of Blandford. * Lady Diaoa Beaaolero. 

* Mra. Darner. 
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this to town with her for Tuesday's post — ^but I may add 
a few words. 

Sunday nigbt. 

If I could continue to predict as well as I have done 
to-day, I would turn prophet, and I know what I would 
foretell. Miss S. did come to me, and we had an hour and 
half of comfortable conyersation, and nobody interrupted 
us, nor would any mortal have been welcome. Tou may 
guess the topics ~ the storm was not forgot. She saw 
Wolsey oyer his chimney in a comely frame of black and 
gold, and to-morrow the paper-man comes to new hang the 
room in sober brown suiting the occasion. As she was 
going she desired me to read to her Prior's ISirUe and 
SpanroWf and his ApcUo and Daphne, with which you were 
so delighted, and which, though scarce known, are two of his 
wittiest and genteelest poems. There should be new way- 
posts on our common roads to some of our best poets, since 
Dr. Johnson, from want of taste and ear, and from mean 
party-malice, defaced the old indexes as the mob do milestones. 

I haye heard at Richmond this eyening that at Ealing 
the match is talked of as indubitable ; yet yesterday morn- 
ing the old grandam in Pall Mall disayowed it, and laid the 
inyention on L. M. C. ^ From all this you will not much 
expect to hear the ceremony is performed. Lord Stopford * 
marries the Duke of Buccleugh's eldest daughter; the 
Duchess giyes her 20,0001L, the Duke 10,0001, and they 
settle fifteen more. 

Monday evening. 

I haye nothing to add but what I am sure would not be 
new, and therefore as Mrs. D. is returning and will carry 
this to town, I will conclude. 

t Lady Ifazy Ooke? 1810 ; m. (Jan. 99, 1791) Lady ICary 

• Jamee George Stgpfoxd (1765- Soott, eldert daughter of third Duke 

1886), eldeet eon of leoond Barl of of Bnoolenoh. 

Oonrtown, whom he faooeeded in 
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2768. To Miss Maby Bbrbt. 

Oct. 22, 1790. 

Though Mrs. D. and Mrs. B. recommended your going 
through Paris, I should have had a new alarm could I have 
known you would be reduced to take that routo— but you 
had left it before I had any apprehension of it, and I hope 
are actually at Lyons, or beyond it Still I shall not feel com- 
fortably till I hear from Turin— and what an age that will be ! 

I was in town yesterday ; passed the evening with Mrs. D., 
where were Mrs. B. and the Charming man ^ ; I did not see 
another creature, and returned hither to-day, but I shall go 
again on Thursday to take leave of Mrs. D., who sets out on 
Saturday. She writes to you to-night, for which reason 
I agreed I would not till Tuesday — and indeed I have 
already said all I have to say, or at least all I will say. 
Three days may furnish something. The Johnstones have 
been at Nuneham, and are actually at Park Place, or I might 
have heard more of Marchioness to he or not to J)e\ for those 
I saw in town knew not a tittle more of the matter, yet 
the Ides of March, i. a the 20th of October, are come and 
gone I— consequently faith minifies^, instead of increasing; 
and unless Lord Abercom insists upon the King's declaring 
that she was born a marchioness, I doubt whether she ever 
will be one. 

My dates hitherto have been, of the 12th to Lyons ; of 
16th, 19th, and this to Turin. Whither I am to direct 
next I shall not know till you tell me. 

Sunday, 24(;h, after dinner. 

I should be tired of talking of the silly Miss and her 
match, and of inquiring about them, if you had not charged 

Lbttxx 2768w — ^Xot In 0. * Mia Gnnnlng'B mother was a 

1 Edward Jemingham, the poet MiM Miniile. 
' MiflB Gmming. 
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me to send you the progress of a history that at the eve of 
your departure revived so strangely, without having had a 
beginning. In its present stage it is a war of duchesses. 
The bride's aunt * firmly asserts it is to be ; the bridegroom's 
grandmother' positively denies it — and she ought to know 
as first inventresa In the meantime no sposo appears, 

nor bis parents, M house wanting repainting — in shorty 

everybody but the ducal aunt suspects the letter was ficti* 
tious somewhence or other. 

I have called twice on Hiss Seton at Richmond, and 
made her veiy happy by your safe arrival at Paris. I went 
afterwards to Lady Betty Mackinsey, where the Gomtesse 
£milie played admirably on the haip. The Penns were 
there, and delighted to hear of you. Lady Dillon * told me 
she heard Lady Goodere say that I have been mighty 
obliging, and offered to buy the furniture if she and her 
knight would stay in my house. I am rejoiced at having 
been so civil, without having said or intended any such thing. 
I have agreed to buy the furniture, but I do not believe it is 
for the OoodereSy though it may be for the good year. I wish 
I was as sure that the one is true, as I am certain that the 
other is felse ! 

I can teU Mr. B. nothing about war or peace. We have 
a fleet mighty enough to take, ay, and bring home, Peru 
and Mexico, and deposit them in a Wesl India warehouse — 
vie-dHfis that in Leadenhall Street. Though we should 
come by them a little more honestly than we did by the 
diamonds of Bengal, I shall not be sorry if we make peace 
and condescend to leave the new world where it was. 

Mr. Burke's pamphlet ^ is at last literally advertised for 
the first of November. 

4 The DnoheOT of Arg^U. of eleventh Baron BiUon. 

■ The Dnohen of Bedford. ? B^fletitUim on efte BmKMUm in 

* Lady Charlotte Lee, daofl^ter of FromoB, 
aeoond Earl of Tiiehfleld and widow 
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Monday, 26ili. 

The little parlour is new hongi and Woleey has been 
installed this morning, and proclaimed prssident of all the 
ufokrwof^ in the world, with shouts of Viva Sania Agnese ! 
With these festivities I must conclude for this post Dis* 
posed as I am to be always writing to you two, be sure 
matter, outward matter, only is wanting. I send you heaps 
of trifles, lest I should omit anything you might like to 
know, especially as I know not when you will see an 
English newspaper. Tou are not to answer any of those 
trumpery articles — ^let me write, it amuses me ; but remem- 
ber you are gone for your healths, and are not to be sitting 
against the edge of a table. Adieu I Adieu 1 

P.S. — I have just permitted four foreigners to see my 
house, though past the season, because all their names end 
in i% and I must propitiate Italians, when you are, as 
I hope, on Hesperian ground. 

2754 To Miss Maby Bbbby. 

strawberry Hill, Sunday, Oet. 81, ITtKX 

Pbbhaps I am unreasonably impatient^ and expect letters 
before they can come. I expected a letter from Lyons 
three days ago, though His. D. told me I should not have 
one till to-morrow. I hsTO got one to-day ; but, alas ! firom 
Pougues only, eleven and a half posts short of Lyons I Oh, 
may Mrs. D. prove in the right to-morrow 1 Well I I must 
be happy for the past ; and that you had such delightful 
weather, and but one little accident to your carriage. We 
have had equal summer till Wednesday last, when it blew 
a hurricane. I said to it, 'Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
I don't mind you now I ' but I have not forgotten Tuesday 
12th ; and now I hope it will be as calm as it is to^ay on 

WALTOLE. ZIV X 
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Wednesday next, when Mn. D. is to sulK I was in town 
on Thursday and Friday, and so were her parents, to take 
our leaves; as we did on Friday night, sapping all at 
& House*. She set out yesterday morning, and I returned 
hiUier. 

I am glad you had the amusement of seeing the National 
Assembly. Did Mr. B. find it quite so august as he intended 
it should be? Burke's pamphlet is to appear to-morrow, 
and Oalonne has published a thumping one of four hundred 
and forty pages*. I have but begun it, for there is such 
a quantity of calculations, and one is forced to bait so 
often to boil milliaids of livres down to a rob of pounds 
sterling, that my head is only filled with figures instead of 
arguments, and I understand arithmetic less than logic 

Our war still hangs by a hair, they say ; and that this 
approaching week must terminate its fluctuationa Brabant, 
I am told, is to be pacified by negotiations at the Hague. 
Though I talk like a newspaper, I do not assume their airs ; 
nor give my intelligence of any sort for authentic, unless 
when the OaeeUe endorses the articles. Thus, Lord Louvain 
is made Earl of Beverley, and Lord, Earl of Digby ; but in 
no Gazette, though still in the Songs of Sion, do I find that 
Ifiss O. is a marchioness. It is not that I suppose you 
care who gains a step in the aristocracy ; but I tell you these 
trifles to keep you au couranty and that at your return you 
may not make only a baronial curtsey, when it should be 
lower by two rows of ermine to some new-hatched countess. 
This is all the news-market furnishes. 

Tour description of the National Assembly and of the 
Champ de Mars were both admirable; but the altar of 
boards and canvas seems a type of their perishable con- 



LBim2764.— 1 For LUbon, where ' De V4M d§ la Fnmes, pri$mt ^ 
Hn. Darner intended to winter. A veiUr, 

' Bichmond Hon—. 
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stitution, as their air-balloons were befora French visions 
are generally fiill of vapour, and terminate accordingly. 

I have been at Mrs. GrenviUe's this evening, who had 
a small party for the Duchess of Gloucester: there were 
many inquiries after mp wives. 

You license me to direct this to Bologna, but I prefer 
Florence, for you will not lose more time by its waiting for 
you, than by its being sent after you ; and I always think that 
the less comj^cated the manoeuvres of the post, the safer. 

You say nothing of your healths — how are Miss Agnes's 
teeth ? Don't omit such essential articles. 

Miss Seton has called here again to-day, and was delighted 
to see your letter which I had just received. She does not 
leave Kichmond till Tuesday, and is to write to me for news 
of you, if she is long without hearing from one or other of 
you. I proposed this to her, not only for her satisfisustion, 
but that you may not be worn out by writing. For this 
reason I make my letters shorter, to set you the example, 
though I promise not to omit a tittle that I can think you 
would like to know ; and in that light nothing will seem 
too insignificant to tell you. Even articles that would 
scarce do for home consumption acquire a value, I know, 
by coming from home. Besides, Lord Hervey^, I think, 
is not at present at Florence, and you may not get a news- 
paper. Those wretched tattlers, that one so justly despises 
on their own dunghill, are welcome abroad in hopes of 
finding a barley-corn or two that are eatable. 

I shall go to Park Place next Saturday, 6th. You know 
why I postponed my visit so long. I announce it to you 
now, because I shall probably not write on the following 
Tuesday, but wait till Friday, 12th, when I shall be returned 



« John Augnstiia Hervey (1767- lie predeoeMed; minister atFIoirenoe^ 
179(^ Loxd Henrey, eldert sorriTing 1787-94. 
■on of iSrarth Earl of BxJttol, whom 

X 2 
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hither, for I do noi Ioto letters takiiig so many hops before 
they get into the high post road. 

P.B. — ^Monday. No letter from Lyons. It may be in 
R Sq., and I may get it to-morrow ; bat it will be after 
this la gone by the eoaeh to my servant in town. If I do 
get it, it will not damp my impatience for one fiom Torin, 
nor that extinguish the same eagerness for one from Florence 
— in shorty I shall not hepeffBcO^ indifferetU till I know you 
settled somewhere. 



2755. To Miss Bubnsy. 

As this will come to yon by my servant^ give me lesTS to 
add another word on your most nnfomided idea that I can 
foiget you\ Believe me, I heartily regret that privation, 
but would not repine, were your situation, either in point 
of fortune or position, equal in any degree to your merit. 
But were your talents given to be buried in obscurity ? You 
have retired from the world to a closet at court — ^where, 
indeed, you will still discover mankind, though not disclose 
it ; for if you could penetrate its characters in the earliest 
glimpses of its superficies, will it escape your piercing eye 
when it sinks from your inspection, knowing Uiat you have 
the mirror of truth in your pocket ? — I will not embarrass 
you by saying more, nor would have you take notice of or 
reply to what I have said ; judge, only, that feeling hearts 

Lvrm 2765. — ^Kot in OL; fraff- answer: "Seemed, IfadAm? nay, 

ment reprinted from Mim Bun^y'i you were I *' She tmsta, however, 

Diary (ed. 1881), voL iiL pp. S98-4. there oan be no local impropriety in 

^ This letter was a reply to one of bringing herself again to Ufa, purely 

liisi Bnmey's, which she ended as to qpeak for the dead ; yet her ooor- 

ibUows : — *Aiid now, oan Mr. Walpole age of renovation does not amonnt 

pardon this abrupt and troaUesome to expecting a place in the memocy 

intrusion tram one who seemed at of Mr. Walpoleu withont calling to 

least consigned to sUenoe and qniet? its aid that she has the honour to be, 

—she will not say to obliTion, lest eto., eta 
a quotation should occur lor an 'F. Bubxst.' 
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reflect^ not forget Wishes that are empty look like yanity 
— ^my vanity is to be thought capable of esteeming you as 
much as you deserve, and to be reckoned, though a very 
distant, a most smcert friend — and give me leave to say, 
dear Hadam, 

Your most obedient humble servant, 
Strawberry HIU, Oct. '90. HoB. Walpolb. 

2755*. To Miss Bubney. 

DbAB MiLDAM, Nov. 8, 1790. 

I am exceedingly vexed for you, and sorry to have kept 
your servant so long, but I find I could not send you a 
definitive answer without keeping him much longer. All 
I can say at present is, that I trust I shall deliver you to* 
morrow from any further trouble — but not being a lawyer 
myself nor having one here to consult, I hope you will 
excuse my sending my servant to you this evening, and he 
shall wait on you at Si James's to-morrow at two o'clock 
and bring you the result of my opinion, after I have con* 
sidered the case as coolly and ably as is my poor power to 
do this evening. 

Tours most cordially, 

Hob, Walpolb. 

2755**. To Miss Bubnby. 

Deab MAnAV, Strawberry Hill, Not. 8, at night, 1790. 

Mr. Cambridge called on me this morning and prepared 
me for the vexatious subject of your letter \ which though 

Lnrrax 2765*. — Not in 01 ; ncyw printed hy kind pennlanon of Aroh- 

printed hy kind permiarion of Areh- deacon Barney, owner of the original 

deacon Bnmey, owner of the original letter, 

letter. * lliia and the preriooB letter 

Ljbttsb a766*^-»Kot in Q ; now relate to a difBonlty in which Ifisa 
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it mortifies me horridly for the new trouble you have had, 
and for the triumph of yillainy and iajustice, yet I trust you 
will soon be delivered from your inquietude by those very 
defects of our law which you feel, and which, though glaring 
as they are m the present case, I agree with you in not 
wishing to see corrected by any National Assembly of 
tyrannic assassins'. It is very plain, Madam, from Mr. 
Woodcock's' sober advice, that it would be folly and ex- 
travagance to set aside the will at the expense of at least 
802. to obtain at most less than half that sum for the poor 
claimants in Swisserland, who would then be liable to pay 
their late cousin's debts, which are called about 24L, though 
I cannot learn that they amount to quite eighteen. Give 
me leave to state both accounts as far as I can collect them 
from my two servants : — 









In Miss Biimey*8 luuids 16 
In the perfumer's . 10 
Two watches worth 

about . . . 4 18 
Cloaths about • .40 



d. 








84 18 



To his tailor 
Burial • • 
Perfumer's Journey to 

Windsor for his 

effects 
Paid by perfumer at 

the hospital . 



£ 9. 

8 
8 5 








15 



18 
12 18 



There ought besides to be added to the late Columb's debts 



Barney was involved on the death 
of her maaaervant Jacob Oolomb. 
Colxunb left his money and effects in 
ICiff Bnmey*8 hands. Shortly after 
his death, one Peter Bayond pzo- 
dnoed a will in whidh he was named 
as joint * heir,* together with James 
Oolnmb. The latter with his relative 
* Philip' was in Horace Walpole's 
servica 

s In her Diary (ed. 1891, vol. iii. 
p. 296) Miss Barney notes : * I could 
not forbear concluding my letter 



with telling him * that the opinion 
I enclosed for him had almost petri- 
fied me, and that, if such was oar 
chance of juttie^ with kw, we most 
agree never to relate this little history 
to the democrats abroad, lest we 
should aU be brooght forward to 
iUostrate the necessity of universal 
reform, and the National Assembly 
shoald echo with all our names.' 

* A lawyer consulted by 
Bumey. 



> Horace Walpole. 
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5L 6&, which as he was dying he desired might be giyen 
to a woman by whom he had had a child, and which would 
make the debts amount to 1 72. 18& 

This being the state of your late servant's circumstances 
or probably yery near it. Madam, it is clear that my two 
serrants cannot advise their cousins abroad, nor undertake 
for them, to contest the will, nor can any of them, in order 
to punish a rogue, a£ford to be at the expense of a suit — and 
thence it is as clear, Madam, that you must pay the money 
in your hands, and be freed from any farther trouble — 
except a little suspense, which I will now explain, and give 
you the best advice I am able, which again will be to take 
better advice. 

Bayeux (I am not sure I spell his name rightly) to cover 
his fraud, we suppose^ joined my servant James Columb 
with himself, as executor and heir. Now what I propose is, 
that you, Madam, should offer Bayeux's attorney to pay the 
money in your hands to the two executors together, that is, 
half to one and half to the other, on each giving you a 
receipt before proper witnesses; and I should also advise 
you not to write to the attorney yourself, but get a lawyer 
to write for you, and be present when you pay the money. 

As Bayeux has got a probate of the will, I conclude he 
has also administered, and I do not know whether that will 
not entitle hwn to receive the whole sum from you — ^and he 
certainly will then never pay a farthing to James Columb, 
who will be cheated as well as his cousins in Swisserland. 
The will, such as it is, was written by an ignorant foreign 
schoolmaster, and calls Bayeux and James Columb heirs 
instead of residuary legatees. Philip Columb will bring 
you this letter to-morrow. Madam, and his brother James will 
wait on you whenever you have settled to pay the money. 
I am obliged to go to Park Place on Saturday for three or 
four days, and cannot do without Philip. I do propose to 
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be here again on Tuesday, and as businees is much more 
easily transacted by word of mouth than by letters, if Dr. 
Bumey could be so kind as to call on me here on this day 
or to>monow sennight, I think we could saye you, who 
have little, time and trouble. In the meantime, to pay 
you both, you are yery welcome to show this to your lawyer. 
I will detain you, Madam, but by yery few words more. 
I am ashamed that your partiality should haye induced you 
to mention me in so yery kind a manner to Miss Cambridge 
for my behayiour in this affair. I haye done nothing more 
than I should haye done for an entire stranger ; you your- 
self who exercise eyery yirtue so naturally, would not think 
you had any merit in doing the yery same. I should be 
yery happy to haye any opportunity of senring or obliging 
you yoluntarily from esteem and good will, but, dear 
Madam, is it praiseworthy to comply with what you had 
a right to ask of anybody? I sent my seryant when you 
had business with him, and business that affected his 
relations; I must haye been a brute to you if I had not 
sent him ; and he would haye been in the right not to haye 
minded me, but to haye obeyed your summons. I am not 
a despotic democrat but 
'■ — ^ c ^ Your most sincere humble seirant. 

Hob. Walpoul 

2756. To Miss Maby Bsbby. 

Park Place, Nor. 8, 1790. 

No letter since Pougues 1 I think you can guess how 
uneasy I am I It is not the fault of the wind ; which has 
blown from eyery quarter. To-day I cannot hear, for ho 
post comes in on Mondajra. What can haye occasioned my 
receiying no letter from Lyons, when, on the 18th of last 
month, you were within twelye posts of it ? I am now sorry 



f 
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I came hither, lest by my ehange of place a letter may have 
shuttlecocked about, and not have known where to find me ; 
and yet I left orders with Kirgate to send it after me, if one 
came to Strawberry on Saturday. I return thither to- 
morrow, but not till after the post is come in here. I am 
writing to you now, while the company are walked out, to 
divert my impatience ; which, however, is but a bad recipe, 
and not exactly the way to put you out of my head. 

The first and great piece of news is the pacification with 
Spain. The courier arrived on Thursday morning with 
a most acquiescent answer to our ultimatum : what that 
was I do not know, nor much care. Peace contents me, 
and for my part I shall not haggle about the tenns. I have 
a good general digestion, and it is not a small matter that 
will lie at my stomach when I have no hand in dressiag the 
ingredienta 

The pacification of Brabant is likely to be volume the 
second. The Emperor, and their Htgesties of Great Britain 
and Prussia, and his Serene Highness the Republic of 
Holland have sent a card to his turbulent Lownees of 
Brabant, that they allow him but three weeks to submit 
to his old sovereign ; on promise of a general pardon — or 
the choice of threescore thousand men ready to march with- 
out a pardon. 

The third volume^ expected, but not yet in the press, is 
a counter-revolution in France. Of that I know nothing 
but rumour; yet it certainly is not the most incredible 
event that rumour ever foretold. In this cotmtry the stock 
of the National Assembly is fsdlen down to bankruptcy. 
Their only renegade aristocrat. Earl Stanhope, has, with 
Iiord W. Buasel, scrafcched his name out of the Bevolution 
Club; but the fatal blow has been at last given by Mr. 
Burke. His pamphlet came out this day sennight, and is 
far superior to what was expected, even by Ids warmest 



814 To Miss Mary Berry [i7d0 

admirers. I have read it twice; and tbough of three 
hundred and fifty pages, I wish I could repeat every page 
by heart It is sublime, profound, and gay. The wit and 
satire are equally brilliant ; and the whole is wiae^ though 
in some points he goes too far: yet in general there is far 
less want of judgement than could be expected from Atm. 
If it could be translated — which, from the wit and meta- 
phors and allusions, is almost impossible — I should think 
it would be a classic book in all countries, except in present 
France. To their tribunes it speaks daggers; though, 
unlike them, it uses none. Seven thousand copies have 
been taken off by the booksellers already, and a new edition 
is preparing. I hope you will see it soon. There ends my 
gazette. 

Thexe is nobody here at present but Mrs. H.^ Mrs. R H., 
and Mrs. Cotton : but what did I find on Saturday? Why, 
the Prince of Furstemberg, his son, and son's governor I 
I was ready to turn about and go back ; but they really 
proved not at all unpleasant The ambassador has not the 
least German stifihess or hauteur ; is extremely civil, and 
so domestic a man, that he talked comfortably of his wife 
and eight children, and of his fondness for them. He 
understands English, though he does not speak it The 
son, a good-humoured lad of fifteen, seems well-informed : 
the governor, a middle-aged officer, speaks English so 
perfectly, that even by his accent I should not have dis- 
covered him for a foreigner. They stayed all night, and 
went to Oxford next morning before I rose. 

To-day is very fine, and the wind has been favourable 
these two da3rB for Mra D. I am out of humour with Miss 
Foldson*. Though paid for, she has not yet sent me your 

LxTTBB S766. — 1 2Ue Maroh, widow beth Hervey. 

of Ck>lonel William Thomas Herr^, > Aime EoldBona (d. 1861), minxa- 

grandflon of John Hezreiy, ftat Barl tare painter, known after her mar- 

ofBzi8tol;Mr8.E.H.waaMrB.3Sliaa- ziage as Mr& Mee. 
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pictureSi and has twice broken her promise of finishing 
them. 

I haye taken a great liberty, which I hope Mr. B. will 
forgiYOythough a breach of trust. Having only a coach myself, 
and Saturday being yeiy wet, and being afraid of a bad 
hired chaise, I did allow myself to use his hither. I will 
do so no more. 

I reserve the rest of my paper for, I hope, an answer. 
Oh, I do hope so* 

Strawberry Hill, 9th, at night 

This morning, before I left Park Place, I had the relief 
and joy of receiving your letter of October 24 from Lyons. 
It would have been still more welcome if dated from 
Turin ; but, as you have met with no impediments so far, 
I trust you got out of France as well as through it. I do 
hope^ too, that Hiss Agnes is better, as you say ; but when 
one is very anxious about a person, credulity does not take 
long strides In proportion. I am not surprised at your 
finding voituiins, or anybody, or anything dearer: where 
all credit and all control are swept away, every man will 
be a tyrant in proportion to his necessities and his strength. 
Societies were invented to temperate force: but it seems 
force was liberty, and much good may it do the French 
with being delivered from everything but violence ! — which 
I believe they will soon taste pro and con. For the impoei* 
tions on ^om there is a remedy at Charing Cross *. 

I have received all your five letters. I have sent three 
io Ihirin qf 16, 19, 26 of Oct., and one of Nov. 2 to 
Florence. 

To-day's paper says the ratification of the peace with 
Spain is arrived. The stocks are extremely pleased 
with it 

* Drammond, Horace Walpole*B the Berrys should draw upon his 
banker, had bis shop at Charing aooonnt at Dmmmoiid's in case of 
OroflB. Walpole wai anxious that any moQe7 difflcolUes. 
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I thoQght in one of my last that Lord Henrey was in 
England, but it ia only my Lady % as his eonsins told me 
yesterday at P. P. 

Ton make me smOe by desiring me to eontinae my 
affection. Harelsomneh time left for inconstancy? For 
threescore years and ten I haye not been very fickle in my 
friendships : in all those years I nerer found soch a pair 
as yon and year sister. Should I meet with a saperior 
pair — ^but then they must not be deficient in any one of 
the qualities which I found in you two— why, perhaps^ 
I may change; but, with that double mortgage on my 
affections^ I do not think you are in much danger of losing 
them. You shall have timely notice if a second couple 
drops out of the clouds and fiiUs in my way. 

Nov. 11 •. 

I had a letter from Mrs. D. at Falmouth. She suffered 
much by cold and fatigue, and probably sailed on Saturday 
evening last, and may be at Lisbon by this time, as you, 
I trust, are in Italy. 

Mr. Burke's pamphlet has quite turned Dr. Price's head. 
He got upon a table at their club, toasted to our Parlia- 
ment becoming a National Assembly, and to admitting no 
more peers of their assembly, having lost the only one they 
had. They themselves are very like the French £iai8x 
two mOTe members got on the table (their pulpit), and 
broke it down:— so be it ! 

The Harquisate is just where it was— to be and not to be. 
Duchess A.* is said to be worse. Delia Grusca^ has pub- 
lished a poem, called The Laurel cf Liberty^ which, like the 
' Enragte',' has confounded and overturned all ideas. There 

* Eliiabeth, daoffhter of Oolin printed as a loiMnte latter. 
Dmmmond, of If egginoh Castle, * The Duoheas of ArgjlL 

Perth, and of Quebec; m. (1779) ^Bobert Merry, who was a member 

John AngostoiHerToy, Lord Heirey; of the DelU Oniioaa Academy in 

d. 1818. Florence. 

• This portion has hitherto been > * Les Blancs on let BnragU^ nom 
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are gossom&ry tears and sUky oeeam — ^the fiist time^ to be 
sure, that anybody ever cried cobw^af or that the sea was 
made of paduasoy. There is, beaides, a yiolent tirade against 
a considerable personage ', who, it is sapposed, the author 
was jealous o^ as too much fSavoured a few years ago by 
a certain Countess. You may guess why I am not more 
explicit : for the same reason I beg you not to mention it 
at aU ; it would be exceedingly improper. 

As the Parliament will meet in a fortnight, and the town 
be plumper, my letters may grow more amusing ; though, 
unless the weather grows worse, I shall not contribute my 
leanness to its embat^poifU. Adieu I 

2757. To Miss Maby Bsbby. 

Strawbeny HiU, Nov. 18, 1790. 

Oh yes, yes, Ghamberry is more welcome than Turin, 
though I thought nothing could make me so happy as a letter 
from the latter; but Chamberry is nearer, and has made 
me easy sooner. What a melancholy forlorn object did 
I think that antique capital of a dismal duchy formerly I 
It looked like a wife who had been deserted by her husband 
for many years, and kept at his old mansion in Westmor- 
land, while he was living with an actress in London. Now 
I am surprised the King of Sardinia does not return to that 
delightful spot^ which appears to me like the palace of the 
sun, diffusing light and warmth even to the northern 
islands. With what anxiety did I read jrour letter while 
you were in the hands of the sayages at Buigoin ! I figured 
them with scalping knives and setting up a war-whoop I 

qne Ton dannA anz memfane da oftM * Appavently the Bmp«ror Leo- 

gaaohe de l'A«emblte Kationide pold, who, as G-xand Duke of Tna- 

qnand eUa out 4M inatalUe (Novem- oaoy, had been Many*! rWal for the 

bie 1789) dans la SaUe da Manage, &Toar of Ck>antess Oowper. 

prta des Toilariss.* (LalaniMi Did. Lxttbb 2757.— JTot in a 
Hi$t, de la France.) 
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But you are all safe, and I shall noi have another panic 
till you are returning, which I hope will not he through 
European Abysamia, that land of hyenas I Pray bum all 
my letters; I trembled when they were ransacking your 
trunks, lest they should meet with any of them ; for though 
I was very cautious while you were in France, I was afraid 
that my eagerness to learn your arrival at Turin might be 
misinterpreted, though meaning nothing but impatience to 
know you out of France, into which I hope you will never 
set your feet more, but return home through Switserland and 
Flanders, which I conclude will be resettled shortly. At 
any rate, I insist on your burning this, that you may not 
forget it and have it in your trunk. I was the more alarmed, 
as I have lately heard that Lord Bruce' and Mr. Locke *, 
whom Miss Agnes has rivalled, riding out in Languedoc, 
escorted by two national guards, and the former spitting, 
the wind carried the spittle on one of those heroeSi on 
which they seized our countrymen and imprisoned them all 
night in a sentry-box, for imprisonment is the characteristic 
of liberty, and when all men are equal, accidents are 
punished as only crimes used to be ; which makes it deli* 
cious to live in a state of nature I I am so relieved by your 
letter that I do not believe I shall be uneasy about you 
again this month. About Miss Agnes, yes, unless I hear 
she is as well as if every day was a Ghamb6ry-day. By 
the way, you a£front my dear city by calling it a dirty place. 
So far from that, it is smug, beautiful, siMMMbw dUa 
colummsj and deserves to be the metropolis of Europe. 

You must have been charmed at the Commie. I was, 
though not there, and prefer Mile, (what is her name ?) to 
the Sainval. In short, I am so content that I shall not 

1 Oharlef Bxndendl Bmoe, Lord sWiUlAmLooketlMTimDcwClT^- 

Brnoe, eldeit ion of iint Earl of 1847X of Norbory, near KJcklahaTn 

AilMbozy (of the seoond oreation), in Surrey, a weU-known amateor 

whom he snoceeded in ISli. artiste 
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inquire aay more about the foreign posty nor care whether 
you write to me or not; at least, pray don't plague me 
with long letters the moment you arrive anywhere fatigued 
and cold. Seriously, I do beg of you not to write long 
letters ; let me chatter to you as much as I will. My mind 
is at peace, which it has not been at all since the first 
moment you talked of passing through France, and I was not 
the happiest man in the world from the day Mr. Batt told 
me of your intention of going abroad. Afi»r both came 
the storm the day you sailed. Ghamb^ry has made amends 
for a good deal, and I wiU pass a few — oh, I fear more 
than a few months contentedly ; but then there is to come 
a journey back — not through France, I hope: the sea to 
cross, which I shall not leave out of my reckoning a second 
time! All may be forgotten, if I see you next autumn 
at Cliveden, at your own Cliveden, alias little Chamb^ry. 

I know nothing, nothing at all; but I go to town to- 
morrow for two days, and may pick up something; but 
I could not help indulging my joy by writing this against 
Tuesday's post, though I wrote but yesterday. For the future 
I will not be so intemperate. I have sent a line from 
Chamb^ry to Miss Seton, and shall dispatch another by 
the first packet to Lisbon, for I am not so very particular. 
Others can be anxious about you as well as I. 

Berkeley Square — for now you are dear of the Abyasinians, 
no place la afraid of signing its own name — ^Tuesday, 15th. 

I might as well be in a country village. Tou will not 
be a tittle the wiser for my being in London, which is still 
a solitude. I have not heard a syllable of news. I supped 
at Miss Farren's last night There were only Lord Derby 
and Lady Milner*; the latter produced a letter from her 



danghter of Hnxnphreiy Mordaiint ICilner, tliird Bszonet, of 
Stuart, and wife of Sir William Knn Appleton, Yorkshire. 
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siBtor-iii-laWy Mm. Sturt, where Lord Blandford is and has 
been these three months. She says he has heard of his 
pretended letter % laughs at it, and protests it is not his, 
nor is there the least foundation for it. 

Mrs. Damer did not sail so soon as she expected ; at least, 
the wind was contrary both on the Saturday and Sunday ; 
but it has been favourable since, and I hope she is at Cham- 
berry — pho ! I mean Lisbon. 

If I learn nothing before to*morrow morning, when I 
\ shall return to Strawberry, I shall let this amble to Florence 
. ^ y ^ without a word more. Adieu ! 

2758. To Miss Maby Bsbby. 

Strawberry Hill, Thursday, Not. 18, 1790. 

On Tuesday morning, after my letter was gone to the 
post, I received yours of the 2nd (as I haye all the rest) 
from Turin, and it gave me very little of the joy I had 
so much meditated to reoeiye from a letter thence. And 
why did not it ? — because I had got one on Saturday, which 
anticipated and augmented all the satisfaction I had allotted 
for Turin. You will find my Tuesday's letter, if ever you 
receive it^ intoxicated with Ghamberay ; for which, and all 
your kind punctuality, I give you a million of thanks. 
But how cruel to find that you found none of my letters 
at Turin ! There ought to have been two at least, of October 
the 16th and 19th. I have since directed one thither of the 
26th ; and two to Florence of Nov. 2nd and 11th, besides 
Tuesday's of the 16th; but, alas I from ignorance^ there 
was par Fans on none of them ; and the Lord knows at 
how many little German courts they may have been baitingi 
I shall put par Paris on this ; but beg you will tell me, 
as soon as you can, which route is the shortest and the 

4 In oonneotion with hia aappoaed matoh with ICias Ghmning. 
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safest; that is, by which you are moat likely to receive 
them* Tott do me justice in oondudiBg there has been no 
negligence of mine in the case ; indeed, I haye been 
ashamed at the multiplicity of my letters, when I had 
scarce anything to tell you but my own anxiety to hear 
of your being quietly settled at Florence, out of the reach 
of all commotions. And how could I but dread your being 
molested by some accident, in the present state of France? 
and how could your healths mend in bad inns, and till you 
can repose somewhere ? Bepose you will have at Florence, 
but I shall fear the winter for you there: I suffered more 
by cold there, than by any place in my life; and never 
came home at night without a pain in my breast, which 
I never felt elsewhere, yet then I was very young and in 
perfect health. If either of you suffer there in any shape, 
I hope you will retire to Pisa. 

My inquietude, that presented so many alarms to me 
before you set out, has, I find, and am grieved for it, 
not been quite in the wrong. Some inconveniences I am 
persuaded you have sunk: yet the difficulty of landing 
at Dieppe, and the ransack of your poor harmless trunks 
at Burgoin, and the wretched lodgings with which you 
were forced to take up at Turin, count deeply with me ; 
and I had much rather have lost all credit as a prophet, 
since I could not prevent your journey. May it answer 
for your healths ! I doubt it will not in any other respect, 
as you have already foimd by the voiturins. In point of 
pleasure, is it possible to divest myself so radically of all 
self-love as to wish you may find Italy as agreeable as you 
did formerly? In all other lights, I do most fervently 
hope there will be no drawbacks on your plan. Should 
you be disappointed any way, you know what a warm 
heart is open to receive you back ; and so will ywvr awn 
Cliveden be too. 

WAUOUE. XIV Y 
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I am glad yon met the Bishop of Arns^ and am much 
pleased that he remembers me. I saw him yery frequently 
at my dear old friend's', and liked him the best of all the 
Frenchmen I ever knew. He is extremely sensible, easy, 
lively, and yoid of prejudices. Should he fall in your way 
again, I beg you will tell him how sincere a regard I haye 
for him. He liyed in the strictest union with his brother, 
the Archbishop of Tours, whom I was much less acquainted 
with, nor know if he be living. 

I have heard nothing since my Tuesdajr's letter. As 
I still hope its predecessors will reach you, I will not repeat 
the trifling scraps of news I have sent you in them. In 
fact, this is only a trial whether par Paris is a better pass- 
port than a direction without it ; but I am grievously sorry 
to find difficulty of correspondence superadded to the veza* 
tion of losing you. Writing to you was grown my chief 
occupation. I wish Europe and its broils were in the East 
Indies, if they embarrass us quiet folks, who have nothing 
to do wiih their squabbles. 

The Duchess of Gloucester, who called on me yesterday, 
charged me to give her compliments to you both. 

Hiss Foldson has not yet sent me your pictures : I was 
in town on Monday, and sent to reproach her with having 
twice broken her promise: her mother told my servant 
that Miss was at Windsor, drawing the Queen and Princesses. 
That is not the work of a moment. I am glad dU the 
Princes are not on the spot. The Charming wan passed 
Tuesday here and part of yesterday, and I carried him back 
to Lady Mount-Edgecumbe — ^to-day he goes to Park Place 
and thence to Nuneham. Old Brutus was at the point of 
death the night before last ; I have not heard of her sinoa 

Lbttbi 2758. — ^ Lonis Fraii9oifl as was the arohiepisoopate of Tcmrs, 

Haro Hilaire de Goiisi6. He became held ainoe 1776 by Joaohim Francois 

BiahopofAnHsinl709; thebkhoprio Mamert de Coxudi. 

was tempcwarilj aappreiMd in 1790, * M me. da Deifiuid, 
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I think of continuing here till the weather grows very 
bad ; which it has not been at aU yet, though not equal 
to what I am rejoiced you have found. I have no Somerset 
or Audley Street to receive me ; Mrs. Darner is gone too. 
The Conways remain at Park Place till after Christmas ; 
it is entirely out of fashion for women to grow old and stay 
at home in an evening. They invite you, indeed, now and 
then, but do not expect to see you till midnight ; which is 
rather too late to begin the day, tmless one was bom but 
twenty years ago. I do not condemn any fashions, which 
the young ought to set, for the old certainly ought not; 
but an oak that has been going on in its old way for an 
hundred years, cannot shoot into a Maypole in three years, 
because it is the mode to plant Lombardy poplars. 

What I should have suffered, if pour letters, like mine, 
had wandered through Germany! I, you was sure, had 
written, and was in no danger. Dr. Price, who had whetted 
his ancient talons last year to no purpose, has had them 
all drawn by Burke, and the Bevolution Club is as much 
exploded as the Cock Lane Ghost; but you, in order to 
pass a quiet winter in Italy, would pass through a fiery 
f umaoeu Fortunately, you have not been singed, and the 
letter from Chamberry has composed all my panics, but 
has by no means convinced me that I was not perfectly 
in the right to endeavour to keep you at home. One does 
not put one's hand in the fire to bum off a hangnail ; and, 
though health is delightful, neither of you were out of 
order enough to make a rash experiment I would not 
be so absurd as to revert to old arguments, that happily 
proved no prophecies, if my great anxiety about you did not 
wish, in time, to persuade you to return through Switzerland 
and Flanders, if the latter is pacified and France is not ; of 
which I see no likelihood. 

Pray forgive me, if parts of my letters are sometimes 

Y a 
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tiresome ; but can I appear only and always cheerful when 
you two are absent, and have another long journey to make, 
ay, and the sea to cross again? My fears cannot go to sleep 
like a parcU at fero till there is a new deal, in which eyen 
then I should not be sure of winning. If I see you again, 
I will think I have gained another miUdevOy as I literally 
once did ; with this exception, that I was vehemently against 
risking a doit at the game of trayelling. Adieu ! 

2759. To Miss Maby and Miss Agnes Bsbby. 

Strawberry HiU, Friday night, Not. 27, 1790. 

I AX waiting for a letter from Florence^ not with perfect 
patience, though I could barely have one, even if you did 
arriye, as you intended, on the 12th ; but twenty tempta- 
tions might have occurred to detain you in that land of eye 
and ear sight : my chief eagerness is to leam that you have 
received at least some of my letters. I wish too to know, 
though I cannot yet, whether you would have me direct 
par PariSy or as I did before. In this state of uncertainty 
I did not prepare this to depart this morning ; nor, though 
the Parliament met yesterday, have I a syllable of news for 
you, as there will be no debate till all the members have 
been sworn, which takes two or three days. Moreover, I am 
atill here : the weather, though very rainy, is quite warm ; 
and I have much more agreeable society at Richmond, with 
small companies and better hours, than in town, and shall 
have tiU after Christmas, unless great cold drives me thither. 
Lady Di, Selwyn, the Penns, the Onslows, Douglases, 
Mackinsys, Keenes, Lady Mount-Edgcumbe, all stay, and 
some of them meet every evening. The Boufflers's too are 
constantly invited, and the Gomtesse J^milie sometimes 
carries her harp, on which they say she plays better than 
Orpheus; but as I never heard him on earth, nor chea 



i79o] To Miss Mary and Miss Agnes Berry 325 

Proserpine, I do not pretend to decide. Lord Fitzwilliam 
has been here too ; but was in the utmost danger of being 
lost on Saturday ni^^t, in a violent storm between Calais 
and Dover, as the captain confessed to him when they were 
landed. Do you think I did not ache at the recollection of 
a certain Tuesday when you were sailing to Dieppe ? 

Mr. G. sent me notice yesterday that he and his daughter 
have let your house very f&vourably for five months — ^will 
you forgive me when I own I was glad it was for no longer ? 
His Parnassian vein is opened again — it is full moon. 

Sunday, Nov. 28^ paiticaUrly to Miss Agnes K 

Though I write to both at once, and reckon your letters 
to come equally from both, yet I delight in seeing your hand 
with a pen as well as with a pencil, and you express yourself 
as well with the one as with the other. Your part in that 
which I have been so happy as to receive this moment has 
singularly obliged me, by your having saved me the terror 
of knowing you had a torrent to cross after heavy rain. No 
cat is so a&aid of ¥rater for herself, as I am grown to be for 
you. That panic, which will last for many months, adds to 
my fervent desire of your returning early in the autumn, 
that you may have neither fresh water nor the siO^ ocean 
to cross in winter. Ptedous as our insular situation is, I 
am ready to wish with the Frenchman, that you could some- 
how or other get to it by land, — ' Qui, c'est une isle toujours, 
je le s^ais bien ; mais, par exemple, en allant d'alentour, n'y 
auroit-il pas moyen d'y arriver par terre ? ' I was delighted 
too to hear yesterday from Mr. C, from your sister's letter, 
that you have recovered your healthy looks — ^pray bring 
them back with you. Your house is let for six months, and 
at seven guineas a week. This and the rest is to both, 
and in answer. 

Lbttbb S760.— 1 Hitherto printed as a separate letter. 
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Gorreggio never pleased me in proportion to his fame: 
his grace touches upon grimace ; the mouth of the beautiful 
angel at Parma curls up almost into a half-moon. Still I 
prefer Correggio to the Umrd want of grace in Guercino, who 
is to me a German edition of Guida I am sorry the book- 
seller would not let you have an (Hranto. Edwards told 
me, above two months ago, that he every day expected the 
whole impression ; and he has never mentioned it waiting 
for my corrections. I will make Elirgate write to him, for 
I have told you that I am still here. We have had much 
ndn, but no flood ; and yesterday and to-day have exhibited 
Florentine skies. 

From town I know nothing; but that on Friday, after 
the King's speech. Earl Stanhope made a most frantic speech 
on the National Assembly and against Galonne's book, which 
he wanted to have taken up for high treason. He was every 
minute interrupted by loud bursts of laughter ; which was 
all the answer he received or deserved. His suffragan Price 
has published a short sneaking equivocal answer to Burke, 
in which he pretends his triumph over the King of France 
alluded to July, not to October, though his sermon was 
preached in November. Gredat — ^but not Judsdus Apella, as 
Hr. Burke so wittily says of the assignats. Mr. Grenville*, 
the Secretary of State, is made a peer, they say to assist the 
Chancellor' in the House of Lords: yet the papers pretend 
the Chancellor is out of humour, and will resign ; the first 
may be true, the latter probably not. 

Richmond, my metropolis, flourishes exceedingly. The 
Duke of Clarence arrived at his palace there last nighty 
between eleven and twelve, as I came from Lady Douglas. 

s WiUiam Wyndham Orenyflla flU«d many impoftant offloea. He 

(t76»-1884), third nirTiving son of was Foreign Secretary, 1791-1801 ; 

Hon. Qeorge (^renTiUe ; or. (Nor. 36, Prime Minister, 1306-7. 

1790) Baron GrenTille of Wotton- * Lord Thorlow ; he remained in 

under-Bemewood. He had already offloe tiU 1792. 
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His eldest brother and Mr& F. dine there to-day with the 
D. of Q.y as his Grace, who called here this mornings told 
me, on the very spot where lived Charles the First, and 
where are the portraits of his principal courtiers from 
Combury. Q. has taken to that palace at last, and has 
frequently company and music there in an evening. I 
intend to go. 

The very old unde of the Abb6 Nichols is dead, and, as 
he tells me, has left well to his mother and him, and he is 
come to live there with her, and I shall hear him sing, I 
conclude, at the Duke's concerts. 

The Gunning match remains, I believe, m sUiiu quo non. 
My coachman does air your chaise : have you received my 
letter which tells you how much liberty I took in airing it ? 

Two mails have arrived at Falmouth this week from 

Lisbon, and yet I have not yet heard of Mrs. D.'s arrival 

there, but I conclude her father has. 

Monday, 29th. 

I am going to dine at Hampton with Lady Cecilia John- 
stone, and am to attend her in the evening to Lady Mary 
Duncan's Monday, whom I never happened to visit before^ 
though we have been so long inhabitants of the same planet. 
I hope not to pass so many evenings out of my own parish 
this time twelvemonth I Old Brutus is still alive, but almost 
insensibla 

I suppose none of my Florentine acquaintance are still 
upon earth. The handsomest woman there, of my days, 
was a Madame Grifoni, my fair Geraldine ; she would now 
be a Methusalemess, and much more like a frightful picture 
I have of her by a one-eyed German painter. I lived then 
with Sir Horace Mann, in Casa Mannetti in Via de' Santi 
Apostoli, by the Ponte di Trinitlu Ptey, worship the works 
of Masaccio, if any remain ; though I think the best have 
been burnt in a church* Baphael himself borrowed from 
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him. Fra Bariolomeo, too, is one of my standards for great 
ideas ; and Benyenuto Cellini's Perseus a rival of the antique, 
though Mrs. D. will not allow it. Over against the Perseus 
is a heautiful small front of a house, with only three windows, 
designed by Baphael ; and another, I think, near the Porta 
San Oallo, and, I believe, called Gasa Panciatici or Pandol- 
fini. 

I hope to-morrow or next day to reoeiye your letter from 
Florence, but am forced to send this to town to-night If 
you have not received oO my letters, you will not understand 
some passages in thi& Tou have, I trust, recovered the 
fi&tigues of your journey. Adieu ! 

2760. To THE Countess of Upper Ossoey. 

Birawbeny Hill, Deo. 1, 1790. 

Indeed, my too indulgent Lady, my letters are written so 

idly, and filled with such trifles as occur, as Arabian tales, &c., 

that they are very unfit to be seen by any but yourselves, 

for whose amusement I send them ; and being generally 

f only answers to yours, they must be Hebrew to anybody 

else. This is merely a reply to your last. Madame de 
Sillery's^ protest against the MoHaeigneur was no panic, but 
an emanation of that poissarde cant that her recreant pro- 
tector has adopted. When the late Emperor died, she 
forbade her pupils to mourn for him. The Due de Ghartres * 
obeyed. The Due de Montpensier^ the second son, about 
seventeen, would not, but bespoke a black coat La €k>uvei> 
nante said to him, ' Quelle fimtaisie est-ce cela ? ' ' Fantaide I ' 
cried the Prince, 'est«e une fantaisie que de vouloir portet 

Lkftbb 2760.~i Better known as de ChartTes ; encoeeded hieiatlier m 

If me. de (Hnlis— a title whidh. die Dae d'OrUane, 1798 ; EingofJPnnoe 

retained, while her husband was as Louis Philippe, 1880-48. 
known as the Marquis de Silleiy. > Antoine Philippe (1776-1807), 

> Louis PhiUppe (1778-1860), Due Duo de " 
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le deml de rEmpereur?' 'Well, then I* said the mock 
Mineiray ' you shall have no other coat till that is worn out.* 
Would not one think that the Duo de Ghartres was her son, 
and the two others sprung from Henri Quatre by the Duchess 
ofOrltens'? 

One word more about Mr. Burke's book: I know the 
tirade on the Queen of France is condemned, and yet I must 
avow I admire it much. It paints her exactly as she appeared 
to me the first time I saw her when Dauphiness. She was 
going after the late King to chapel, and shot through the 
room like an aerial being, all brightness and grace, and 
without seeming to touch earth — vera mcessu patuU dea ! 
Had I Mr. Burke's powers, I would have described her in 
his words. I like * the swords leaping out of their scabbards ' ; 
in short, I am not more charmed with his wit and eloquence, 
than with his enthusiasm. Every page shows how sincerely 
he is in earnest — ^a wondrous merit in a political pamphlet. 
All other party writers ad zeal for the public, but it never 
seems to flow from the heart That cordiality, like a phial 
of spirits, will preserve his book, when some of his doctrines 
would have evaporated in fume. Lord Stanhope's were the 
ravings of a lunatic, imagining he could set the world on 
fire with phosphorus. Lord Lansdowne, I hear, said there 
was some good sense in that rant. How fortunate that 
Price and his adherents were intoxicated by their own hopes, 
and flattered themselves that Europe was in so combustible 
a temper, that by throwing their farthing squibs from a 
pulpit, they should set even this country in a blase, and 
like the wretches hanged last week for burning houses, 
should plunder some silver candlesticks from the altars in 
our churches, to which the rights of men entitle them. That 
proclamation of the rights of men is t]^ facto a dissolution 

* Loiii86 Marie Adelaide de Boarbo&i daughter of the Dao de Penthidyre ; 
divoroed in 179SI. 



330 To the Countess of Upper Ossory [1790 

of all society, into which men entered for the defence of the 
rights of every indiyidual. The consequence of universal 
equality would be, that the industrious only would labour, 
the idle not. Who then would be to maintain the inactive? 
Must the produce of the labours of the laborious be shared 
with the indolent? Oh, but there should be some govern* 
ment — then the governed would not be equal with the 
governors; but it is idle to confute nonsense! All the 
blessed liberty the French seemed to have gained is, that 
every man or woman, if poissardes are women, may hang 
whom they please. Dr. Price adopting such freedom, opened 
the nation's eyes — Honi $oit qm mdl ypense I 

P.S. Tour Ladyship forgot to send me the solution of 
the riddle. 



2761. To THE Countess of Ufpeb Ossoby. 

Strawberry Hill, Dec 9, 1790. 

YouB Ladyship has furnished me with so many subjects, 

that I doubt whether I shall be able to crowd my answers 

into a single sheet of my small paper. I may branch into 

a pamphlet^ while I am only replying to what you have 

said to me ; but I must preface all by imploring you not to 

exhibit my lettera Though I am and must be proud of 

Lady Bavensworth's approbation of my sentiments^ for I 

! should not be a mortal if I had not a grain of vanity, nor 

i should be believed if I denied it, for whoever has been 

imprudent enough to be an author must have had some; 

yet I am seriously in earnest in begging you will not show 

; my letters. Foolish as I have been in publishing anything, 

it is my sober desire now not to have my name brought into 

question : I wish to pass my remnant of days forgotten and 

in indolent quiet ; yet by having formerly committed myself 
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in publiOy the impertinent newspapers bandy about my name, 
though I give not the smallest handle for it : an instance you 
mention, Madam, is a proof. Mr. Burke ordered Dodsley to 
send me his book, though I have not seen him three times 
in three years. Good breeding obliged me to thank him, 
and my real admiration called on me to avow it — yet, will 
you believe, Madam? what is now called k fiiaeletter^ I might 
safely swear, did not contain six lines ; and all it said was, 
that unless I could write as well as he does, I could not 
fully express my admiration, yet did not doubt but he would 
have that of mankind. I do not recollect the very words, 
but am sure that was the whole substance, and am much 
mistaken if that was a fine letter \ nor would it ever have 
entered into my head, no, nor into vanity's own head, to 
talk of such a simple compliment — and yet I have been 
told that it has been mentioned in a newspaper I I cannot 
suspect that Mr. Burke could think it worth his while to 
talk of such a natural civility ; but somebody might be with 
him when he received it, and must have reported it, till it 
descended to the newspapera. Let me entreat your Ladyship 
not to contribute to my being game for coffee-houses ; my 
vanity does not reach jusqueAa, Alas I if my preface has 
got overleaf, how shall I keep the rest within any bounds ? 
I am not surprised at Mr. Fox or Mr. Fitzpatrick for dis* 
liking the extent of Mr. Burke's notions : I should be mortified 
if the former did not admire the composition, and should 
readily distrust my own judgement^ if the latter and Mr. Hare 
did hot keep me in countenance. The last, I have been told, 
says, that though he would submit to Mr. Fox in everything 
else, he cannot give up Mr. Burke's book. I, who have more 
reason to be humble, and who certainly shall not set up my 
understanding against one so superior as Mr. Fox's, cannot 
help being rejoiced at its publication. Being a speculative 
and not a practical politician, my opinion may be biased by 
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<mtward drenmatanoeB. I acknowledge, too, that I am apt 
to have strong prejndioes both when I like and dislike; 
and, though time has worn them down to at least a smoother 
sur&ce, I believe that the wit and eloquenoe of the work in 
question contributed to enchant ma Tet I must persisty 
without any yariation in my principles, in applauding the 
publication at the present mameittf when reformation is gone 
raving mad, and, like Ceres, with biasing torches, would set 
fire to and destroy all Uie harrests upon earth because her 
daughter's liberty had been ravished Beformation, which 
is everywhere perpetually wanted, is, I am grieved to say, 
a most dangerous chief justice, and more apt to terminer 
than to ojfer^ and to commit more spoil than the criminals 
it arrests. This is no novelty of opinion in me. Thirty 
years ago I had a dispute with Dame Hacaulay on the same 

' ground. I told her it was a settled maxim of mine that no 
great eomtt^y was ever saoed by good men, because good men 
will not go the lengths that may be necessary. Was the 

j I Bevohition brought about by good men? No, the best 
patriots hesitated ; the worsts Lord Sunderland, did not 
boggle — he pushed Eling James down the precipice. I 
went further; I owned to her that I should always be 
a coward about spilling the blood of others, and at this 
moment mine recoils when I hear the advocates of the 
French ^tats cry, 'A revolution cannot be effected without 
blood, and that in France has cost but little ! ' My heavens 1 
who has a patent from above, and without law, to shed a 
drop ? In that case, I fear the forum conscientiae is a most 
wicked tribunal. I went much further, I remember, with 
Mrs. Macaulay: I said, 'Madam, had I been Luther, and 
could have known (even if persuaded that I was right in 
my premises, nay, had I even thought I was inspired) that 
for the chcMce of saving millions of souls I should be the 
cause of a million of lives, at least, being sacrificed before 
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my doctrineB oould be establishedy it must have been a most j 
palpable angel, and in a most heavenly livery, before he 
should have set me to work' Thus I am but uniform, not 
changed. 

Another of my tenets, not a very praotioable one, is this : 
the excellence of our constitution consists in the balance 
of the three powers. Unfortunately it is the nature of 
a balance to fluctuate by a breath of air. I have lived long 
enough to see Eang, Lords, Commons, preponderate at 
different perioda The political rule that I would wish 
always to see followed should be, that whenever any one 
of the three powers preponderates, the other two diould 
join against and counteract ii The first power has un- 
doubtedly of late years been the heaviest ; but that fourth 
power, that within these two years has started out of the 
earth like the black doud in the Arabian Nights, and which 
dispersing, disclosed an infernal Afrite — that power does 
not tend to balance, but overturn all three. Mr. Burke, 
with Solomon's seal, has put the evil spirits to flight ; and 
though his talisTnan, I confess, will remain and be service- 
able to Pharaoh's priests hereafter, I am poor-spirited 
enough to comfort myself with the appearance of the lovely 
gaudy rainbow that promises me security from the deluge 
I apprehended ; and I have another comfort, which is, the 
shock lately given through Europe to prerogative is a 
counter-security to liberty. Their Majesties will be content 
with what prerogative they can preserve from the con- 
vulsion, and not think of extending it for some years, 
unless the ravage of anarchy in France drives three or four 
of them to unite to suppress it, as they may do now on 
the pacification of Brabant I own I felt for the latter, 
they were prov<Aed by the despotism of the late Emperor ; 
and acted from better, though mistaken, notions than the 
French, for the Flemings meant the defence of their 



334 To the Countess of Upper Ossory [1790 

religion ; the French, though most intolerant, as Mr. Burke 
has shown, have no religion at alL This capital discordance 
between the two rebellions may haye Tery wholesome 
consequencea 

If the confusions in France are quelled by force, as I 
conclude they will be, the present prosecution of the clergy ^ 
there would be likely to produce a full restoration of the 
Papal system; but that will be counterbalanced by the 
late enthusiasm of the Flemings ; but I am running into 
speculations, which tlwhys contract a propensity to pre- 
diction. I hope I have explained and cleared my own 
principles ; with all my prejudices, I have given proofs of 
moderation before. Hy own old friends have blamed my 
tenderness to Lord Clarendon, my paUiation of Charles I 
for his countenancing Lord Glamorgan *, and my doubting 
the disinterestedness of Mr. Hampden* Perhaps it is no 
mighty crime not to please either side^ provided not a 

[ glimpse of self-interest is the consequence, of which I hope 
I am clear ; except that being by my station an aristocrat, 
and by my father's goodness a placeman for life, I cannot 
wish to be swept into the common sewers. I avow all, 
I conceal nothing, but I maintain that I am not changed 

\ in any principle ; yet if one must make an option between 
Mirabeau and Mr. Burke, I declare I am a Burkist 

\ LBTm2761. — ^i^eoIorg7*oeai6d onrte eligible by the Mine eleoton 
to be a lepenite oorpoTatioii in the m the members of the 



state. Their Chardh property was Assembly, forbade the newly-eleoted 

seised and sold, and tii^ were re- bishops to demand their oonilrma- 

dnoed to the position of mere salaried tion ftom the Pope, and finally 

ftmotionaries. The monasteries were exaeted from the clergy an oath of 

abolished. Monastio tows were fbr- adhesion to a oonstitation whidi 

bidden, and soon the " ciril oonstitn- was directly opposed to the principlea 

tion " drove the clergy to the alter- of their Ghnroh. Oat of 188 bishops 

natiye of abandoning either their only four consented to take it. Oat 

eores or their allegiance to the Pope. of 70,000 priests i6,000 were deprived 

. . . The state by its own authority of their cores, and a great schism 

diminished the namber of bishoprics, divided France.' (Lecky, ^iiC. OML 

rearranged the dioe o s o s in accord- XF///, ed. 1806, voL vi p. 495.) 

ance with the new division of do- * See note 6 on letter to Home of 

partments, made the bishops and July 16, 1768. 



l79o] To Miss Mary Berry 835 

There are a few other pasaagee I wish to answer, but my 
poor hand is so weary by writing all this in a breath, that 
I must stop and eannot send it away to-day» 

Friday, lOih. 
I haye seen good old Lord G^rge* and would have 
persuaded him to read the pamphlet, which I acknowledged 
I admired, as I have to Mrs. Bouverie ; but did not preyaal. 
What your Ladyship says of the authoresses of your sex 
does not proceed from want of strength of head, but from 
the rarity of grave discussions among them. When they 
do inform themselves, they know their acquisitions are 
uncommon, and it makes them vain. I have seen it the 
case of great lawyers retired from business, who, having 
taken to reading the classics, have quoted the commonplaces 
of Horace, which an Etonian of twenty would blush to cite, 
knowing all his contemporaries were as familiar with them 
as he. I thank your Ladyship for your impartiality in 
telling me of Lady Bavensworth's partiality to my niece. 
I flatter myself she is not undeserving of either, and wish 
she was so happy as to be equally known to both I 

2762. To Miss Maby Besby. 

strawberry Hill, Thursday at midnight, Dec. 10, 1790. 

Afteb receiving yours from Bologna ten days ago, I 
expected another from Florence in three days, as you 
promised to write thence on your arrival, but I have none 
till this minute that on returning from Bichmond, I find 
one on my table dated as long ago as the 16th of last month, 
and what, alas I has it told me but your utter disappoint- 
ment and most natural vexation at the loss, at least at 
the want, of any one letter, but Hra. D.'s, from England ? 
Oh, how shall I expect you to receive any, if all have 

' Lord Oeorge OaTendidi. Lanaa a7ea.--lf at in OL 
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miscarried; how shall I direct; mine? Till you told me 
to puiparPariSf I did direct like Mrs. D., yet you haye not 
received them. I know but one consolation to offer to you, 
and that is, all failing, you have no reason to be alarmed 
particularly for any of your friends ; and for a sucoedaneum 
to your loss of the thread of domestic occurrences, I will 
keep a minute journal of all I know and hear, and keep 
it till I can send it by some secure hand or method. In 
my present distress for you and myself on this cruel 
disappointment and uncertainty, I cannot recollect any* 
thing I haye said, and I must send this away to town 
to-morrow in time^ or it will not set out before Tuesday, 
by which time I will try to remember what eyents haye 
happened, though at this moment I cannot recall a single one 
of any consequence. How happy I shall be if by that 
day I can learn that your letters haye at last reached 
you! 

This being but a momentary essay to see if you can get 
a line from me, and half in despair at the sad cruel prospect 
of our correspondence being cut o£^ I will say but few 
words more, to assure you I am perfectly well, and will 
search eyery method upon earth of conveying letters to 
you. I have not heard from Mrs. D. yet, but conclude her 
parents have, as I see by the papers two packets have 
arrived from Lisbon, and the last I conclude since she 
must have landed there. That letters to you, two private 
young Englishwomen, going to Italy for health, and con* 
nected with nobody ministerial here^ and corresponding 
with nobody but persons involved in no party, and writing 
about nothing political, should be opened in France^ and 
stiU more wonderful, should continue to be opened there 
and not forwarded, is quite astonishing! I should rather 
suspect they have gone by Flanders and been lost in the 
confusions there ; but as the Emperor is now in possession 
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again of that country, I hope our terrible interruption 
will cease. 

If you receive this, you may be satisfied that your grand- 
mother has heard of you, as I have receiTed every one of 
yours. Why yours should come, and ours be stopped or 
retarded, is inconceivable. 

I could write on this subject all night, but as it is so late, 
and Philip must carry this to town by eight to-morrow, 
I will conclude for the present^ after telling you that 
I wrote to you, directed to Turin, Oct. 16, 19, 25, and to 
Florence, Nov. 2, 11, 16, and thither, par Ports, 19th 
and 29tL How I do hope you have got some at least I 
Adieu, adieu I 

2768. To Miss Mabt Bbbby. 

Berkeley Square, Dee. 16, 1790. 

I AM still infinitely distressed about your receiving no 
letters from England, and still ignorant whether you have 
yet received any. Your last was from Florence of the 16th 
of last month, and you promised to write again im* 
mediately ; but the strong westerly winds (which on Sunday 
night blew a tempest, and broke off a considerable branch 
of my beautiful ivied walnut-tree at Strawberry) have pre- 
vented (and I hope nothing else has) our receiving any 
letters from the Continent. Hy best consolation has been 
from Miss Penn, who tells me her brother, now at Florence, 
was some time without letters^ but then did receive them. 
May this have been your case — you may ask him. I desired 
her to write to him to acquaint you that Miss Seton and 
I have received all your letters regularly, consequently your 
grandmother has not been alarmed. 

In this suspense I only write, that if our letters do find 

Lnm area— Not in a 
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paasagetoyouyyoamay haye no interral; though till I he«r 
they do, I cannot write comfortably. Should any French 
hare stopped them, surely they must have diacoyered by 
this time that they might as well haye a curiosity about 
letters to Abyssinia ! But how unpleasant that you cannot 
not only hear the common chit-chat of your own country, 
but receiye no account of your own priyate affairs. Tou 
periiaps do not yet know that your house is lei for six 
months at seyen guineas a week. I called on llr. Oambridge 
on Sunday ey^ning; his son QeoTge\ as well as I, haye 
sent you notice of it, and the latter too of what I did not 
know, that he has sold Mr. Beny's horse. If you haye 
receiyed our letters, these will be unnecessary repetitions ; 
but I want so much to giye such satisfactory informa- 
tion, that I shall not spare ttdUs till I am sure you are 
informed. 

In mine of last week I was so confounded at your 
disappointment, that I forgot to giye you, as you desired, 
the direction to Mrs. D. It is 'Aux soins de Messieurs 
Mellish et de Yisme, k Lisbon.' I haye heard from her 
thence ; she had a passage but of seyen days. 

I came to town yesterday. purely on your account, and 
return to-morrow. Cliyeden was this morning secured to 
you and your sister in form. 

Poor Lady Henries has lost the use of her limbs, and 
is at Bath in a melancholy way. I called on Mrs. Buller 
last night, and unluckily found seyen persons who had 
dined with her : so you may imagine my yisit was short 

Lord Bute has had a fall from his own cliff of twenty-eight 
feet, sprained his ankle, and broke the little bone of it, but, 
though seyenty-seyen, is recoyering. 

The opposition seem yery temperate and tame, and the 
court's migorities are great The three Qarters were giyen 

1 The Bey. Qwrgo Owen OaBibridge, afterwards Arohdeaoon of MiddleiesE. 
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away yesterday to the Duke of Saxe-Gotha, the Duke of 
Leeds, and Lord ChathauL All thia perhajMS you will learn 
earlier from our newspapers. Of private news I do not 
know a tittle, but I would try once more to acquaint you 
with your own afhirs by the common post. If none of 
these succeed, I wQl try some other channel, for I cannot 
bear your liying ignorant of all that concerns you. I will 
write round by Bussia, and beg the Empress to make it 
a condition of peace, that the Grand Signer shall send 
a zebecque to Leghorn with my letters. Adieu I for the 
present. 

P.S. I am sorry I was so much in the right, when I 
endeavoured to dissuade your journey, firom the various 
inconveniences I foresaw, though I own loss of letters was 
not one of the number. 

2764. To Miss Maby Bbbby. 

strawberry Hm, Friday nigfat, Deo. 17, 1790. 

My letters set out on the back of one another. I wish 
I could know that any one of them, but that at Lyons, had 
reached you I I sent off the eleventh from London this morn- 
ing, but here is a new and great distress I Last week I 
received your first from Florence, with an account of your 
shocking disappointment in finding no letters from England 
there or at Turin, though all yours have come regularly to 
me and Miss Seton, and I conclude to others, so you may 
be satisfied that your grandmother has been imder no alarm 
about you. Tour Florentine letter promised another, in 
which I trusted I should learn that your letters had 
followed you, as Mr. Penn's have done him ; but, alas ! if 
you have sent such a letter, I shall probably never receive 

LmsB 8764.— Not in 0. 
Z 2 
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it, for a French packet from Calais to DoTor sunk in the 
great storm on Tuesday with all the crew, thirty persons, 
and I suppose the mails too, for the English packet 
escaped at the same time, and yet I have no letter, which 
I must have had to-night, for Eirgate followed me by the 
evening coach. One great consolation he has brought me, 
a permission to send this in Lord Hervey's packet, which 
sets me to writing with confidence. 

In this moming^s letter I have told you that in the un« 
certainty of any of my letters reaching you, I must till 
I know they do use many repetitions. The most material 
are that your house in Audley Street is let for six months 
at seven guineas a week ; and Mr. G. Cambridge has sold 
Hr. Berry's horse. Cliveden was secured to you both in 
form yesterday morning. 

The Parliament has been moderate^ and the courts 
majorities considerable. The chief difficulty is whether 
Hastings's trial is to proceed, and that point is not yet 
settled. The Duke of Montrose is Master of the' Horse; 
Mr. W. Grenville a peer ; the Duke of Saze-Gotha, the Duke 
of Leeds, and Lord Chatham have got the three vacant 
Ghirters. This kind of articles that are in all newspapers I 
shall not send you, if I learn that you see the papers. 

Poor Lady Herries has lost the use of her limbs, and is 
very ill at Bath. Mrs. Damer had a passage of only seven 
days ; her direction is ' Aux soins de Messieurs Mellish et 
de Yisme, h Lisbon.' 

The famous letter, and another to the same purport^ of 
which we were told the night before you set out, is 
discovered to be a forgery, but the writer not found out, yet 
supposed to be the very person who repeated it to us ; but 
do not write this back to England, nor mention it where 
you are, I beg. 

Mrs. Siddons is playing again to crowded houses. 
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For my own history, I am still resident here. We have 
had several beautiful days, a vast deal of rain and high 
winds, but scarce any cold. Richmond is still fiill, and 
will be so till after Christmas. The Duke of Clarence is 
there, and every night at Mr& Bouverie's, Lady Di's, at 
home, or at the Duke of Queensberry's, with suppers that 
finish at twelve. I have been at three, but I do not think 
seventy-three just suited to twenty-five, and therefore have 
excused myself from as many, and believe I shall settle 
in town before New Tear^s Day, though the hours in London, 
even of old folks, are not half so reasonable as those of this 
young Prince, who never drinks or games, and is extremely 
good humoured and well bred. 

If I have anything more to tell you before Sunday morn- 
ing, when this must go to town for Tuesday's post, I will 
add it ; but still trusting that you may at last have received 
my former letters, I have been very brief on what I have 
mentioned in them. One thing I must repeat with em- 
phasis : I implore you not to return through France, especially 
as Flanders is now resettled. I as earnestly beseech you 
to be in England by the end of September. I never shall 
forget the storm which you so narrowly escaped going to 
Dieppe, and this last Tuesday has been still more tremendous. 
Torrents in Italy tool For France^ the horrors increase. 
The son of a friend of mine called on me yesterday ; he is 
of Cambridge, and told me that two lords of his acquaintance 
had the curiosity to go to France this summer, and he was 
on the point of going with them, but was prevented. At 
Lyons they were seized for spies, and had the rope about 
their necks ; but a man of letters coming by, they explained 
themselves to him in Latin, which they had not been able 
to do su£Sciently in French, and he saved them. I know 
how well you speak Latin and French too, but as ^ benefit 
ofdergy is so lately taken away in that country, I b^ you 
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will never set your foot in it» but, seriously and most 
sezioufllyy spare me more alarms I I shall haye no tran- 
quillity till you are safe in England again. I know I have 
no right to ask you to sacrifice your own satisfactions to 
mine ; but mine are not the sole ; yourselves have been 
suffering for what you thought your grandmother must 
have felt on your accounts. The present state of France, 
and surely it is not mending has already caused you many 
inconveniencea At Rouen you could get nothing but 
paper — it is ten times worse now. What if you should not 
be able to proceed from want of assistance from bankers, 
who could come to relieve you? — nay, should we be sure 
of getting your letters ? Oh, ponder these things, and 
listen to me at least for your return 1 I will not look back, 
but I must look forward, while I am on earth, to study your 
happiness and security. That cannot be long — ^but should 
I fail before your return, who will be equally active for 
your service ? You have been so kind as to tell me I am 
your true friend ; should I be so if I did not labour to 
prevent dangers for you, and did not warn you of them? 
I write so freely and warmly, as sure of your receiving 
this, though not certain I shall have leave to make use of 
the same conveyance often. Cultivate Lord Hervey ; he may 
perhaps allow you to receive Miss Seton's and my letters in 
his packets — ^but keep that a secret. I could write all 
night, but surely you must see that my fears are neither 
ill-founded nor selfish. GkN>d night I may Heaven pre- 
serve you. 

Saturday night 
I have nothing to add but that I am persuaded the mail 
is lost, for I have no letter, and have written to Miss Seton 
to acquaint her with my suspicion that she may tranquillize 
your grandmother. This is a vile sheet of paper and sucks 
up the ink, and I have not time to transcribe it 
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Poor Lady Douglas (Lady Frances Scott) was brought to 
bed ten days ago ; is most dangerously ill, and this morning's 
message said the fever no better. 

I fear a particular passage to Miss Agnes in answer to 
her kind scrap must have been amongst the letters whose 
fate is still unknown to me — but all mine are equally to 
both, as Cliveden is ; and for fear of mistakes or your 
removal, I make the address of this double. 



2765. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

strawberry Hill, Deo. 20, 1790, very l&te at night 

This being a duplicate or rather a codicil to one that goes 
away to-morrow from the Secretary's o£Bce in Lord Hervey's 
packet, I do not put any numero to it, and as it must go 
hence to-morrow very early by the coach, I write a few lines 
just to contradict what I have said about lost letters in the 
letter you will receive from our minister. 

The French packet that was said to be lost on Tuesday 
last, and which did hang out signals of distress^ was saved, 
but did not bring any letters ; but three Flemish mails that 
were due are arrived, and did bring letters, and, to my 
inexpressible joy, two from you of the 22nd and 29th of 
last month, telling me that you have received as far as 
No. 4 and 5 of mine. I am ashamed to say that with 
this there were eight more arrived or on the road. Tours 
received to-night are 10 and 11. I conclude Hiss Seton 
will receive one or two from one of you to-morrow at 
farthest, as I am sorry to say she has one from me this 
morning I suppose, lamenting the loss of the French packet. 
Thank all the stars in Hersehel's telescope, or beyond its 
reach, that our correspondence is out of the reach of France 
and all its ravages I 

I truly have been in such distress and confusion about 
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your finding no letters at Florence, that I haye scarce 
thought or talked of anything else but contrivances to 
remedy that disaster. Tour two letters have made me 
quite easy, and I shall fall into our natural commerce 
again. 

Tour letters, though I still maintain longer than I wish 
you to write^ contain everything I like to know except 
the last article, but the uppermost in my thoughts, your 
drinking whey from having been overheated by your journey. 
I hope your next will be as minute on that article, and as 
satisfactory as your account of Hiss Agnes, which doubles 
the pleasure the arrival of these letters has given me, and 
of which I despaired. Should any feverishness remain I 
beg you to have recourse to five grains of James's powder. 
I rejoice that Mr. Berry continues so welL 

After a deluge of letters for some days, I have not left 
myself a tittle to tell you. Nay, doubting whether any 
would reach you, but hoping that some at least would, 
I have repeated three or four times every tittle I wanted 
you to know. 

Thank you a million of times for all your details about 
yourselves I When even the apprehension of any danger 
disquiets me so much, judge whether I do not interest 
myself in every particular of your pleasures and amusements ! 
Florence was my delight, as it is yours ; but, I don't know 
how, I wish you did not like it quite so much I and, after 
the gallery, how will any silver-penny of a gallery look ? 
Indeed, for your Boboli, which I thought horrible even fifty 
years ago, before shepherds had seen the star of taste in 
the westf and glad tidings were proclaimed to their fiocks, 
I do think there is not an acre on the banks of the Thames 
that should vail the bonnet to it 

Of Mr. Burke's book, if I have not yet told you my 
opinion, I do now ; that it is one of the finest compositions 
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in print. There is reason, logic, wit, truth, eloquence, and 
enthusiasm, in the brightest coloura That it has given 
a mortal stab to sedition, I believe and hope ; because the 
fury of the Brabanters — ^whom, however, as having been 
aggrieved, I pitied and distinguish totally from the savage 
Gauls — and the unmitigated and execrable injustices of 
the latter, have made almost any state preferable to such 
anarchy and desolation, that increases every day. 

Admiring thus, as I do, I am very &r from subscribing 
to the extent of almost all Mr. Burke's principles. The 
work, I have no doubt, will hereafter be applied to support 
very high doctrines ; and to you I will say, that I think 
it an Apocrypha that, in many a council of bishops, will be 
added to the Old Testament. Still, such an Almanzor was 
wanting at this crisis ; and his foes show how deeply they 
are wounded, by their abusive pamphlets. Their Amazonian 
aUies, headed by Kate Hacaulay and the virago Barbauld, 
whom Mr. Burke calls our poissardes, spit their rage at 
eighteenpence a head, and will return to Fleet Ditch, more 
fortunate in being forgotten than their predecessors, im- 
mortalized in the DtmcieuL 

I must now bid you good night ; and night it is, to the 
tune of morning. Adieu, all three I 

P.S. I am glad you did not get a Parmesan Otranto\ 
A copy is come so full of faults, that it is not fit to be 
sold here. 

2766. To Joseph Coopbb Walkeb. 

Sib, Strawberry Hill, Dec. 21, 1790. 

Though I have had the gout in my hand for some time 
and am not able to write myself, I will not delay any 

la/rm 2766.— > An edition printed ftnt printed firom original (probably 
at Parma hy BodonL in Kirgate'e handwriting) in poMes- 

LxTTSB 2766. — Not in C. ; now sion of Messrs. Maggs Bros. 
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longer thankmg you for your last favours, particularly for 
your notes on two publications of mine, though, as I hare 
told you, Sir, I am too old to think of making any additions 
to them. For my tragedy, you do it too much honour, and 
give yourself a great deal too much trouble about it, and 
if the bookseller will print it, I had rather he printed it 
faultily, than that you should take the pains to correct the 
press. I much approye of your scheme for promoting 
painting in Ireland, and heartily wish success both to your 
plan and to the art there. Indeed, as your country seems 
in earnest in setting about improving and aggrandizing 
itself, and has already done itself honour by its public 
buildings, I have no doubt but painting will flourish as 
much as architecture. 

The college for old maids is a very benevolent idea, 
but I am not well enough acquainted with Ireland to 
judge whether it is a practicable one. 

Dr. Young's treatise is very ingenious indeed, and his 
arguments very satisfactory. I never did believe that Gk>thie 
architecture was of Moorish or Saracenic origin, being very 
unlike to the drawings I have seen from buildings of either 
people ; still less do I attribute Gothic to the Saxons, who 
never invented anything but a barbarous mode of cor- 
rupting language. 

I have thought that the intersection of regular arches 
may have suggested the idea of pointed ones, whenever 
or wherever that form was first adopted. Dr. Young's 
defence of its strength pleases me extremely, and I wish 
his arguments may recommend it as successfully as I think 
they ought to do. 

One opinion I have, which is, that the florid Gothic owes 
its beautiful improvements to England alone ; nor do I know 
paraUel samples but in some few cathedrals in France in 
provinces that were subject to us. Had the style originated 
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in France, that nation is too apt to be partial to its own 
inventors not to have spread the taste more diffusively. 



2767. To EoBEET Bbbby. 

Deab Sib, Strawberry Hill, Deo. 28, 1790. 

If your letter did not give me so much pleasure from 
many particulars, I should be vexed at your thinking it 
necessary to thank me for an affection by which I am 
certainly by far the greatest gainer. At my great age, and 
decrepit as I am, what could happen so fortunate to me in 
the dregs of life as to meet with you and your daughters, 
and them very pretty young women, universally admired, 
and aU the more for their virtues, sweet tempers, know- 
ledge, and such funds of good sense, as make them company 
for the most sensible of both sexes, as you constantly have 
seen ? Was not this an acquisition to value as I do, when 
you allowed me to enjoy so much of your society ? Indeed, 
I sometimes reproach mjrself, and say. Did not I engross 
too much of their time, and may not my blind self-love have 
contributed to deprive me of that blessing ? Tes, I know 
I was unreasonable, and may never be so happy again I 
Can I at past seventy-three depend on a year's life ? I am 
not so vainly sanguine. Nay, can I be so unjust as to wish 
to shorten their stay in a country to which they are so 
partial? Tet human nature, though worn out, cannot 
with all its reason, philosophy, and what is much stronger 
in me, friendship, put itself so entirely out of the question, 
as to eradicate every hope that they may have a wish to 
return home ; though you alaim me, Sir, when you speak 
hypothetically of being in England by the annual period of 
your setting out — should there be an ^ in the case, I doubt 
there will be no ^ for me. Forgive my returning your 

loBrrsB 8767.— Not in 0. * 
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favour by this melancholy strain. I am too weak to com- 
mand myself, and the best advice I can give to your 
daughters is to gratify their own, and so reasonable, in- 
clinations, and ascribe my grief to what I should think 
myself and would allow to be dotage, if there were one spark 
of ridiculous love in my affection for your daughters, and 
which is equal for both. I am most happy in the accounts 
you and they give of their health and looks. 

On reading what I have been writing, I perceive I had 
omitted hidf my worda In fact, your letter arrived at nine 
to-night, and affected me so much that I began to answer 
it the instant I had read it, and have written in great pre* 
cipitation. I will now turn to subjects less interesting, as 
indeed to me almost all other subjects are. I will only first 
say, that I know your daughters have friendships in 
Swisserland that may detain them; but on that point 
I most assuredly prefer your safeties to the whole mass 
of my personalities, and implore again and again that yoo 
will cross to Flanders, and avoid total France. 

The Duchess of Argyle died the day before yesterday. She 
had kept her bed for some days. 

Poor Lady Douglas has been twice thought out of danger, 
but is relapsed and in extreme danger. This would make 
another gap in my society: she is very sensible and 
amiable. 

Thundaj, 28Td. 

Hy head was so confused last nighty and I have made so 
many interlineations, that I can scarce read it myself — if you 
cannot, you will have no loss. 

When I went to bed, the wind was very high, yet I got 
to sleep. At half an hour after four I was waked by such 
volleys of thunder, lightning, hail, and then a torrent of 
rain, as I believe was never known in this temperate clime 
tWo days before Christmas. I thought my little castle 
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would be crushed under the bombardment. The lightning 
darted down the chimney, through the creyioes of the 
shutters and the linen curtains of my bed. Some of my 
servants and others of the village got [out] of their beds — 
yet I find no mischief done here, nor yet an3nvhere else ; 
and with this no accident I must supply part of my letter 
for want of more important news. The debates in Parliament 
on the Spanish Peace and the new taxes have produced some 
long days, but lees heat than ever, and hitherto most decided 
majorities. About Hastings's trial ^ they are more puzzled 
than angry. 

I propose settling in town the beginning of next week, and 
after the holidays shall probably be less sterile. 

Give me leaye to finish with an observation, that for 
three, not new, travellers, you seem not to choose the 
most judicious months for your journeys : the coldest 
and the hottest cannot both be the most suitable. Tou 
went to Florence in November, and propose setting out for 
Swisserland towards the middle of June — surely May would 
be preferable I 

Adieu ! dear Sir. I shall always be happy to hear from 
you, if without thanks. Tour daughters seem to write 
too much for their delicate breasts — why not take it by 
turns? 

Yours most cordiaUy, 

H.W. 

2768. To Miss Mabt Bbbby. 

strawberry Hill, Jan. 2, 1791. 

I DOUBT the letter I wrote last week to Hr. B. was both 
confused and illegible — for the latter, no matter. The truth 



dincmwionii took by the dUpoliition of FarliamaiLt. 
plaoe as to whether Hastinga'B im- Lvrraa 8768. — ^Not in G. 
peaohment was or wasnot terminated 
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is, I had got the gout in my left hand ; and wheneyer a fit 

eomes, I suppoee it may be my last ; and the consequence 

of that idea was the thought that I might never see you 

more! I had just been delighting myself with having 

settled Cliveden—then came Mr. B/s letter, which after 

relating your plan, and mentioning your intention of being 

at home by the period of your setting out, talked of a visit 

to Switzerland, which I dreaded would detain you, and 

then said all stibject to eorreetum and aiieraium. Those words 

went to my heart, as if threatening prolongation of your 

term, though perhaps meaning only the intervening time — 

in short, I quite despaired ! 

I have had the gout in my hand for above a fortnight 

now ; it mends very slowly indeed — but I have been much 

worse with the rheumatism, which joined it, and still 

possesses that whole arm and shoulder. I have been quite 

immovable^ but by two servants ; and this is the first day 

I have been able to attempt writing to you. I have not 

had much pain but in being put to bed and in being taken 

up. I have no fever, my appetite quite perfidct, and my 

sleep so excellent, that I do little else but sleep. The exact 

state of my case is, that I do not recover so fast as I used 

to do, which is not at all surprising at my age ; nor perhaps 

so soon as I should in town ; but I dread a relapse ; and 

besides, as my greatest danger always lies in the weakness 

of my breast, I am safer here, where I see nobody, and 

cannot be made to talk. I have written all this in my lap 

without stopping, so you may be sure I am not very bad — 

I could not have done as much yesterday, but certainly 

am better to*day than I have been at alL Now I will 

rest. 

Sunday evening. 

Having written enough with my own hand to convince 
you that I am not very ill, I will, for ease, let Kiigate 
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continue. I receiyed yours, Na 12, of December the Gth, 
two days ago, a long time coming ! However, if this is as 
slow, you will be pretty sure that I am well when you 
receive it. 

I am glad you are going to Pisa ; Florence is too cold for 
you. Tou divert me with the account of the Charming^s 
brother being a democrat: upon my word, the transition 
from an English Catholic nonjuror to a French leveller is 
Pindaric enough. Still it does not look well for the 
National Assembly when their proselytes fly the country 
as well as those they persecute. That synod has lately 
ordered 500,000L sterling to be issued to the famished in 
the provinces. They ask for bread, and they have given 
them paper. They might as well have sent the useless 
clergy, 

And helped to bury those they helped to starve. 

The Duchess of Biron is returned to London, where, with 
her spirit, I am sure she is better than at Paris: she was 
at the play there, and a song applicable to the Queen being 
encored as a compliment, and the Duchess applauding with 
her fan on the box, a shower of apples flew at her, and 
with them a penknife that hardly missed her. She took it 
away with her, and the next morning sent it to La Fayette^ 
and desired he would lay it on the altar of liberty, and then 
came away. 

I have little or no English news for you. Lady Douglas, 
after so many struggles, will live. It is declared that Mrs. 
Child ^ is going to marry Lord Ducie; as they are both 
fifty, nobody can have any objection, if they have not them* 
selves. She gives him ten thousand pounds ; and they are 

1 Sftrah, daughter of EaolJodreU, 1791) Franoifl Beynolda • Moieton 
Ukd widow of Bobert Ghild, of (1788-1808), third Bftron Dnoie; d. 
drtertoy, Middksoc; m. (Jwm 18, 179& 
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to live on her twenty thousand pounds a year from the 

shop, and she reserves in her own power 70,0001. that 

she has sayed ; my Lord laying up his own estate for his 

two sons*. 

MondAy, 8id. 

I choose to finish with my own hand, that you may not 
think me worse : indeed I am better, but the amendment 
is yery slow ; I haye no actual pain at all, nor any more 
gout coming ; but the swelling of my left hand remains, 
and the elbow and shoulder are still lame. This is the 
whole truth* 

Lady Ifount-Edgcumbe and Madame de la Yillebague 
haye been here from Richmond this morning, and says 
Mrs. Siddons has suffered so much by her late exertions 
that she has relapsed, and they think must quit the 
stage. They told me nothing else, and so I will conclude. 
Hy next week's letter will, I trust, be more satisfactory. 
Adieu ! 

2769. To THE Countess op Uppbb Ossoby. 

strawberry Hill, Thursday evening, Jan. 6, 1791. 

I HAyB been ill for three weeks, Hadam, with some gout 
and a good deal of rheumatism, and this is the first day 
in which I haye been able to walk (with help) from my 
bedchamber to the blue room: but, as I hate to tire 
anybody with common habitual complaints, or to trouble 
them to inquire after me, I haye kept my ails to myself as 
much as I could. I do certainly mend, though yery slowly : 
no wonder, at my age^ and with such a frame I Still I haye 
great cause to be thankful, for though the husk is as slight 
as the shell of a paper nautilus, the core is of iron-wood. 

* The Hon. Thomas and the Hon. The former inoceeded his father, and 
Aognstiis John Beynolds-Moreton. ims oreated Sari of Dnoie, 



1791] To Miss Mary Berry 863 

My appetite (no voracious one) never fails ; and for sleep, it 
is at my command, as if I had a guardian angel (poor 
angel !) always at my elbow, for I have nothing to do, day 
or night, but to shut my eyes, and Ariel seals them; 
however, he has a good deal of time to himself, for I in- 
dulge myself and him in that sinecure for half the four-and- 
twenty hours. 

Such having been my Christmas gambols, Madam, it is 
impossible I can have anything to entertain you. I mean, 
if I can with safety, to be conveyed to London next week ; 
but I am a great coward about relapses, and never lay in 
a stock of patience but for the first edition of a fit, and there* 
fore shall not be too precipitate. 

Lady Douglas will live ; but at present the disorder has 
fallen on her eyes, but I hope not desx>erately. 

This has been an effort, and now I must rest — Here, 
Ariel! 

2770. To Miss Mabt Besby. 

Stnwbenry Hill, Sanday, Jan. 9, 1791. 

I AX unfortunate, for when I want most to satisfy you by 
writing with my own hand, I am least able to do so com- 
fortably, for the rheumatism is got into my right elbow too, 
and nothing can be more awkward than my writing at all. 
Tou may be assured now, that though my disorder began 
with a little gout, it is a decided rheumatism, which I think 
much worse, as it is not so sure of quitting its hold. My 
best prospect is being carried to town, but I do not think 
I could yet bear a carriage. All I have done yet is to walk 
with a little help from the red bedchamber to the blue room 
— that is, down three steps ; and that journey contains my 
daily and whole history. 

Now I have satisfied you that my handwriting is alive, it 

LxTTKB 277a— Hot in C. 
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ahall ad by proxy ; but it will not be like a king that says 
a few words, and then tells the assembly that his Chancellor 
win deliver the rest ; now it happens that GhanoellorSjigate 
has nothing to deUyer, for he nor his Majesty know a word 
of news. 

I am glad you are pleased with your lodgings at Pisa, 
and think you shall like the company. It is a novelty to 
me that you have put up some learned men there; Mr. 
Pinkerton, who is of no great authority with yon, has often 
talked to me of the mighty science and learning of the 
Italians. They may live at Pisa for what I know ; Mr. 
Parsons' was out of luck to live so long at Florence, and 
be forced to go to search for the wise men in Oermany. 
I shall rest at present, and finish this to-morrow evening. 

Monday, lOih. 

I try to write a little myself and you see I can, but it 
shall be only to tell you my exact case, in which I have not 
deceived you. It is most clearly rheumatism, all over my 
left hand, arm, and shoulder, which I do not find mend at 
all, and for the last two nights the right elbow has been 
bad too, though not near so helpless as the other. I rise 
every day and sit in the blue room till eleven at night ; but 
the weather is most unfortunate for me, either tempests or 
rains — the meadows quite overflowed. I will undoubtedly 
be carried to town the moment it ia possible. 

I hope I shall be able to give you a better account next 
week ; and that shows my confidence that you will be 
wishing for a better account, I mean, all three. Adieu, 
all three I 

1 A (UZattOfrttf po«i. 
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2771. To MiBS Maby Bbbby. 

Berkeley Square, Jul 15, 1791. 
If I had not promised to write again this post, I should 
haye been disinclined to it, for I cannot give you a better 
account of mysel£ The first amendment I perceived was 
on Tuesday morning kst, and I really thought the worst 
over, but after dinner the gout came into my right hand, 
and has taken possession of that whole arm too, while the 
left hand and arm is so very little better that I have scarce 
any use from either. In this most uncomfortable state 
I did determine to come to town, and here I actually arrived 
yesterday : I bore the journey very well, and had a better night 
after it ttian I had had for some time ; so that probably the 
warmth of London has contributed a little already, and may 
in time do more. Tou see I do not make the case better 
than it is — danger there is none— but the case of the sufferer 
is not much mitigated by that consideration. 

Sunday, 16th. 

Though I have had a good nighty my journal does not 
yet improve ; not one of my limbs mends, and I have the 
additional dread of the gout coming into one of my knees. 
In this deplorable state you may imagine I scarce see any- 
body, nor can have anything almost to talk of but my 
suffering helpless sel£ It is vexatious to give you such an 
account, but I am sure you had rather receive this true than 
a fictitious one ; besides, you may reasonably conclude that 
by the time you receive this letter there may be some con- 
siderable amendment in me. 

Yesterday I received your Ka 14, of the 22nd of last 
month, with an account of your Pisan life and acquaintance ; 
just what I wanted to know, yet you call it a dull detail : 

Larnai S771.— Koi in 0, 

▲ as 
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think, then, what I send you in return, the journal of a aiek 
room 1 Thank you for the memoirs of the Grifonis, and 
for Hifis Agnes's horse, Kow I will bate a little. 

Sunday evening. 

I do think I begin to use a finger or two of my left hand, 
which is a great eyent in this room, as I admit no others. 
The Edgcumbes and Johnstones and a few more have called 
here this morning, but I could not see them. Lady Mary 
and Mr. Churchill are almost the only persons I do receive, 
and Jemingham I have seen once. The town, they say, 
is quite empty, but probably will be fuller by Tuesday, for 
the Queen's Birthday. I shall leave a little of my paper 
for my progress to-morrow, if I make any : in any case this 
bulletin is long enough already. 

Monday, 17ih. 

I am reduced to make bonfires for negatives; the gout is 
not come into my knee, and I must rejoice that I have no 
other matter of triumph, as I have not recovered one joint 
in either arm or hand ; so I will finish this letter, as I 
shall have certainly nothing better to tell you by this post 
Adieu ! 

Toeaday morning, 18th. 

I just add one line before this goes to the post to say that 
I have had another very good night, and yet, alas I I do not 
find any amendment ; what time may do I do not know. 

2772. To THE Countess op Uppeb Ossoby. 

Berkeley Square, Jan. 20, 1791. 

I HAVE indeed, Madam, been much worse since I gave 

your Ladyship the last account of myself ; and that much 

worse is indeed very far from being much better. I have 

the gout, or rheumatism, or both in every joint of both 
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arms and hands, and for three days could neither open nor 
attend to the prologue you were so good as to send me, and 
which I believe I shall admire whenever my head is clear 
enough to know what I do like. I have no dangerous 
symptoms, but here I liey balloted between pain, extreme 
weakness, and some cordage of a constitution that still ties 
the skeleton together. 



2778. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Berkeley Square, Saturdaj, Jan. 22, 1791. 

I HAVB been most unwillingly forced to send you such 
bad accounts of myself by my two last letters ; but, as 
I could not conceal all, it was best to tell you the whole 
truth. Though I do not know that there was any real 
danger, I could not be so blind to my own age and weak- 
ness as not to think that, with so much gout and fever, the 
conclusion might very probably be fat^ ; and therefore it 
was better you should be prepared for what might happen. 
The danger appears to be entirely over : there seems to be 
no more gout to coma I have no fever, have a very good 
appetite, and sleep well. Mr. Watson, who is all tender- 
ness and attention; is persuaded to-day that I shall recover 
the use of my left hand ; of which I despaired much more 
than of the right, as having been seized three weeks earlier. 
Emaciated and altered I am incredibly, as you would find 
were you ever to see me again. But this illness has dispelled 
all visions I and, as I have so little prospect of passing 
another happy autumn, I must wean myself from whatever 
would embitter my remaining time by disappointmenta 

Tour No. 15 came two days ago» and gives me the 
pleasure of knowing that you both are the better for riding, 
which I hope you will continue. I am glad, too, that you 
are pleased with your Duchess of Fleury and your Latin 
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professor; but I own, except your dimate and the six 
hundred camels S you seem to me to have met with no 
treasure which you might not have found here without 
going twenty miles: and even the camels, according to 
Soame Jenyns's spelling', were to be had from Oarrick and 
other places. 

I doubt you apply Tully de AmicUia too ftiyourably: at 
least, I fear there is no paragraph that countenances seTeniy- 
three and twenty-seven. 

I wonder you haye not heard oftener from Lisbon. She* 
seems perfectly well, and to have settled her return, which 
is to be through Spain : after the 20th of February our letters 
are to be directed to Madrid. She is in great distress, and 
I heartily pity her, about Fidele \ which seems dying. 

Monday, theSith. 

I think I shall give you pleasure by telling you that I am 
very sure now of recovering from the present fit It has 
almost always happened to me, in my considerable fits of 
the gout, to have one critical night that celebrates its 
departure : at the end of two different fits I each time slept 
eleven hours. Morpheus is not quite so young nor so 
generous now ; but, with the interruption of a few minutes, 
he presented me with eight hours last night: and thence 
I shall date my recovery. 

I shall now begin to let in a little company ; and, as the 
Parliament will meet in a week, my letters will probably 
not be so dull as they have been ; nor shall I have occasion, 
nor 1)0 obliged, to talk so much of myself, of which I am 
sure others must be tired, when I am so much tired myself. 

Lvrrn S778.— ^ Oamds were, and * See letter to the GonnteflB of 

are etfll, bred at San Soasore near Vpper Oaeory of July SB, 1776. 

Piea. They were introduced into ' Mrs. Darner. 

Tuscany in 1628 hy the Gkand Doke * Her dog, which died at Lisbon. 
Ferdinand n. 
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Taesdaji the 26tlL 

I have had another good night, and clearly do mend. 
I even hope that in a fortnight I ahall be able to write a 
few lines with my own hand, which makes me less solicitous 
to lengthen my letters now, especially in this interval of 
Parliament when nothing happens. 

Old Mrs. French' is dead at last, and I am on the point 
of losing, or have lost, my oldest acquaintance and friend, 
Oeorge Selwyn, who was yesterday at the extremity. These 
misfortimes, though they can be so but for a short time, are 
very sensible to the old ; but him I really loved, not only 
for his infinite wit) but for a thousand good qualities. Lady 
Cecilia Johnstone was here yesterday. I said much for you, 
and she as much to you. The Gunnings are still playing 
the fool, and perhaps somebody with them ; but I cannot 
tell you the particulars now. Adieu 1 

2774b To THB CouNTBSS OF Upfeb Ossoby. 

Berkeley Squaro, Jan. 28, 1701. 

Ton and Lord Ossory have been so very good to me. 
Madam, that I must pay you the first tribute of my poor 
reviving fingers — I believe they never will be their own 
men again ; but as they have lived so long in your Lady- 
ship's service, they shall show their attachment to the last, 
like Widdrington on his stumps. I have had another and 
grievous memento, the death of poor Selwyn ^ ! His end 
was lovely, most composed and rational. From eight years 
old I had known him intimately without a cloud between 
us ; few knew him so well, and consequently few knew so 

> An Irish lady who during the pievions letters, 

latter part of her life had ahoose at Lsttxr 3774.-1 Selwyn died in 

Hampton Conrt Berry, — ^Perhaps Cleveland Bow, St. James's, on 

identical with the *old Brntas' of Jan. 25. 
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well the goodness of his heart and nature. But I will say 
no more — Mon Chancelier txms dira U reste. — No, my Chan- 
cellor shall put an end to the session, only concluding, as 
Lord Bacon would have- done for King James, with an 
apologue^ 'His Majesty's recovery has turned the comer, 
and exceeding the old fable, has proved that the stomach 
can do better without the limbs than they could without 
him.' — Adieu, Madam« 

* 
I 

2775. To Miss Mary Bkbby. 

Satuiday, Jan. 29, 1791. 

Voici de ma propre Venture ! the best proof that I am 
recovering, though not rapidly, which is not the march of 
my time of life. For these last six days I have mended 
more than I expected. My left hand, the first seized, is the 
most dilatory, and of which I have least hopes. The rheu- 
matism, that I thought so clear and predominant, is so 
entirely gone, that I now rather think it was hussar-gout 
attacking in flying squadrons the outposts. No matter 
which, very ill I was ; and you might see what I thought 
of myself: nor can I stand many such victories. My 
countenance was so totally altered, that I could not trace 
it myself. Its outlines have returned to their posts, though 
with deep gaps. This is a true picture, and too long an 
one of self ; and too hideous for a bracelet. Apropos, your 
sweet Miss Foldson, I believe, is painting portraits of M our 
Princesses, to be sent to all the Princes upon earth ; for, 
though I have sent her several written duns, she has not 
deigned even to answer one in writing. I don't know 
whether Mrs. BuUer is not appointed Boyal Academician 
too ; for, though I desired the Charming who was to dine 
with her that day, to tell her, above a week ago, that 
I should be glad to see her, she has not taken the least 
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notice of it. Mr. Batt, ditto ; who was at Cambridge's when 
I was at the worst, and knew so, has not once inquired after 
me, in town or country. So you see you have carried off 
your friends from me as well as yourselves: and it is not 
them I regret; or rather, in £Act, I outlive all my friends I 
Poor Selwyn is gone^ to my sorrow ; and no wonder 
Ucalegon feels it I He has left about 30,0002. to Made- 
moiselle Fagniani ; 20,0002L of which, if she has no children, 
to go to those of Lord Carlisle : the Duke of Queensberry 
residuary legatee. 

Old French has died as foolishly as she lived, and left 
6,0001. to you don't know whom ; but to be raised out of 
her judicious collection of trumpery pictures, ftc. 

Pray, delight in the following story: Caroline Vernon, 
JiUe cnurnneuTf lost t'other night 2002. at faro, and bade 
Martindale mark it up. He said he had rather have a draft 
on her banker. ' Oh, willingly ; ' and she gave him one. 
Next morning he hurried to Drummond*s, lest all her money 
should be dravm out 'Sir,' said the clerk, 'would you 
receive the contents inmiediately ? ' 'Assuredly.' 'Why, 
Sir, have you read the note?' Martindale took it ; it was, 
'Pay to the bearer two hundred blows, well applied.' The 
nymph tells the story herself; and yet I think the clerk had 
the more humour of the two. 

The Gunninghiad draws to a conclusion. The General, 
a few weeks ago, to prove the equality of his daughter to 
any match, literally put into the newspapers, that he 
himself is the thirty-second descendant in a line from 
Charlemagne — out vraimentl Yet he had better have, like 
Prior's Madam, 

To cut things short, gone up to Adam. 

However, this Carlovingian hero does not allow that the 
letters are forgeries, and rather suspects the novelist, his 
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ladyS for the aaihoress; and if she ia, probably Mias 
Charlemagne is not quite innooent of the plot : though she 
still THftii?tftin«^ that her mother-in-law elect did give her 
much encouragement ; which, considering her Oraoe*s con- 
duet about her children, is not the most incredible part of 
this strange stoiej, I hare written this at twice, and will 

now rest. 

Sunday eTening. 

I wish that C(»nplaining of people for abandoning me 
were an infallible recipe for bringing them back I but I 
doubt it will not do in acute cases. To-day, a few hours 
after writing the latter part of this, appeared Mr. Batt. He 
asked many pardons, and I easily forgaTe him ; for the 
martificatum was not begun. He asked much after you 
both. I had a crowd of visits besides ; but they all come 
past two o'clock, and sweep one another away before any 
can take root. Hy evenings are solitary enough, for I ask 
nobody to come ; nor, indeed, does anybody's evening begin 
till I am going to bed. I have outlived daylight, as well 
as my cotemporaries. What have I not survived? The 
Jesuits and the monarchy of France, and both without 
a struggle! Semiramis seems to.4nt^d^ta..add_Constanti* 
nople to the mass of revolutions ; but is not her^rmanence 
almost as wonderful as the contrary explosions ! I wish — 
I wish we may not be actually fiippancying ourselves into 
an embroil with that Ursa Major of the north pole. What 
a vixen little island are we, if we fight with the Aurora 
Borealis and Tippoo Saib at the end of Asia at the same 
time! You, damsels, will be like the end of the conundrum, 

Tou've seen the man who saw these wondrous sights. 

Monday evening. 
I cannot finish this with my own hand, for the gout has 

LsTTSB 2778.-1 icn. Otuming (ntfs Miniiie) wrote TBzioos novels. 
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returned a little into my right arm and wrifit, and I am not 
quite so well as I was yesterday ; but I had said my say, 
and have little to add. The town talk of a marriage be- 
tween the Duchess of Rutland and Lord Paget', which is 
all I know of it. The Duchess of Gk>rdon, t'other nighty 
coming out <^ an assembly, said to Dundas, ' Mr. Dundas, 
you are used to speak in public ; will you call my servant ? ' 
Here I receive your long letter of the 7th, 9th, and 10th, 
which it is impossible for me to answer now : there is one 
part to which I wish to reply, but must defer till next post, 
by which time I h(^ to have recovered my own pen. You 
ask about the house of A.' You know I have no connection 
with them, nor any curiosity about them. Their relations 
and mine have been in town but four days, so I know little 
from them : Mrs. Gienville, to*day, told me the Duke pro- 
poses to continue the same life he used to lead, with a 
cribbage-table and his family. Everybody admires the 
youngest daughter's^ person and understanding, but laments 
her want of education and control. Adieu I I vrill begin to 
write again mjrself as soon as I can. 

2776. To Miss Maby Bebbt. 

Berkeley Square, Friday, Feb. 4, 1791. 

Last post I sent you as cheerful a letter as I could, to 
convince you that I was recovering. This will be less gay ; 
not because I have had a little return in both arms, but 
because I have much more pain in my mind than in my 
limbs. I see and thank you f(»r all the kindness of your 

s Heniy V^Olliam Fftget (1768- < ArgylL 

1854), Lord Pae«t, eldest eon of flrst « Lady CRiarlotte Siuan Muria 

Earl ofUxbrid^ (whom he raooeeded OampbeU (1775-1861), m. 1. (1796) 

in 1812) ; or. Marqaie of Anglesey in Ck>lonel John Campbell, of Sohaw- 

1815. HewaBaweU-knownoayalzy field; 8. (1818) Bev. Bdward Boxy, 

leader, and oommanded the cayaliy She was remarkably beantifoL 
and horse artillexy at Waterloo. 
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intention ; but^ as it has the contrary effect from what you 
expect, I am forced, for my own peace, to beseech you not 
to continue a manceuyre that only tantalizes and wounds 
me. In your last you put together many friendly words to 
give me hopes of your return ; but can I be so blind as not 
to see that they are vague words? Did you mean to return 
in autimin, would you not say so? would the most artful 
arrangement of words be so kind as those few simple ones? 
In fact, I have for some time seen how little you mean it ; 
and, for your sakes, I cease to desire it The pleasure you 
expressed at seeing Florence again, forgive me for saying, is 
the joy of sight merely ; for can a little Italian town, and 
wretched Italian company, and travelling English lads and 
governors, be comparable to the choice of the best company 
of so vast a capital as London, unless you have taken an 
aversion to England? And your renewed transports at 
a less and still more insipid town, Pisa 1 These plainly told 
me your thoughts, which vague words cannot efface. You 
then dropped that you could let your London house till next 
Christmas, and then talked of a visit to Switzerknd, and 
since all this, Mrs. Damer has warned me not to expect you 
till next spring. I shall not ; nor do I expect that next spring. 
I have little expected this next I My dearest Madam, I allow 
all my folly and unreasonableness, and give them up and 
abandon them totally. I have most impertinently and 
absurdly tried, for my own sake merely, to exact £rom two 
young ladies, above forty years younger than myself, a 
promise of sacrificing their rooted inclinations to my whims 
and satisfaction. But my eyes are opened, my reason is 
returned, I condemn myself; and I now make you but one 
request, which is, that, though I am convinced it would be 
with the most friendly and good-natured meaning possible, 
I do implore you not to try to help me to delude myself any 
more. Tou never knew half the shock it gave me when 
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I learned from Hr. Batt^ what you had oonoealed from me, 
your fixed resolution of going abroad last October; and 
though I did in Tain deprecate it — ^your coming to Twicken- 
ham in September, which I know, and from my inmost soul 
belieye, was from mere compassion and kindness to me — 
yet it did aggravate my parting with you* 

I would not repeat all this, but to prevail with you, 
while I do live, and while you do condescend to have any 
friendship for me, never to let me deceive myself. I have 
no right to inquire into your plans^ views, or designs ; and 
never will question you more about them. I shall deserve 
to be deluded if I do ; but what you do please to say to me, 
I beg may be frank. I am, in every light, too weak to 
stand disappointment — now — I cannot be disappointed. 
Tou have a firmness that nothing shakes ; and, therefore, 
it would be unjust to betray your good nature into any 
degree of insincerity. Tou do nothing that is not reason* 
able and right ; and I am conscious that you bore a thousand 
times more from my self-love and vanity, than any other 
two persons but yourselves would have supported with 
patience so long. Be assured that what I say I think, feel, 
and mean: derange none of your plans for me. I now 
wish you to take no one step but what is conformable to 
your views, interests, and satis&ction. It would hurt me 
now to interfere with them : I reproach myself with having 
80 ungenerously tried to lay you under any difiGiculties, and 
I approve your resolution in adhering steadily to your 
point Two posts ago I hinted that I was weaning myself 
from the anxiety of an attachment to two persons that must 
have been so uneasy to them, and has ended so sorrowfully 
to myself ; but that anxiety I restrict solely to the desire 
of your return. My friendship, had I years to live, could not 
alter or be shaken ; and there is no kind of proof or instance 
of it that I will not give you both, while I have breath. 
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I have vented what I had at my heart, and feel relioTed. 
Do not take ill a word I have said. Be assured I canlove 
you as much as ever I did, and do ; thou^ I am no longer 
so unjust as to prefer my own satisfaction to youra Here 
I drop the subject : before Tuesday, perhaps, I shall be able 
to talk on some other. 

Monday, 7th. 

Though the Parliament is met^ and the town, they say, 
full, I have not heard a tittle of news of any sort : and yet 
my prison is a coffee-house in a mornings though I have 
been f&r from well this whole week. Yesterday and 
Saturday the gout was so painful in my right shoulder, 
that I could not stoop or turn round. To-day it is in my 
left elbow, and, I doubt^ coming into my right foot: in 
short, it seems to be going its circle over again. I am not 
very sorry ; sufferings reconcile one to parting with one- 
self Poor Lady Henies has lost the use of her legs and 
arms and feet, and cannot walk alone. 

One of our numerous tempests threw down Mrs. Damer's 
chimney last week, and it fell through her workshop ; but 
fortunately touched none of her own works, and only broke 
two or three insignificant casts. I suppose you know she 
returns through Spain. 

This minute I have heard that Lord Lothian's daughter, 
Lady Mary St. John, and daughter-in-law of Lady Di 
Beauderk, died yesterday, having been delivered of a fine 
boy but the day before. 

As you are curious to know the chief topic of oonversa- 
tion, it is the rival Opera Houses^ neither of which are 
opened yet ; both saying the other is falling down* Taylor 
has published a pamphlet that does not prove that the 
Marquis ^ is the most upright Chamberlain that ever dropped 

jMmm S77a~i The Marqiiis of SftUfbiuy, Lord Ohamberlain. 
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from the skies, nor that the skies are quite true blue. 
Adieu 1 if no postscript to-morrow. — Nona 



2777. To Miss Maby Bbbky. 

Berkeley Square, Feb. 12, 1791. 

I HAYS receiYod your ttoo letters of January 17 th and 24th 
with an account of your objects and plans ; and the latter 
are Yery much what I expected, as before you recelYe this 
you will have seen by my last, No. 18. Indeed, you most 
kindly offer to break so far into your plan as to return 
at the beginning of next winter ; but as that would, as you 
say, not only be a sacrifice, but risk your healths, can 
anjrthing upon earth be more impossible than for me to 
accept or consent to such a sacrifice ? Were I OYen in Ioyo 
with one of you, could I agree to it? and, being only 
a most zealous friend, do you think I will hear 'of it? 
Should I be a friend at all, if I wished you, for my sake, 
to traYel in winter OYer mountains, or risk the storms 
at sea, that I haYe not forgotten when you went away? 
Can I desire you to derange a reasonable plan of economy, 
that would put you quite at your ease at your return? 
HaYe I any pretensions for expecting, still less for asking, 
such or any sacrifices? HaYe I interested myself in your 
affairs only to embarrass them? 

The only point on which I can make a shadow of com- 
plaint, is your talking of what I did to assist your going, 
as a reason for your wishing to stay longer abroad; that 
would be hard indeed on tne, and would be punishing 
me seYerely for doing you a trifling service! But when 
you have other and substantial reasons for not returning 
before spring twelYemonth, it is useless to talk on the 
other. 

I do, in the most positiYe and solemn manner, refuse to 
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accept the smalleet sacrifice of any part of your plan, but 
the single point that would be so hard on me. I will say 
not a word more on your return, and beg your pardon for 
haying been so selfish as to desire it : my only request now 
is, that we may say no more about it I am grieved that 
the great distance we are at must make me still receive 
letters about it for some weeks. I shall not forget how 
very unreasonable I have been myself; nor shall I try to 
forget it, lest I should be so silly again: but I earnestly 
desire to be totally silent on a subject that I have totally 
abandoned, and which it is not at all improbable I may 
never have occasion to renew. 

Your other letter talks as kindly as possible on my illness, 
on which I am sure I have not deceived you, though I have 
talked too much on it ; and on which, to satisfy you, I will 
still be particular. A fortnight ago I had every reason 
to think myself quite recovering, but in my left hand ; then 
my pains returned for a week: they are again gone but 
in my left wrist, which to<lay is uneasy enough. One 
comfort, however, I have, which is conviction that all my 
pains have been and are gouty, not rheumatic, which 
I dread much more as less likely to leave me. Though 
I am worse at night I am perfectly easy the moment I lie 
down in bed, where I go to sleep directly and often sleep 
five, nay, seven hours together without waking, though 
I sometimes sleep in the day too — and my stomach is as 
strong as ever. But there lies my whole strength, for no 
baby is weaker, nor less able to help himsel£ A lover, 
especially one of seventy-three, would not give you these 
details. But, though I have been unreasonable, and I suspect 
vain, I am not ridiculous. — Let us pass to better, that is, 
to any other subjects* 

Miss Foldson is a prodigy of dishonest impertinence. 
I sent her word a week ago, by Sorgate^ that I was glad 
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she had so much employment, but wiahed ahe would re- 
collect that your pictures had been paid for these four 
montha She was such a fool as to take the compliment 
seriously, and to thank me for it, but verbally, and I hare 
heard no more ; so I suppose she thinks me as drunk with 
her honours as she is. I shall undeceive her, by sending 
for the pictures again, and telling her I can get twenty 
persons to finish them as weU as she can; and so they 
could the likenesses, and, I doubt, better. What glories 
have be&llen Mrs. Buller I know not» but I have not heard 
a word more of her I 

I knew the Comte de Goigny in the year '66: he was 
then lively and joviaL I did not think he would turn 
out a writer, or even reader ; but he was agreeable. I say 
nothing on France : you must know as much as I do, and 
probably sooner. I will only tell you, that my opinion is 
not altered in a tittle. What will happen I do not pretend 
to guess; but am thoroug^y persuaded that the present 
system, if it can be called so, cannot take root. The flirts 
towards anarchy here have no efbct at alL Home Tooke 
before CSuristmas presented a saucy libel to the House, of 
Commons as a petition on his election. The House con* 
temptuously voted it only frivolous and vexatious, and 
disappointed him of a ray of martyrdom ; but his fees, &c, 
will cost him three or four hundred pounds, which never 
go into a mob's calculation of the ingredients of nuu> 
tyidom. 

I believe I am rather worse than I know (and yet you 
need not be alarmed), for some of my relations, who never 
troubled themselves much about me^ grow very attentive, 
and send me game and sweetmeats, which rather do me 
good, for they make me smile ; and though this fit may be 
going, they are sure I cannot grow younger. 

WAUOLS. SIT 3 1) 
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Monday morning, lith* 

I have a story to tell you, much too long to add to this ; 
which I will send next poet, unlees I ha^e leienre enough 
to-day, from people that call on me, to finish it to-day, 
having begun it last night ; and in that case I will direct 
it to Hiss Agnes. 

Mr. Lysons the clergyman has just been here, and told 
me of a Welsh sportsman, a Jacobite I suppose, who has 
very recently had his daughter christened Louisa ^ctoria 
Maria Sobieski Foxhunter Moll Boycot^ The curate of 
the minister who baptized her confirmed the truth of it 
to Mr. L. When Belgiojoso^ the Austrian minister, was 
here, and thought he could write English, he sent a letter 
to Miss Kennedy, a woman of the town, that began, 'My 
Kennedy Polly dear girL' Apropos — and not much — ^pray 
tell me whether the Cardinal of York calls himself King ; 
and whether James the Eighth, Charles the Fourth, or 
what? 

Taesdaj. 

I have finished my narratiye and it goes to-night with 
this. I have been without pain these two days. Adieu ! 

2778. To Miss Agnes Bxbby. 

Feb. 18, 1791. 

Thb following narratiye, though only the tennination 
of a legend of which you know the foregoing chapters, is 
too singular and too long to be added to my letter ; and 
therefore, though you will receive two by the same post, 
you will not repine. In short, the Gunninghiad is 
completed — ^not by a maniage, like other novels of the 
Minifies. Yoici how the dinouement happened. 

Lirm 9777.— 1 Tliii young lady Afterwwdi maniad the fimrth Earl 
ofCKUUiMcd. 
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Another supposed love-letter had come from the Marquis^ 
within these few weeks ; which was so improbable, that it 
raised more suspicions^ and was more closely examined ; 
and thence was discovered to have been both altered and 
interlined. On this the General sent oS the letters down 
to the Marquis ; desiring to be certified of their authenticity, 
or the contrary. I should tell you that all this has happened 
since the death of his sister* ; who kept up the high tone, 
and said her brother was not a man to be trifled with. 
The Marquis immediately distinguished the two kinds; 
owned the few letters that disclaimed all inclination for 
Miss Charlemagne, disavowed the rest. Thence fell the 
General's wrath on his consort ; of which I have told you. 

However, the Oen^sl and his ducal brother-in-law thought 
it expedient that Miss Gharly's character should be cleared 
as far as possible; she still maintaining the prodigious 
encouragement she had received from the parents of her 
intended spasa. She was ordered to draw up a narrative, 
which should be laid before the Duke of Marlborough ; and, 
if allowed by him, to be shown for her vindication. She 
obeyed; and her former assertions did not suffer by the 
new statement. But one siligular droumstance was added : 
she confessed, ingenuous maid! that though she had not 
been able to resist so dazzling an offer, her heart was still 
her cousin's, the other Marquis'. 

Well I this narrative, after being laid before a confidential 
junto at Argyll House^ was sent to Blenheim by the 
General, by his own groom. 

Judge of the astonishment of the junto, when Carloman, 
almost as soon as was possible, laid before them a short 
letter from the Prince of Mindleheim, declaring how delighted 
he and his Princess had been at their son's having made 

Lrtbb 277a— 1 Of Blandford. Axgya 

s Blinbetli Gmmingi Dnohev of * The ICarqnif of Lome. 

sb a 
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elioice of bo beaidifid and amuMe a virgin for hia bride; 
bow greatly they had encouraged the match; and how 
chagrined they were» that, from the lightn^ and inoon- 
stancy of his temper, the proposed alliance was quite at 
an end* This wonderful acquittal of the damsel the groom 
deposed he had received in JuHfan hour after his arriT&l at 
Blenheim ; and he gave the most natural and unembamussed 
account of all the stages he had made, going and coming. 
. Tou may still suspect, and so did some of the council, 
that every tittle of this report and of the letter were not 
gospel : though I own I thought the epistle not inecon* 
eilable to other parts of the conduct of their Graces about 
their children. Still, I defy you to guess a thousandth put 
of the marvellous explanation of the mystery. 

The first circumstance that struck was, that the Duke, 
in his own son's name, had forgotten the d in the middle 
That was possible in the hurry of doing justice. Next, the 
wax was black ; and nobody could discover for whom such 
illustrious personages were in mourning. Well ; that was 
no proof one way or other. Unluckily, somebody suggested 
that Lord Henry Sp.* was in town, though to retum 
the next day to Holland. A messenger was sent to him, 
though very late at night, to beg he would repair to 
Argyll House. He did : the letter was shown to him ; he 
laughed, and said it had not the least resemblance to his 
fiather's hand. This was negative detection enough; but 
now comes the most positive and wonderful unravelling I 

The next day the General received a letter from a gentle- 
man, confessing ttiat his wife, a friend of Miss Charly, had 
lately received from her a copy of a most satisfiactoiy 
testimonial from the Duke of Marlborough in her favour 
(though, note, the narrative was not then gone to Blenheim); 

^ Lord Heniy Spenoer, the Duke's eeoond son ; Secretaiy of Lesatica 
at the Hague. 



1791] To Miss Agnes Berry 873 

and begging the gentlewoman's husband would transcribe 
it, and send it to her, as she wished to send a copy to 
a friend in the country. The husband had done so, but 
had had the precaution to write at top Copy ; and before 
the signature had written signed^ H« — both which words 
Hiss had erased, and then delivered the gentleman's identic 
transcript to the groom, to be brought back as fironi 
Blenheim: which the steady groom, on being examined 
anew, confessed ; and that, being bribed, he had gone but 
one post and invented the rest. 

You will now pity the poor General, who has been a dupe 
from the beginning, and shedsfloods of tears; nay, has actually 
turned his daughter out of doors, as she is banished from 
Argyll House too : and Lady Charlotte, to her honour, speaks 
of her with the utmost indignation* In fact, there never was 
a more extraordinary tissue of effirontery, foUy, and imposture. 

It is a strange but not a miraculous part of this strange 
story, that Ounnilda is actually harboured by, and lodges 
with, the old Duchess* in Pall Hall, the grandmother of 
whom she has miscarried, and who was the first that was 
big with her. Tou may depend on the authenticity of this 
narrative, and may guess from whom I received all the cir- 
cumstances, day by day ; but pray, do not quote me for that 
reason, nor let it out of your hands^ nor transcribe any part of 
it. The town knows the story confusedly, and a million of 
false readings there will be ; but^ though you know it exactly, 
do not send it back hither. You will, perhaps, be diverted 
by the various ways in which it will be related. Yours, Slc 
EoiNHABT, Secretary to Charlemagne 

and the Princess Ounnilda, his daughter*. 

* The Dowa^ttr Dacbow of Bed- tiUed Memoin cf Europe fowaird9 iM 
ford. eUm cf tM Eighth Omtunf. WriiUn 

• niii gignatiue Is in part taken by EgikMrdu$t$Kraairif andJbiwmrUe 
from the title of one of Ifn. If anley*! to ChaHentagnB ; and done into English 
booka, pnbliahed In 1710, and en- hgthotrandatortftholfowAtalantU, 
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P«S. Bowen is the name of the gentleman who gave 
information of the letter sent to him to be copied, on 
hearing of the suspected forgeries. The whole Mni^firy are 
involyed in the suspicions, as they defend the damsel, who 
still confesses nothing ; and it is her mother, not she^ who is 
supposed to have tampered with the groom ; and is discarded, 
too, by her husband. 

2779. To THB Eabl of Chablbkont. 

Berkeley Square, Feb. 17, 1791. 

It is difficult, my Lord, with common language that has 
been so prostituted in compliments, to express the real sense 
of gratitude which I do feel at my heart, for the obligation 
I have to your Lordship for an act of friendship as un- 
expected as it was unsolicited ; which last circumstance 
doubles the fiavour, as it eyincee your Lordship's generosity 
and nobleness of temper, without surprising ma How can 
I thank your Lordship, as I ought, for interesting yourself 
and of yourself, to save me a little mortification, which I 
deserve, and should deserve more, had I the vanity to 
imagine that my printing a few copies of my diQgusting 
tragedy would occasion different and surreptitious editions 
of it? 

Hr. Walker has acquainted me, my Lord, that your Lord- 
ship has most kindly interposed to prevent a bookseller of 
Dublin from printing an edition of The JHfysteriaua Moiher 
without my consent ; and with the conscious dignity of a 
great mind, your Lordship has not even hinted to me the 
graciousness of that favour. How have I merited such 
condescending goodness, my Lord? Had I a prospect of 
longer life, I never could pay the debt of gratitude; the 
weightier, as your Lordship did not intend I should know 
that I owe it My gratitude can never be effaced ; and I am 
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charmed that it is due, and due with so much honour to me, 
that nothing could bribe me to have less obligation to your 
Lordship, of which I am so proud. But as to the play itself, 
I doubt it must take its fate. Mr. Walker tells me the book- 
sellers have desired him to remonstrate to me, urging that 
they have already expended fifty pounds ; and Mr. Walker 
adds, as no doubt would be the case, that should this edition 
be stifled, when now expected, some other printer would 
publish it. I certainly might indemnify the present operator, 
but I know too much of the craft, not to be sure that I 
should be persecuted by similar exactions ; and alas I I have 
exposed myself but too much to the tyranny of the press, 
not to know that it taxes delinquents as well as multiplies 
their faults. 

In truth, my Lord, it is too late now to hinder copies of 
my play from being spread. It has appeared here, both 
whole and in fragments ; and, to prevent a spurious one, 
I was forced to have some printed myself: therefore^ if I 
consent to an Irish edition, it is from no vain desire of 
diffusing the performance. Indeed, my good Lord, I have 
lived too long, not to have divested myself both of vanity 
and affected modesty. I have not existed to past seventy- 
Chree without having discovered the futility and triflingness 
of my own talents: and, at the same time, it would be 
impertinent to pretend to think that there is no merit in 
the execution of a tragedy, on which I have been so much 
flattered ; though I am sincere in condemning the egregious 
absurdity of selecting a subject so improper for the stage, 
and even offensive to private readers. 

But I have said too much on a personal theme; and 
therefore^ after repeating a million of thanks to your Lord- 
ship for the honour of your interposition, I will beg your 
Lordship, if you please, to signify to the bookseller that 
you withdraw your prohibition: but I shall not answer 
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Mr. Walker's letter till I have your Lordship's approbation, 
for you are both my Lord Chamberlain «nd lioencer ; and 
though I have a tolerably independent spirit^ I may safely 
trust myself under the absolute power of one who has 
voluntarily protected me against the licentiousness of those 
who have invaded my property, and who distinguishes so 
accurately and justly between licence and liberty. 



2780. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Berkeley Square, Feb. 18, 1791. 

The history of myself will be short but sweet : my pains 
are all gone, and if there is dry weather I think I shall get 
out next week ; but I am so afraid of a relapse^ that I will 
run no risks — I am content to be at ease : what calls have 
I abroad? Our papers say General O'Hara is arrived, but 
as Oeneral Conway has not seen him, he concludes him 
performing quarantina 

Here is a shocking, not a &tal, codicil to Gunnilda's story. 
But first I should tell you, that two days after the explosion, 
the Signers Madre took a postchaise-and-four, and drove to 
Blenheim ; but, not finding the Duke and Duchess there, 
she inquired where the Marquis was, and pursued him to 
Sir H. Dashwood's : finding him there, she began about her 
poor daughter; but he interrupted her, said there was an 
end put to all that, and desired to lead her to her chaise, 
which he insisted on doing, and did. I think this another 
symptom of the Minifry being accomplices to the daughter's 
enterprises. Well ! after the groom's confession, and after 
Hr« Bowen had been confronted with her, and produced to 
her face her note to his wife, which she resolutely disowned, 
she desired the Duke of Argyll to let her take an oath on 
the Bible of her perfect innocence of every circumstance of 
the whole transaction ; which you may be sure he did not 
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permit. IPimporte: the next day, taking two of the Dachees 
of Bedford's servants for witnesses, she went before a justice 
of peace, swore to her innocence and ignorance throughout, 
even of the note to Mrs. Bowen; and then said to th^ 
magistrate, ^ Sir, from my youth you may imagine I do not 
know the solemnity of an oath ; but, to convince you I do, 
I know my salvation depends on what I have now sworn.' 
Solve all this, if you cant Is it madness? Does even 
romance extend its inventions so far, or its dispensations? 
It is but a burlesque part of this wonderful tale, that old 
crazy Bedford exhibits Miss every morning on the causeway 
in Hyde Park ; and declares her proUg^ some time ago 
refused the hand of your acquaintance, Mr. Trevelyan\ 
Except of the contending Opera Houses, one can hear of 
nothing but Miss Gunning; but it is now grown so dis- 
gusting a story, that I shall be glad to hear and repeat to 
-you no more about it. 

The Pantheon has opened, and is small, they say, but 
pretty and simple ; all the rest ill-conducted, and from the 
singers to the scene^hifters imperfect ; the dances long and 
bad, and the whole performance so dilatory and tedious, 
that it lasted from eight to half an hour past twelve. 

The rival theatre is said to be magnificent and lofty, but 
doubtful whether it will be suffered to come to life: in 
short, the contest will grow politics; Dim et Mon DroU 
supporting the Pantheon, and leh Dien countenancing the 
Haymarket It is unlucky that the amplest receptacle is to 
hold the minority 1 

20Ui. 

O'Hara is come to town. Tou will love him better than 
ever. He persuaded the captain of the ship, whom you will 

LBTTBHfiTSO. — 1 John, eldest aon of mairied in Angoit 1791 Maria, 
Sir John Trerelyan, fourth Baionet, daughter of Sir Thomas Spenoer 
whom he snooeeded in 1S28, He Wilson, Baronet, of Charlton, Kent. 



878 To Miss Mary Berry [mi 

love for being persuaded, to stop at Lisbon, that he might 
see Mrs. Darner. 0*Hara has been shockingly treated ' I 

The house of Bichmond is on the point of receiving a 
yery great blow. Colonel Lenox *, who had been dangerously 
iU but was better, has relapsed, with all the worst symptoms ; 
and is too weak to be sent to the south, as the physidans 
recommended. Li^dy Catherine is breeding, but that is 
very precarious ; and should it eyen be a son, how many 
years ere that can be a comfortable resource I 

Is not it strange that London, in February and Parliament 
sitting, should furnish no more paragraphs ? Tet, confined 
at home and in eyerybody's way, and consequently my room 
being a coffee-house from two to four, I probably hear all 
eyents worth relating as soon as they are bom, and I send 
you them before they are a week old. Indeed, I think the 
Ounninghiana may last you a month at Pisa, where, I 
suppose, the grass grows in the streets as fast as news. 
When I go out again, I am likely to know less : I go but to 
few, and those the priyatest places I can find, which are not 
the common growth of London; nor, but to amuse you, 
should I inquire after news. What is a juyenile world io 
me; or its pleasures, interests, or squabbles? I scarce 
know the performers by sig^t. 

SIst. 

It is yeiy hard 1 The Gunnings will not let me or the 
town haye done with them. La Madre has adyertised a 
Letter to the Duke of Argyll: so he is forced to collect 
counter^iflSdayits. The groom has deposed that she promiaed 
him twenty pounds a year for his life, and he has given up 
a letter that she wrote to hinu The mother, when she went 
after the Marquis, would have persuaded him to get into her 

< He had ttlLdd, io obtain the fourth Duke of Hichmonil in 1806. 

Lientenant-GK>yemozBhip of Oihxal- Bia wifb was Lady Ghariotte (not 

tar. Catherine) Gordon, daosbtor of 

* He recovered, and saooeeded as fourth Duke of Qocdon. 
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chaise ; but he would not yenture being carried to Oretna 
Green, and married by force* She then wanted him to sign 
a paper, that all was over between him and her daughter* 
He said, ' Madam, nothing was ever begun ' ; and refused. 

I told you wrong : mother and daughter were not actually 
in the Duchess of Bedford's house, but in Lord J. Bussell's, 
which she lent to them ; nor were her servants witnesses 
to the oath before Justice Hide, but Dr. Halifax and the 
apothecary. The signora and her inJEuita now, /or jpriMuy, 
are retired into St. James's Street, next door to Brooks's ; 
whence it is supposed Hiss will angle for unmarried 
Marquises — perhaps for Lord Titchfield\ It is lost time 
for people to write novels, who can compose such a romance 
as these good folks have invented. Adieu I 

2781. To Miss Maby Bbbby. 

Berkeley Square, Feb. 86, 1791. 

I HAVS no letter from you to answer, nor anything new 
that is the least interesting to teU you. The Duke of Argyll 
has sent a gentleman with a cart*load of affidavits, which 
the latter read to mother and daughter, in order to prevent 
the publication of their libel ; but it only enraged the former, 
who vows she will print all she knows, that is, an3rthing she 
has heard by their entire intimacy in the family, or, no doubt^ 
what she can invent or misrepresent. What a Medusa I 

There has been a fragment of a rehearsal in the Haymarket, 
but still the Pantheon remains master of the field of battle ; 
the vanquished are preparing manifestos, but they seldom 
recover the day. 

The Duchess of Dorset ^ is brought to bed of a dead child. 

^ WilliAin Henry OevendiBh Ben- ceeded in 1809. 
Unok (1768-1864), eldest son of third Lvrm 2781.— ^ AnbellA Diana 
Duke of Portland, whom he sao- (d. 1885), eldest daughter and ooheir 
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Madame du Barry is come over to recover her jewels, of 
which she has been robbed — not by the National Assembly, 
but by four Jews who have been seized here and committed 
to Newgate. Though the late Lord Barrymore acknowledged 
her husband to be of his noble blood, will she own the present 
Earl for a relation, when she finds him turned strolling 
player ? If she regains her diamonds, perhaps Mrs. Hastings 
may carry her to court*. 

If you want bigger events, you may send to the Bussian 
army, who will cut you fifteen thousand throats in a para- 
graph; or, m attendant, you may piddle with the havoc 
made at Ghantilly, which has been half demolished by the 
rights of men, as the poor old Mesdames have been stopped 
by the rights of the poissardes ; for, as it is true that extremes 
meet, the moment despotism was hurled from the throne, it 
devolved to the mob, whose majesties, not being able to 
write their names, do not issue lettres de cachet^ but fijttJBt? 
their wills with their o ym h ands; for hanging, ' which 
degrades an executioner, nea^roge pas in sovereigns — 
witness the Czar Peter the Great, Muley Ishmael, and 
many religious and gracious African monarchs. 

After eleven weeks of close confinement, I went out 
yesterday to take the air; but was soon driven back by 
rain and sleet, which soon ripened to a tempest of wind 
and snow, and continued all night : it does not freeze^ but 
blows so hard, that I shall sally out no more till the weather 
has recovered its temper — I do not mean that I expect Pisan 
skies. 

2Bth. 

It was on Saturday that I began this ; it is now Monday, 
and I have no letter from you, though we have had dozens 
of east winds. I am sorry to find that it costs above six 

of Sir Charlei Oope, Bocond Baronei, worth. 

of Bruern ; m. 1. (1790) third Doke * Mn. Hastixiga wu a fitvotirite of 

of Doriet; 8. (1801) Earl Whit- Qaeen (Charlotte. 
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weeks to say a word at Pisa and have an answer in London. 
This makes correspondence yery uncomfortable ; you will 
be talking to me of Miss Gunning, when, perhaps, she may 
be sent to Botany Bay, and be as much forgotten here as 
ihe Monster \ Still she has been a great resource this winter ; 
for, though London is apt to produce Wilkeses, and George 
Gordons, and Mrs. Budds, and Home Tookes, and other 
phenomena, wet and dry, the present season has been very 
unprolific ; and we are forced to import French news, as we 
used, to do fashions and operas comiques. The Mesdames 
are actually set out : I shall be glad to hear they are safe at 
Turin, for are there no poisBordea but at Paris? NoHo 
poissarda esL 

Mr. Gibbon writes that he has seen Necker, and found 
him still devoured by ambition, and I should think by 
mortification at the foolish figure he has made. Gibbon 
admires Burke to the skies^ and even the religious parts, he 
says. 

I am forced to return to that old story mjBelL Though 

a wet night, I went out yesterday evening, but into a warm 

private room, and was not the worse for it : I trust I am 

safe now from a relapse, 

Monday erenlng. 

The east winds are making me amends ; one of them has 
brought me twins. I am sorry to find that even Pisa's sky 
ia not quite sovereign, but that you have both been out of 
order, though, thank God! quite recovered both. If a 
Florentine March is at all like an English one, I hope you 
will not remove thither till ApriL Some of its months^ 
I am sure, were sharper than those of our common wear 
are. Pray be quite easy about me : I am entirely recovered, 
tiiough, if change were bad, we have scarce had one day 

s Benwiok WiUiami, who went at the Old BaUey in July 1790, and 
about London attempting to stab ftmndgnil^of misdemeanoor. 
women with a knife. He was tried 
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without every T«riety of bad weather, with a momentary 
leaf-gold of saiu I have been out three times, and to-day 
hare made five-and-twenty viaitSy and was let in at six ; 
and, though a little fatigued, am still able^ you see, to finish 
my letter. You seem to think I palliated my illness : I 
certainly did not tell you that I thought it doubtful how it 
would end ; yet I told you all the circumstances, and surely 
did not apeak sanguinely. 

I wish, in No. 20, you had not again named October or 
Noyember. I have quite given up those months, and am 
vexed I ever pressed for them, as they would break into 
your reasonable plans, for which I abandon any foolish ones 
of my own. But I am a poor philosopher, or rather am like 
all philosophers, have no presence of mind, and must study 
my part before I can act it I have now settled myself 
not to expect you this year — do not unsettle me : I dread 
a disappointment, as I do a relapse of the gout ; and there- 
fore cut this article short, that I may not indulge vain 
hopes. Hy affection for you both is unalterable : can I give 
so strong a proof as by supplicating you, as I do earnestly, 
to act as is most prudent for your healths and interests ? 
A long journey in November would be the worst part you 
could take, and I beseech you not to think of it : for me, 
you see I take a great deal of killing, nor is it so easy to die 
as is imagined. 

Thank you, my dearest Hiss Agnes, for your poetseript. 
I love to see your handwriting ; and yet do not press for it, 
as you are shy: though I address myself equally to both, 
and consult the healths of both in what I have recommended 
above. Here is a postscript for yours : Madame du Barry 
was to go and swear to her jewels before the Lord Mayor. 
Boydell, who is a little better bred than Monsieur Bailly \ 



* Jean Sylvain Bailly (1786-1798), astronomar. and Major of Fiaija 
17Se>8l. He wai ffnillotined. 
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made exeuaes for being obliged to admiiiister the oath cheB 
luij but begged she would name her hour ; and^ when she 
did, he fetched her himself in the state-coach, and had 
a Mayoroyal banquet ready for her. She has got most of 
her jewels again. I want the King to send her four Jews 
to the National Assembly, and tell them it is the change or 
la momunt of Lord George Gtordon, the Israelite. 

Oolonel Lenox is much better : the Duchess of Leinster 
had a letter from Gk>odwood to-day which sajrs he rides out 
I am glad you do. I said nothing on the Charming man*$ 
poem*. I fear I said too much to him mysel£ He said 
others liked it ; and showed me a note from Mr. Burke, that 
was hyperbole itself. I wish him so well, that I am sorry 
he should be so flattered, when, in truth, he has no genius. 
There is no novelty, no plan, and no suite in his poetry ; 
though many of the lines are pretty. Dr. Darwin alone can 
exceed his predecessors. 

Let me repeat to both, that distance of place and time 
can make no alteration in my friendship. It grew from 
esteem for your characters, and understandings, and 
tempers.; and became afiFection from your good-natured 
attentions to me^ where there is so rast a disproportion in 
our ages. Indeed, that complaisance Gfpoiled me ; but I have 
weaned myself of my own self-lore, and you shall hear no 
more of its dictates. Adieu I 

P.S. I had left myself no room but this to tell you 
I have seen Pepys but once since I came to town, and now 
I shall meet him sometimes. Mr. Batt always inquires 
after you ; Lady Cecilia is in bed with a cold. I have been 
at Lady Herries's to-night ; she is better and begins to crawl 
about a littla 

' Tk4 SkaJuipeart GMIary, In psaiie of BoydeU*f ooUeotion of piotniML 
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2782, To THB COUMTXSS OF CHABLEMOirr^ 

Berkeley Square, Feb. 20» 1791. 

Mb. Walpols oannot help troubling Lftdy Charlomont 
with a few words, and begging her Ladyship to aeeept his 
most grateful thanks for the great honour of her letter. 
Mr. Walpole is extremely coneemed to hear of Lord Charle- 
mont's indisposition, and is ashamed of haying disturbed 
his Lordship by so long a letter on a personal affiur, but 
certainly knew nothing of his not being well, and shaD 
inquire most anxiously for a better account 

2788. To Miss Mabt and Miss Agnbs Bxbbt. 

Berkeley Square, March 5, 1791. 

One may live in a vast capital, and know no more of three 
parts of it than of Carthage. When I was at Floraice^ 
I have surprised some Florentines by telling them that 
London was built, like their dty (where you often cross 
the bridges several times in a day), on each side of the river ; 
and yet that I had never been but on one side ; for then 
I had never been in Southwark. When I was very young, 
and in the height of the opposition to my &ther, my mother 
wanted a large parcel of bugles ; for what use I forget. As 
they were then out of &shion, she could get none. At 
last she was told of a quantity in a little shop in an obscure 
alley in the City. We drove thither ; found a great stock ; 
she bought it, and bade the proprietor send it home. He 
said, < Whither?' 'To Sir Bobert Walpole's.' He aaked 
coolly, ' Who is Sir Bobert Walpole ? ' 

LarrxB S788.— Hot in C. ; now > Mary, daughter of Thomae Hack- 
printed from oziginal in powowion man, of BriokhiU, Ca Olaxe ; m. 
of the Boyal Irieh Academy. (1768) fint Earl of Chariemoikt. 
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This is Yery like CSambridge^ who teUs you three 
stories to make you understand a fourth. In short, t'other 
morning a gentleman made me a visity and asked if I 
had heard of the great misfortune that had happened? 
The Albion Mills are burnt down. I asked where they 
were; supposing they were powder-mills in the country, 
that had blown up. I had literally never seen or heard 
of the spacious lofty building at the end of Blackfinars 
Bridge. At first it was supposed maUeiously burnt, 
and it is certain the mob stood and enjoyed the conflagra- 
tion, as of a monopoly ; but it had been on fire^ and it was 
thought extinguished. The building had cost a hundred 
thousand pounds ; and the loss in com and flour is cal- 
culated at a hundred and forty thousand pounds. I do 
not answer for the truth of the sums ; but it is certain that 
Palace Yard and part of St. James's Park were covered with 
half-burnt grain. 

This accident, and my introduction, have helped me to 
a good part of my letter ; for you must have observed that 
even in this overgrown town the winter has not been pro* 
ductive of events. Scandal I hate^ and would not send you 
what I thought so ; but it is not doubted now but two of 
our finest ladies, sisters, have descended into the iassC'COur 
of the Alley with Jews and brokers, and waddled out with 
a large loss of feathers, though not so considerable as was 
said — yet twenty-three thousand makes a great gap in pin- 
money. Tou will find the initials of both without going 
so far as the fifth letter of the alphabet K Gk>od Hannah 
More is labouring to amend our region, and has just pub- 
lished a book called An Estimate qf the Bdiffion qf the 
FaMondble World. It is prettily written — but her enthu- 
siasm increases ; and when she comes to town, I shall tell 

LxTTSB S788w— ) Walpole appa- Devoiksliire and her atotw Lady 
rently nfan to the Dwdkaai of Danoaanon. 
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her, thit if she pfeaehes to people of fiishion, she will be 
a biehop mparUbus infiddium. 

Lady Cecilia's disorder has literally terminated in the 
goat in her foot I caUed on her this erening, but as she 
was in her bedchamber up two pair of stairs^ my gout 
would not let me be so damberaoeous ; and indeed, she 
sent Hiss Johnstone down to the coach to me to desire 
I would not attempt it I think, if the remedy is not as 
bad, that the gout may relieTe her headaches. 

Good night I I have two days to wait for a letter that 
I may answer. Stay, I should tell you that I have been at 
Sir Joseph Banks's literary saturnalia, where was a Parisian 
watchmaker, who produced the smallest automaton that 
I suppose was ever created. It was a rich snuff-box, not 
too large for a woman. On opening the lid an enamelled 
bird started up, sat on the rim, turned round, fluttered its 
wings, and piped in a delightful tone the notes of diflermt 
birds ; particularly the jug-jug of the nightingale. It is 
the prettiest plaything you oyer saw ; the price tempting — 
only fiye hundred pounds. That economist^ the Prince of 
Wales^ cotdd not resist it^ and has bought one of thoee 
dicky-birds. If the maker finds such customers^ be will 
not end like one of his profession here^ who made the serpent 
in Orpheus and Ewydice ; and who fell so deeply in loTe 
with his own works, that he did nothing afterwards but 
make serpents, of all sorts and sizes, till he was ruined and 
broke. 

It is six o'clock of Monday erening the 7th, and no letters 
from Pisa ; but I will not seal this till to-monow noon, in 
hopes— otherwise I have not a tittle to add, but that Iiady 
Mary Palk* is dead in childbed : I think I haye heard you 
mention her, or I should not, for I did not know her. 

* Dftogliter of John Bligli, third Lawrence Padk, leeond B«zoii«i, of 
fiarl of Danley, and wift of Sir Haldon, nMur Sioter. 
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The Hesdames are said to be safely out of France, after 
being stopped three timea There have been great mobs 
at the Luxembourg and the Tuileries, and La Eayette is 
said rather to have acted the royalist The provinces grow 
turbulent, but you must hear French news sooner and more 
authentically than I do. Of the Gunning not a word since 
my last ; nor of Mrs. Buller, though I have called on her ; 
nor of the righteous Miss Foldson. 

The Lord Mayor did not fetch Madame du Barry in the 

city-royal coach, but kept her to dinner* She is gone^ but 

returns in ApriL 

INiesday morning, 

I find your No. 21 on my table, but as it only talks of 
your life at Pisa, and of the community of apartments, which 
appears as bad as Buxton or Harrowgate, I haye nothing to 
add but to wonder how any one can seek such an uncom* 
f ortable life a second time. Adieu I 

P.S. — I should not wonder if Italians flock hither, for 
Camavali, the exhibitor of the fmiiaccmiy has got one of 
the 20,000{. in the lottery— but had, unluckily for him, sold 
two-thirds of it 



2784. To Miss Maby B 



Berkeley Square, Mareh 11, 1791. 

I USUALLY begin my letters to you on Fridays, but to-day 
for a different reason, not because I have anything to say, 
but like the French lady to her husband, because I hare 
nothing to do. In shor^ I have got a little codicil to my 
gout. It returned into my ankle on Monday and Tuesday, 
left it on Wednesday, and yesterday came into my knee. 
I have no pain, unless I attempt to walk ; so haye been 

Lr« 97S4.^47ci in CL 
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forced just now to send an excuse to Lady Louisa Macdonald, 
where I was to have been to-night— and so must amuse 
myself en famiOe. 

The Gunnings continue to supply me with matter. As 
it is now known that two of the Minifiy have been mad, 
I should conclude the mother and daughter were so^ if two 
persons could lose their senses at the same period, and on 
the same subject. Well, these two outpensioners of Bedlam 
have sent a new narrative to the Duke of Marlborough, 
wherein the infanta maintains to his Grace's face that she 
passed three dojfS with him and the Duchess this summer at 
Sion, though it was but three hours ; and cites a kind speech 
of his to her, for the truth of which she appeals to Sir John 
Biddel, who was present and heard it The Duke, doubting 
his own eyes or memory, questions Sir John, who, equally 
amazed, says, * Your Grace knows I had not the honour of 
being with you at Sion when Miss Gunning was there.' 
All this is a new style of romancing, and though I repeat it, 
I can scarce believe it while I repeat it. 

The letter to the Duke of Argyll is to appear next week. 
Somebody has sent a proof of the frontispiece to the Dake, 
who showed it to General Conway, as Lord Lorn haa to 
Mrs. Anderson. There is a medallion of Gunnilda sap* 
ported by two — Cupids, not marquises, her name, and 
four verses beneath. The Duchess of Bedford has written 
to Lord Lorn, begging him to intercede for his cousin, for 
the sake of his dear mother who doted on her, and which 
dear mother she. Duchess (Gertrude, introduced into the 
world. If Pisa or Florence produce more diversion than 
London, you have but to. say so. 

The Haymarket Theatre opened last night with an opera 
gratis. It is computed that four thousand persons accepted 
the favour, and the theatre is allowed to be the most 
splendid and convenient, let Naples say what it will ; the 
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singerB yeiy indifferent ; the dancers (VeetriB and Hilsberg) 
and the dances charming. Still it is probable there will be 
no more representationSi for people cannot get much by 
giving operas for nothing. 

I have got a solution of Hiss Foldson : she has a mother 
and eight brothers and sisters^ who make her work in- 
cessantly to maintiain them, and who reckon it loss of time 
to them if she finishes any pictures that are paid for before- 
hand. That, howeyeri is so very uncommon that I should 
not think the Ciunily would be much the richer. I do know 
that Lord Carlisle paid for the portraits of his children last 
July, and cannot get them from her ; at that rate I may 
see you before your pictures I 

I have not so clear an exposition of Hrs. Buller's be- 
hayiour, yet some suspicion. She is grown extremely 
Germanized — and of whom did I hear extremely intimate 
in a priyate party at her house a few nights ago^ but one 
who liyes in the street directly behind hers, and whom 

I should be as sorry to meet there or anjrwhere, as he could 
be to meet me \ These Germans remind me that I saw in 
to-day's newspaper that the wife * of the Margraye of Anspach 
is dead. Courage, Milady Crayon I donnez-nous une nouyelle 
^tion des ayentures de Madame la Duchesse de Kingston I 
et ddp6chez-yous ; car on dit que Milord Crayon se meurt 

II seroit indigne de yous que d'attendre la main gauche^ et 
un manage estim^ legitime. 

Lady Beaumont* called on me twoda3rs ago, and inquired 
after you kindly. The rest of my letter must depend on 
one from you, or on the town and the Gunnings. There 
is published a Grub print not yoid of humour, called 'The 
New Art of Gunning ' ; Miss, astride a cannon, is firing a 

I The Duke of Glonoester. John WIIIm, of Astrop, Norihamp> 

> Frederica CuoUne, a FrinoMi of tonthire, and wife of Sir George 

Saan Saalfeld. Beaumont, of Cole Orion, Leioefter- 

s Kaisaiei (d. 1899), dangbtogr of shire. 
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Tolley of forged letters at the oastle of Blenheim, a&d old 
Oertrude, emaciated and withered, and very like, lifting ap 
her hoop to shelter injured innocence, as she calls her. 

Sunday, ISih. 

Yesterday I had the misfortune of hearing of the death 
of my oldest remaining friend, Lord StraflFord, whom I knew 
from the time he was twelve years old, and who was 
inyariably kind and obliging to me. This is the heavy tax 
one pays for living longl — ^but as it is not a language 
necessary to be talked to your time of life, I shall keep my 
moralizing for my own use, and collect for yours only what 
will amuse you ; though as I gather from hearsay, I must 
often send you false reports ; still I take care they should 
only be on trifles of no consequence. Thus I told you old 
French had funded her legacies on her collection; but 
luckily for her legatees she had money enough in the stocks 
to discharge the 6,0002. : or her bequests would have fallen 
wofully short Three or four years ago, she had wanted to 
sell her pictures to the Czarina for 1,200{. a year, esti- 
mating her own life, she said, but at two years' purehaae* 
Well, her pictures, with the addition of her bronzes, china, 
&c, were sold by auction yesterday and Friday, and pro- 
duced but 978L ; and yet the pictures went for more than 
they were worth. 

Monday, liih. 

Tour No. 23, which I received this morning at break- 
fast, whets no reply, being merely camivalesque ; but you 
are going to more royal festivities at Florence with their 
Neapolitan and Tuscan majesties and dukedoms. Shall 
not you call at Charing Oross on that account ? — let me know 
in time. 

The Ore<U Turk at Petersburg has sent us rather a de haui 
en has answer to our proposal of mediating to hinder her 
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removing to Constantinople ; we have frowned at the rate 
of eighteen men-of-war — still, keeping up our dignity costs 
us so dear, that I hope we shall let her go to the Black Sea 
and be d d ! 

Hesdames de Biron and Cambis have taken houses on 
Richmond Oreen as well as lee Boufflers and Madame de 
Boneherolles, so it will be a PMy France. Such swarms of 
Franks have left the country, that I wonder the National 
Assembly, which delights in wasting time on reviving old 
names, do not call their sovereign King of Gaul instead of 
King of the French. On the contrary, Meedamea Adelaide 
and Yictoire, formidable as the latter^s name is, will not 
put the Bomans* much in mind of their precursor Brennus. 

I have cancelled my codicil of gout^ and shall issue forth 
again this evening, and perhaps at the end of the week go 
to Strawberry for a day or two, as the weather lately has 
been uncommonly fine. Adieu ! 

2785. To Miss Maby Bbbbt. 

strawberry Hill, Saturday, Haitsh 19, 1791. 

I DID not begin my letter on customary Friday, because 
I had nothing new to tell or to say. The town lies fidlow — 
not an incident worth repeating as &r as I know. Par- 
liament manufactures only bills, not politics. I never 
understood anything useful ; and, now that my time and 
connections are shrunk to so narrow a compass^ what 
business have I with business ? As I have mended con- 
siderably for the last four days, and as we have had a 
fortnight of soft warm weather, and a south-west wind 
to-day, I have ventured hither for change of air, and to give 
orders about some repairs at Cliveden ; which, by the way, 

* The liefldames took up their abode in Borne after their eeoape from 
Franoe. 
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Mr. H. Banbury, two days ago, proposed to take off my 
hands for his life. I really do not think I accepted his 
offer. I shall return to town on Monday, and hope to 
find a letter to answer — or what will this do? 

Apropos, as the town stands stock still, I believe I shall 
change my poet-da3r8 from Tuesdays to Fridays— at least 
when I am as barren as at this moment. However, when 
you do not hear from me by the former, be assured yoa 
will wait but four days longer ; besides as I shall now be 
frequently coming hither, I may have more to say at the 
end of the week than at the beginning. 

I met Mrs. BuUer t'other night at Lady Mount-Edg» 

cumbe's, and she lays all her omissions on the Chanmmg 

many who mentioned my message so slightly that she did 

not comprehend it I huffed her worse for her bad taste 

in sending for double QWster cheese^ in an evening, and 

vowed I will never enter her doors, if smelling of it. I have 

a notion her son is of a regiment that eats of it. The 

Qreatheds are in Mrs* Damer's house. I hope they will not 

be there six weeks. 

Berkeley Square, Monday eTening. 

I am returned, and find the only letter I dreaded, and 
the only one, I trust, that I shaU ever not be impatient to 
receive from you. Though ten thousand times kinder than 
I deserve, it wounds my heart ; as I find I have hurt two 
of the persons I love the best upon earth, and whom I am 
most constantly studying to please and serve. That I soon 
repented of my murmurs, you have seen by my subsequent 
letters. The truth, as you may have perceived, though no 
excuse, was, that I had thought myself dying, and should 
never see you more ; that I was extremely weak and low 
when Mrs. Damer's letter arrived, and mentioned her 
supposing I should not see you till spring twelvemonUi. 

Lxim 8786.-1 See the preTioiu letter. 
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That terrible sentence recalled Mr. Batt*s being the first to 
assure me of your going abroad, when I had concluded 
you had laid aside the design. I did sincerely allow that 
in both instances you had acted from tenderness in con* 
coaling your intentions ; but^ as I knew I could better bear # 
the information from yourselyes than from others^ I thought 
it unfriendly to let me learn from others what interested 
me so deeply : yet I do not in the least excuse my conduct ; 
noy I condemn it in erery light, and shall never forgive 
myself if you do not promise me to be guided entirely 
by your own convenience and inclinations about your 
return* 

I am perfectly well again, and just as likely to live one 
year as half an one. Indulge your pleasure in being abroad 
while you are there. I am now reasonable enough to enjoy 
your happiness as my own ; and, since you are most kind 
when I least deserve it» how can I express my gratitude for 
giving up the scruple that was so distressing to me ? Con» 
vince me you are in earnest by giving me notice that you 
will write to Chaiing Gross while the Neapolitans are at 
Florence. I will look on that as a clearer proof of your 
foi^ving my criminal letter, than your return before you 
like it It is most sure that nothing is more solid or less 
personal than my friendship for you two; and even my 
complaining letter, though uzgust and unreasonable, proved 
that the nearer I thought myself to quitting the world, 
the more my heart was set on my two friends ; nay, ih^ 
had occupied the busiest moments of my illness as well as 
the most fretful ones. 

Forgive then, my dearest friends^ what could proceed 
from nothing but too impatient affection. Tou say most 
truly you did not deserve my complaints: your patience 
and temper under them make me but the more in the 
wrong; and to have hurt you, who have known but too 
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mueh grief, is such a oontradiction to the whole turn of my 
mind ever since I knew you, that I believe my weakness 
firom illness was beyond even what I suspected. It is sure 
that^ when I am in my perfeot senses, the whole bent of my 
thoughts is to promote your and your sister's felicity ; and 
you know nothing can give me satisfibction like your allow- 
ing me to be of use to you. I speak honestly, notwith- 
standing my unjust letter; I had rather serve you than 
see you. Here let me finish this subject : I do not think 
I shall be &ulty to you again. 

The mother Gunning has published her letter to the 
Duke of Argyll, and it disappoints eveiybody. It in neither 
romantic, nor entertaining, nor abusive^ but on the (General 
and Mr. and Mrs. Bowen, and the General's groom. On 
the Bowens it is so immeasurably seurrQous, that I think 
they must prosecute her. She accuses them and her 
husband of a conspiracy to betray and ruin his own daughter, 
without even attempting to assign a motive to them. Of 
the house of Argyll she says not a word. In short, it is 
a most dull incoherent rhapsody, that gives no account at 
all of the story that gave origin to her book, and at which 
no mortal could guess from it ; and the 246 pages contain 
nothing but invectives on her four supposed enemies, and 
endless tiresome encomiums on the virtues of her glorious 
dafUng^ and the unspottable innocence of that harmless 
lambkin. I would not even send it to you if I had an 
opportunity — you would not have patience to go through it ; 
and there, I suppose, the absurd legend will end I am 
heartily tired of it Adieu ! 

P.S. That ever I should give fou two an uneasy moment ! 
\^ \ Oh, forgive me : yet I do not deserve pardon in my own 
eyes ; and less in my own heart 
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2786. To Miss Mabt Bxbbt. 

Berkeley Square, Sunday, Haieh 27, 1791. 

Though I begin my dispatch to^ay, I think I shall 
change my post-days, as I hinted, from Taesdajrs to Fridays ; 
not only as more commodious for learning news for you, 
but as I do not receive your letters generally but on 
Mondays, I have less time to answer. I haye an additional 
reason for delay this week. Mr. Pitt has notified that he 
is to deliver a message firom the King to-morrow, to the 
House of Commons on the situation of Europe ^ ; and should 
there be a long debate, I may not gather the particulars till 
Tuesday morning, and if my levee lasts kte^ shall not have 
time to write to you. Oh, now are you all impatience to 
hear that message ; I am sorry to say that I fear it is to 

be a warlike one. The Autocratrix swears, d n her eyes I 

she wQl hack her way t o Constant inople through the blood 
of a hundred thousand more Turks, and that we are very 
impertinent for sending her a card with a sprig of olive. 
On the other hand, Prussia bounces and huffs and claims 
our promise of helping him to make peace by helping him 
to make war ; and so, in the most charitable and pacific way 
in the world, we are, they say, to send twenty ships to the 
Baltic, and half as many to the Black Sea — ^this little 
Britain, commonly called Oreat Britain, is to dictate to 
Petersburg and Bengal, and cover Constantinople under 
those wings that reach from the north pole to the farthest 
Eastl I am mighty sorry for it^ and hope we shall not 
prove a jackdaw that pretends to dress itself in the plumes 
of imperial eagles I 



LnvBB 8788.— « The inMWiga(d». hiM ICi^JMi^luid judged it lequiaito, 

liyesttdon]Uxeha8)etAted that*ee for tlie pnrpoee of adding wdght to 

hifl Hi^etty'e endeaTimrs, in oon- bit repreaentationa, to mak« lomo 

junction with hia aUiea, to bring farther anammtati^ *« !*»■ t>«.'»>i 



about a i>aoifloation between Bnada foroe.' {A mk aiy.T791| p. 
and the Porte bad pcoTedinafBMtiial, 
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If we boonee abroad, we aie man foigmDg at home : 
a genilaiian* who livee at the east aid of 8t Jamea'a Paik 
haa beeo aent for bjr a bidy' who haa a lugB houae at the 
weat end, and they have kiaaed and aie frienda ; whkh he 
notified by tuanKng her health in a bmnp^ at a dab the 
other day. I know no eirenmataneea, bat am fjbd of it ; 
I lore peace, public or private : not ao the ehieffauna of the 
contending theatrea of harmony. Ta^oi^ in wondroaa 
xeapeetfol terma and fall of affliction, haa printed in the 
newapapera an adyertiaement^ dedaring that the Marqoia'a 
honour (the Lord Chamberlain) did in one aeaaon, and that 
an unprofitable one, aend arden (you know, that ia^ ticketa 
of admiaaion without paying) into the Opera Houae^ to the 
loaa of the managers of four hundred pounds — aerranta^ it 
ia auppoeed, and Hertfordahire Yotera— eke and moreover 
that it haa been awom in Chancery that hia Lordahip^ not 
aa Lord Chamberhun, has atipnlated with Gallini and 
CSeiUy that he, hia heirs and afwigna, ahould praaerve the 
power of giving thoae detrimental ctrden in perpetuity. 
The immunity ia a little new: former Chamberlaini^ it 
aeema^ evendmranUofficiOf have not eierdaed the privilege — 
if they had it 

One word more of the Gunninga. Captain Bowen in* 
formed the authoreaa, by the channel of the papera^ that he 
ahall prosecute her for the libeL She anawered, by the 
aame conyeyance, that ahe ia extremely gbd of it. Bat 
there ia a difficulty — ^unleas the prosecution is criminal, it 
is thought that Madam being femime etmverie, the cfaaige 
muat be made againat her husband ; and, to be aure, it 
would be droll that the General should be attacked for 
not hindering his wife from writing a libel, that ia moiB 
yirulent againat him himself than anybody. Another littk 
circumstance haa come out : till the other day he did not 

* IlMFkino6orW«lML > TheQnMii. 
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know that he had claimed desoent from Charlemagne in 
the newspapers ; which, therefore, is referred to the same | 
manufiacture as the other forgeries. The General said, 
'It is true, I am well bom; but I know no such femily 
in Ireland as the Gharlemagnes.' 

Lord Ossory has just been here, and told me that f 
Gunnilda has written to Lord Blandford, in her own 
name and hand, begging his pardon (for promising herself 
marriage in his name), but imputing the first thought to 
his grandmother, whom she probably inspired to think 
of it. This letter the Duchess of Marlborough carried to 
the Duchess of Bedford, to open her eyes on her prat^4ef 
but with not much success ; for what signify eyes, when 
the rest of the head is gone ? She only said, ' Tou may be 
easy, for both mother and daughter are gone to France ' — 
no doubt^ on finding her Qrace's money not so forthcoming 
as her countenance, and terrified by Captain Bowen's pro- 
secution — and there> I hope, will tenninate that strange 
story ; for in France there is not a Marquis left to marry 
her. One has heard of nothing else for these seyen months ; 
and it requires some ingenuity to keep up the attention of 
such a capital as London for above half a year together. 

I supped on Thuisday at Mrs. BuUer's with the Conways 
and'Mount-Edgcumbes ; and the next night at Lady Ayles- 
bury's with the same company, and Lady Augusta Olavering. 
You know, on the femous night at your house when 
Ounnilda pretended that her fitther had receiyed Lord 
Blandford*s appointment of the wedding^ay, we suspected, 
when they were gone, that we had seen doubts in Lady 
Augusta's face^ and I desired her unde^ Lord Frederick, to 
ask her if we had guessed right ; but she protests she had 
then no suspicion. 

I have determined to send this away on Tuesday, whether 
I know the details of the temple of Janus to*morrow in 
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time or noi, that you may gi^e younelTee aim of impoitanoe, 
if the Taaean miniatora pretend to tell yon news of your 
own oonntiy that you do not know. Ton may aay, yonr 
eharg6 dea aflEurea sent you word of the King'a message ; 
and you may be mysterious about the rest ; for mysteiy in 
the diplomatie dictionary is oonstrued knowledge, though, 
a Hebrew word, it means the reverse too. 



SoiMUy night. 

I haye been at White Pussy's^ this evening. She asked 
mueh after yam's. I did not think her Lord looked as if 
he would drive Prince Potemkin out of Bulgaria ; but we 
trust that a new Frederick of Prussia and a new William 
Pitt wilL Oould they lay Catherine in the Black Sea, as 
ghosts used to be laid in the Bed, the world would be 
obliged to them. 

Ihaveprovedin the light in determining to let this depart 
on Tuesday, for the martial message is only to be delivtted 
to>morrow, and to be taken into consideration the next 
day; thence I could not send you the result till Friday, 
when I may possibly write again, and then adhere to that 
for my post^ys. 

TuMdaj momin^ 

Tour most kind and satisfactory No. 24 is come, and 
gives me infinite joy~>yet still I have a thorn left ; for how 
can I be easy if I think that you return a moment sooner 
than you would like in complaisance to me? — and then 
your house in Audley Street will be unlet from the 25th of 
May, which I thought was hired till Christmas 1 I know 
not what to say, but stUl beg you will do what is most 
convenient and beet for yourselves I wiU accept no 
promise that ties you down to anything; so heartily do 
I repent of my complaining letter. I have neither time 

* Lsdy AmliAni, m> o«Ued hy Walpola and tlw Bvrrya, 
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nor paper to say more now, except my eonoem for your 
cold — but I shall write again on Friday and will theii 
answer your letter fully, for my heart is full of its kindness. 
Adieu t 

2787. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Berkeley Square, Thundaj, Mareh 81, 1791. 

I F06TPOHB my fiurther answer to your last till I haye 
satisfied Mr. Berry's curiosity about the war with Semiramis. 
The Song's martial message was adopted on Tuesday by 
both Houses; but the measure is exceedingly unpopular, 
and eyen some impression was made on the court troops. 
The ministerialists affect to giye out that matters will not 
ripen to war, as if our blustering would terrify a woman 
in whom fear of no sort seems to predominate. More 
this deponent knows not. 

Now, my dearest friends, I turn to you, and do most 
cordially implore you both not to bind yourselyes nor to 
hold yourselyes bound to me by any promise about your 
return. Let it depend entirely on your own inclinations 
and conyenience. I cannot forgiye my sickly impatience 
in writing that peeyish letter which yezed you: it has 
yezed mt more. Are you to be pleased only by what 
would please me? What claim haye I to any sacrifice? 
and why should you make me any? or think you that 
I cannot sacrifice my own wishes to your content? Oh, 
indeed but I can, and wish to do so* These are my earnest 
sentiments^ and I could but repeat them in yarious words 
were I to continue writing all night 

We haye no other positiye news since my Tuesday's 
letter. There is no peace between the opera theatres ; the 
Haymarket rather triumphs. They haye opened twice, 
taking money in an eyasiye manner, pretending themselyes 

Lbttbb S787.-*Not in CL 
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concerts ; the singerB are in their own clothes, the dancers 
dressed, and no recitatiye— -a sort of opera in d^duMUi. 
Threats of arrest haye been thrown ont> but no amp de main. 
Some think the return of the judges from the circuit is 
awaited ; but perhaps the court is sensible of having begun 
by being in the wrong. 

I neyer mention France, concluding you more d pofUe to 
know. The hideous barbarity at Douai, where they haye 
fractured a man's skull, and then taken him out of bed, and 
hanged him after he had been trepanned ; while the prisons 
are over-stuffed, after they found but six prisoners in the 
Bastile, does not convince me yet that they have got 
a milder government. 

How sorry I am that you have lost the satisfaction of 
being with your friend Mrs. Cholmeley in town this season. 
I doubt two courts will not make you amenda 

I fisel every week the disagreeableness of the distance 
between us: each letter is generally three weeks on its 
passage, and we receive answers to what one must often 
forget one has said ; and cannot under six weeks learn 
what one is anxious to know. Balloons, had they succeeded, 
would have prodigiously abridged dela3rs ; but FrmA dis- 
coveries are not^ I believe, endowed with duration ; wiien 
they have broken necks, and cut throats, they find the 
world forced to content itself with old inventions. French 
levity never takes disappointment into its calculations. 

This must be a short letter, for even London, you see^ 
now the OwMimga are gone, cannot furnish a whole sheet 
once a week : however, I had rather leave half my paper 
blank than have any campaign-work to fill it with. Europe 
at present is in a strange ferment^ distracted between the 
demons of republicanism and u niversal monarch y — ^at least 
Prussia and we say that Se miramis aims at the lat ter ; if 
she does^ we at least mighrwish^her removedtoJBamiliBfr" 
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tinople: she would be jhriher offi Nay, I am bo ignoiant 
as to imagine tha< ^ if there , she woiild cultivate and restore 
Greece, &c, and be a b^t^jsufltomer than the Turka. Nor 
am I diapoaed to think Pruasia a substantial ally: it is ) 
a fictitious power that wo&Ia ^haye shrunk to little again 
with its creator had the successor been an inactive prince. 
Attention, treasures, and a most formidable army he has, 
but if war dissipates his hoards, and diminishes his force, 
which the squander of his wealth will weaken too^ adieu I 
panieTy vendcmges sont Jaiies. These are my speculations — 
I don't know whether they have come into the head of 
anybody else, nor care whether they deserve it. I write 
to amuse you and myself, and only reason, because I have 
nothing better to send you. I am for from fond of dis- 
sertationary letters, which present themselves humbly, but 
hope to rank as essays. I must be in sad want of nonsense 
when I talk seriously on general topics, and I hope that, 
except when you were in a storm, or travelling through the 
land of anarchy, or when I was in terror of seeing you no more, 
or not for an age, you will not charge me with any gravity. 
I have gossiped to anybody's heart's wish ; and the deuce 
is in it, if any letters are worth receiving that have the 
fear of wisdom before their eyes. Adieu to Arnds vale till 
next Friday. 1^ 

278& To Miss Maby Bxbby. 

Strawberry Hill, SundAj night, April 8, 1791. 

Oh, what a shocking accident'! Oh, how I detest your . 
going abroad more than I have done yet in my crossest 
mood! You escaped the storm on the 10th of October, 
that gave me such an alarm ; you passed unhurt through 
the cannibals of France and their republic of Zorrofis and * 
paisaardeSf who terrified me sufficiently ; but I never 

278a— ^ Wm Btmy had fldloi down and had oat h«r nofe Mngrdy. 
WALPOLi. xrr l> d 
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ezpeeted that yoa would dash yourself to pieees at Fm\ 
Tou say I lore truth, and that you haye told me the exad 
truth ; but how can fear belieye ? 

Tou say you slept part of the night after your fall— oh, 
but the other part I Was not you feverish ? How can I 
wait above a month for answers to an hundred questionB 
I want to ask ; and howa week for another letter ? AlitUe 
comfort I have had even since I received the horrid account ; 
I have met Mrs. Lockart at Lady Hesketh's, and she has 
assured me that there is a very good surgeon at Pisa— if 
he is, he must have blooded you directly. I wish you had 
had some arquebusade water. How you must have suffered 
by washing the wound with vinegar, though rightly ! — and 
what your &ther and sister must have felt at seeing 3rou! 
How could you be weU enough to write the next day? 
Why did not Miss Agnes for you? But I conclude she 
was not recovered enough of your falL When I am satisfied 
that you have not hurt yourself more than you own, I 
will indulge my concern about the outside of your nose, 
about which I shall not have your indifference. I am not 
in love with you, yet fully in love enough not to beir 
any damage done to that perfect nose, or to any of all 
your beautiful features; then, too, I shall scold at your 
thoughtleesnesa 

How I hate a party of pleasure I It never turns out 
well: fools fall out, and sensible people fall down! Still 
I thank you a million of times for writrog yourael£ If 
Miss Agnes had written for you, I confess I should lutve 
been ten times more alarmed than I am; and jret I am 
alarmed enough. 

My sweet Agnes, I feel for you too, though you have not the 
misery of being a thousand miles from your wounded alster, 
nor are waiting for a second account. The quantity of 
blood she lost has, I trust, prevented any fever. I would 
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ask for every tiny circumstance, but, alas, I must wait 
above a month for an answer! 

Though I wrote twice last week, it was impossible to let 
the first post-day slip me on such a terrible accident. I 
received the account two days sooner than the letters 
generally arrive, and the day after my last was gone^ so 
I can have nothing to add, nor indeed do I think of 
anything but the fidl at Pisa, of which I went full to 
Lady Hesketh's last night, and there were so many of 
your friends, that my sad news seemed like throwing 
a bomb into the room. Tou would have been flattered at 
the grief it occasioned; there were Mrs. Lockart, the 
Pepys's, Mrs. BuUer, Lady Herries, Q^eo. Cambridge, the 
Abb6 Nichols, Mrs. Garter, and some who scarce know 
you, who yet found they would be very unfashionable if 
they did not join in tiie concern for you and in your 
panegyric Cambridge had received a letter too, but three 
days earlier in date. Hr. Pepys desired me to tell you 
that he had written to you a folio of news, but you never 
received it However, I am sure I have not let you starve, 
unless you are curious about suits in chancery ^ 

Not to torment you more with my fears, when I hope 
you are almost recovered, I will answer the rest of your 
letter. General O'Hara I have unluckily not met yet. 
He is so dispersed, and I am so confined in my resorts and 
so seldom dine from home^ that I have not seen him, even 
at General Conway's. When I do, can you imagine that 
we shall not talk of you two— yes ; and your accident, I am 
sure, will be the chief topia As our fleets are to dethrone 
Catherine Petruchia, OUara will probably not be sent to 
Siberia. Apropos to Catherine and Petruchio. I supped 
with their representatives, Eemble and Mrs. Siddons, t'other 
night at Hiss Farren's : the Hothams were there too, and 

> Mr. Pepyi wm » MMt«r in Ghanociy. 

D d a 
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Hra Anderson, who treated the playeiB with acting as 
many characters as ever they did, particularly Ounnilda and 
Lady Clackmannan. Mrs. Siddons is leaner, but looks 
well : she has played Jane Shore and Desdemona, and is to 
play in The Oamesier ; all the parts she will act this year. 
Kemble, they say, shone in Othetto. 

Mrs. Darner has been received at Elvas with all military 
honours, and a banquet, by order of Hello, formerly 
ambassador here. It was handsome in him, but must 
haye distressed her, who is so yoid of ostentation and lore 
of show. 

Miss Boyle, who no more than Miss PuUeney * has let 
herself be snapped up by lovers of her fortune, is going 
to Italy for a year with Lord and Lady Maiden ^ 

I return to town to-morrow morning, with a &int hope 
of receiving another letter about your &11, and will reserve 
the rest of my paper for anything I may hear before noon 
on Tuesday. I will not peremptorily fix my days of 
writing to Tuesdays and Fridays, but write as you mend, 
or as I find matter ; therefore do not suspect gout if I am 
not punctual ; I am more likely, I think, to be intercalaiy 
than remiss. This morning has been as warm as if the 
day had been bom at Pisa ; and Cliveden, where I have 
been giving some orders, did not look ugly. 

Berkeley Square, Monday, after dinner. 

Gk>od news, though not just what I want most — Mirabeaa 
is dead ; ay, miraculously ; for it was of a putrid fever (that 
began in his heart). Dr. Price is dying also* — ^fortunate 

*' Henrietta Laura, daughter of 1889), Vifloonnt Maiden ; eldest son 

Sir William Johnstone -Polteneji of fourth Earl of Enex, whom he 

Baronet, by Frances, danifhter of snooeeded in 1790. His wife «a> 

Daniel Polteney ; m. (1791) Sir James Sarah, widow of Edward Stephenson 

Mnrray (afterwards Murray -Pol- and daughter of Henry Baaett, of 

teney). She was orsated Baroness of St. Helezia. 



Bath, 1792 ; Countess of Bath, 1808. • He died in April 1791. 

* Qeorge Capel-Conlngshy (1768- 
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omens for thoBe who hope to die in their beds too. I think 
alike of such incendiaries, whose lessons tend to blood, 
whether their stilettos have taken place or not. That Mr. 
Berry with so much good nature and goo4 sense should be 
staggered, I do not wonder. Nobody is more devoted to 
liberty than I am« It is therefore that I abhor the National 
Assembhff whose outrageous violence has given, I fear, 
a lasting wound to the cause ; for anarchy is despotism in 
the hands of thousands. A lion attacks but when hungry 
or provoked ; but who can live in a desert full of hyenas ? — 
nobody but Mr. Bruce; and we have only his word for 
it. Here is started up another corsair; one Paine*, from 
America, who has published an answer to Mr. Burke that 
deserves a putrid fever. His doctrines go to the extremity 
of levelling; and his style is so coarse, that you would 
think he means to degrade the language as much as the 
government: here is one of his delicate paragraphs: — '"We 
do not want a king, or lords of the bedchamber, or lords 
of the kitchen, or lords of the necessary house.' This 
rhetoric, I suppose, was calculated for our paissardes. 

Monday night. 

I am come home early from the Bishop of London's 
for the chance of finding another letter from one of you. 
But, ah, you did not know my anxiety! — March 16th 
will be a blacker day in my almanac than October 10th. 
I hope after nineteen days, without reckoning the time 
this will be traveUiog to you, you would at this moment 
be capable of laughing at my alarm. Alas, it is no jest 
to me! 

I learnt nothing new for you, but that Lord Stratnaven^ 

• Thomas Faine (1787-1800). The "* Lord Stiaihavon, eldest son of 
flist part of* his Bighta C(/ Man ap- fourth Earl of Aboyne, whom he 
peaxed on Karoh 18, 1791. saooeeded in 1794 ; m. Oatherine, 
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was married this morning to Hisa dope — ^not at Gretna 
Oreen, for they have been asked in church. Adieu I you 
bid me have no more gout this year — pray do you haye 
no more falls. 



2789. To Joseph Coofsb Walkeb. 

strawberry Hill, JLpril 4, 1791. 

I HAYB received the copy of my tragedy \ and am exceed- 
ingly obliged to you. Sir, for the care with which you have 
been so good as to see it printed — but allow me to say, that 
I wish you had added another mark of Idndnees and preyented 
the editors from making me compliments to which I am 
so yery ill entitled. To any eminence in lUeraiure I am sure 
I haye no pretensions ; an amidtie character I wish I 
deseryed ; and of high roitX; I certainly am not^ nor eyen 
aspired aboye being a private commoner, and have proved 
a very insignificant one. In short. Sir, I am ashamed at 
reading such things said of myself, and should be miserable 
if it could be supposed that I was aware of any such in- 
tention. I assure you I should have been more averse to 
their being inserted, than I was even to the publication of 
the play. 

The text is surprisingly correct I have found some very 
immaterial errors, or rather only literal alterations (probably 
from some MS. copy), and one alone that a£Eects the sense, 
and that not in the piece, but in the postscript, where in 
p. 98, line 11, terror is printed for horror. I will just 
specify the rest, though of no consequence. In p. 5, line 
the 6th should have been printed thus, 

leoond daughter of Sir CharUa Cope, printed from photograph of oriciiua 

ieoond Baronet, of Bmam, Oxford- in poigession of Mr. John fiovd 

■hire. Thaoher, Albany, K.T. 

IinTn278e.^Kot in a ; nowfirtt ^ Tk$ M}/tUrUm JfoMer. 
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It knows not wherefore. What a kind of being 
Is circumstanoe 1 

there the pause should be ; and then 

I am a soldier, &c. 

In p. 10, line 11, Ohl he has played me^ &o., dele hew ; 
p. 12, line 2, for the staff, read this ; p. 15, last line but two, 
after tool^ dele the comma; p. 81, for efBcae;^ lost, read 
efficacy'^ lost ; p. 82, for pulse reply not, read tepltea not ; 
p. 94, for fellow being, read fellow beings ; p. 97, for but 
I am willing to insinuate^ read I was willing, &c. 

Now, Sir, I should blush to mention such yery trifling 
inaccuracies, if I did not think it a just return for your 
trouble of overlooking the press, to proye to you that even 
the jealous eye of an author could diacoTsr no more, and 
no more material slips. Consequently I must again thank 
you, though again lament the advertisement from the pub- 
lishers, of which I hope you will always bear me witness 
I was perfectly ignorant and innocent. For every other 
attention I shall always be, Sir, 

Tour much obliged and obedient humble servant, 

Hob. Walpole. 

P.S. Tour health. Sir, I hope, is recovered and restored — 
on reading your letter again, I observe that joxa indis- 
position prevented your seeing the unlucky preface that 
gives me so much concern ; and the only word in the whole 
publication that hurts the sense, by your not overlooking 
the postscript. 

N. In my original, in the second line of the first scene, 
was chm^ not dutt^ as cMUing is more productive of fear 
than duUUng ia 
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2790. To THB Eabl of Buchan. 

My Lord, Berkeley Square, April 7, 17M. 

I am yery glad your Lordship has received a picture that 
giyes you so much pleasure. Of James 11 I know no 
portrait. Of Lady Arabella Stuart there is a small whole- 
length at Welbecky of which I haire a copy by Vertue, and 
which (the copy) is actually in the engraver's hands for 
Mr. Lodge's^ Collection of State Papers from the HSS. of 
the Howard and Talbot families^ which Mr. Lodge dis- 
covered in the Heralds' Office deposited there by Henry 
Duke of Norfolk* ; but neglected there and buried in dust. 
This publication in three volumes quarto will appear, I 
believe, in about a month, and is one of the most curious 
and valuable collections that has yet appeared ; for though 
it will discover no new historic fact^ it is most circum- 
stantial on the treatment of the Queen of Scots during 
a great part of her imprisonment, with many other singtilar 
particulars. 

As your Lordship is so good as to inquire after my health, 
on which I certainly should not otherwise have troubled 
you, I can only say that I have been very ill for above 
three months with one of the severest fits of the gout [I] 
ever suffered, but am recovered better than at my age 
I had any reason to expect I have the honour to be, with 
great respect. 

My Lord, 
Tour Lordship's most obedicmt humble servant, 

Hob. Walfols. 

LxiTKB 2790.— Not in 0. ; now flzfb thig time Blae Mantle PnnniYmnt at 

printed ttom original in poorowion Anna, 

of lietsn. Langham ft Go. • Heniy Howard (108S-1684), aixth 

1 Ednrand Lodge (1766-1880), at Dnkeof NorfoUc 
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2791. To Miss Masy Bsbby. 

Berkeley Square, April 10, 1791. 

It is Sunday^ but no letter come I I did hope for one 
yesterday, as the preceding Saturday had brought me the 
miserable news of your fall, and this I flattered myself 
would make me amends by a fayourable account — ^but 
Saturday I see is one of the Dies ntfastas carbone noUmdoSy 
and a pupil of March \%(L If to-morrow brings good news, 
I will prefer Mondays, though two days later. I have little 
news for you, though I begin writing to-day. If anybody 
asks me for news, I answer, 'Tes, and very bad; Miss 
Berry has had a terrible &11, and cut her beautiful nose ! ' 

What novelties there are I will dispatch, for if I have 
not a most prosperous account to-morrow, I shall forget 
anything I have heard — at present my gazette would He 
in a nutshell; and were it not for the oddity of what 
happened to myself for two days together, my intelligence 
would be like to the common articles of a newspaper. On 
Wednesday my nephew, Lord Cholmondeley, came and 
acquainted me that he is going to be married to Lady 
Charlotte Bertie S who had accepted of him — 'But,' says 
he, 'you will be so good as not to mention it yet, for I am 
now going to the Duchess of Ancaster to ask her consent ' — 
which her Grace did not refuse. 

The next day Captain Waldegrave came^ and almost in 
the same words, the i>arties excepted, notified a match 
between his sister. Lady Elizabeth', and Lord Cardigan, 
'But you must not mention it yet, for the Earl is only 

Lsmn 2791.-»Not in 0. liaxqais) of Ghetmondelesr. 

1 Lady QeorgianaOharloUe Bertie * Lady Eliaabeth Waldegrave (d. 

(d. 1888), Moond daughter of third 1828), eldest snrviTing daughter of 

Duke of Anoaster; sou (April 96, third Earl Waldegrave; m. (April 18, 

1791) fourth Earl (afterwards fint 1791) fifth Earl of Oardigao. 
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now gone in to the King to ask his leaye/ I did not know 
I was so proper a Cato to be trusted with lore-talea I 
doubt George Ch. and his new wife, and the mothers of 
both, are not delighted with the former match ; and Brudenel' 
and his mother will be terribly disappointed with the 
latter, after the old Earl had lain fallow so long. I 
remember when he married his former wife^ they both 
looked so antique, that I said, th^ may have grandchildren, 
Y but they certainly wiU have no children— now it seems his 
Lordship means to haye a great-grandson. I was to haye 
met the mother, Mrs. Cholmondeley, last Friday at Mrs. 
Buller's, but the latter turned a yery small party into 
a ball, and I desired to be excused, for though I haye married 
two wiyes at once, when many years older than Lord 
Cardigan, I did not choose to jig with Master Boiler's 
friends the officers of the Ouards. 

I can tell Mr. Berry nothing more of our Russian war, 
but that it is most exceedingly imnopul ar. and thai it is 
supposed Mr. Pitt will ayoidj t d he possibly can. You 
know I do^m^t^Jfi^e Catherine Petruchia Slayeza r, _yet I 
haye no opinion of our fleet dethroning her. 

An odd adyenture has happened. The Primate of Poland 
has been here, the King's brother. He bought some 
scientific toys at Merlin's, paid fifteen guineas for them 
in the shop, and was to pay as much more. Merlin pretends 
he knew him only for a foreigner who was going away 
in two days, and literally had his holy highness arrested 
and carried to a sponging-house ; for which the Chancellor 
has struck the attorney off the list But hear the aeoofid 
part The King of Poland had desired the Primate to 
send him some English books, who for one sent the Law 
of Arrests. The King wrote^ ' This is not so useless a book 

* Bobert BnidenaU, nephew and * Anne Legge, alrter of 
heir pienimptiTe of Locd Oudigmn. Barl of Dutmoath ; d. 17801 
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to me as some might think ; for when I was in England, 
I was arrested ' — ^before the letter arrived, the Archbishop 
himself was in limbo. 

Monday. 

Last night I was at Mr. Pepys'Sy where was Lady Juliana 
Penn, who alarmed me exceedinglyi for she had received 
a letter from her son in Italy, when I had had none — ^but 
this morning I have received a comfortable one, which 
I hope is perfectly true — for you must forgive me, if 
I cannot help fearing your kindness for me softens your 
accident and its consequences. Tou did not sleep for some 
nights, your nerves were shaken, and the friar's balsam 
was not taken off. I know that from the 25th of March 
to the 1 1th of April is above a fortnight, and yet I shall 
think it above a fortnight to this day sevennight, when 
I hope for a still better account ; for though a little easier, 
I am far from satisfied — and not yet at all arrived at griev* 
ing for a mark on your nose, as I shall do till I actually 
see you, when the joy of your return will drown less con- 
siderations. How good you are to reassure me on that 
subject I The Abb6 has come in and distracted me with 
news for which I do not care a straw, nor would have 
listened to, but that you like my telling you all I hear — 
but what are all those marriages to me who am separated 
from both my wives? or Miss Bingham's no-marriage with 
Lord Qrey ', for which Lord Stamford has forbid the banns ? 
or the Marquis of Worcester's * with Lord Stafford's daughter. 
Lady M. M. or N. N. Leveson, which is declared? or the 
Duchess of Butland's with Lord Paget, forbidden too by 
his father, yet to be or not to be — something. Madame du 

* Gteoige Huxy Gtwy (1765-1846), ion of fifth Dok* of Beftofori, whom 
Lord Qrey, eldest eon of fifth EatI of he mooeeded in 1808; m. (May 16, 
Stamford, whom he ■oc c e e d o d in 1791) Lady GherloiteSophiALeyeeon- 
1819. Oower, daughter of fint Marquis of 

* Henry Charles Somerset (1766- Staiford. 
1886X Marqnis of Woroester, eldest 
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Bany is again come, and Lady St. Asaph ^ died yesterday 
of a second miscarriage^ leaving four young children^ a most 
fond husband, and the flEunilies on both sides much afSicted. 
So much for the Abba's Homing Herald, and I return to 
your nose and your nerves — ^how could you write so much, 
when they are not well — and to be thinking of my gout, 
and recommending care of myself — ^I am perfectly recovered 
of everything but your &I1. 

I had a letter two days ago from Hr& Damer — then at 
Grenada ; she had suffered from the snow on the mountains. 
Her parents have been in town these two months, and very 
well I supped there last night with the Duchess of 
Bichmond and Mrs. Pompoustoum Hervey. 

Your acquaintance Mrs. Horace Churchill, one of my 
seventy and I don't know how many nephews and nieces, 
has just presented me with one more of the first gender : 
Madame de St. Alban gave me two of the other — ^but 
perhaps might as justly have bestowed them on somebody 
not so rich in nepotism. 

I must have an attestation under the hand of Agnes aux 
jcues de rose that you have no fever left, that your nerves 
are rebraced, and I will bear an oath from any rival that 
your nose is as perfect as ever. 

Tour letter of this morning is an answer to mine of 
Feb. 28, to Florence — how vexatious such a distant corre- 
spondence I If I to-day say 'How do you do?' it will be 
one- or two-and-forty days before you answer, 'Very well 
thank you I' 

Monday night. 

I am just come from Lady Herries, who with Mr& Hunter' 
charged me to tell you how glad they are to hear you are 

7 Lady Sophia Thjmne, third Beoond Earl of Aahbumham. 

daughter of first Harqnia of Bath, > Anne (1742-1821), daughter of 

and wife of George ABhbnmham, Bobert Home, and wife of John 

yiBooTint St. Asaph, eldest son of Hunter the sugeon. She gave lite- 
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better of your &1I. I said you had just desired me to 
thank all who are so kind as to inquire after you : I wish 
I could answer their inquiries oftenerl 

You will, I trust, be at Florence when you receive this» 
but it will be May before I know so, which is sad, as it 
will be a better proof than all you can say, that your face 
is recovered. I shall apply what was said to one of the 
sable Finches, 'Sir, if you was to swear till you are white 
in the face,' &c. — that is, I must have collateral proofs, for 
my fears are stronger than my faith. Adieu t may -Heaven 
preserve you both! and may I have no more days to 
stigmatize in my almanac! 

2792. To Miss Maby Bbbby. 

Berkeley Square, Friday night, April 16, 1791. 

My preface will be short ; for I have nothing to tell, and 
a great deal that I am waiting most impatiently to hear ; all 
which, however, may be couched in these two phrases, — 
' I am quite recovered of my fall, and my nose will not be 
the worse for it ' — ^for with all my pretences, I cannot help 
having that nose a little upon my spirits ; though if it were 
flat, I should love it as much as ever, for the sake of the 
head and heart that belong to it. 

Poor lovely nose ! I don't know what business you had 
to carry it to the mouth of the Amo and throw it down 
a precipice. I go to Strawberry to-monow, in this jubilee 
spring that comes but once in fifty years, and shall return 
on Monday, trusting to be met by a letter from Pisa, with 
a prosperous account of all I wot of. 

I have seen O'Hara with his face as ruddy and black, and 
his teeth as white as ever ; and as fond of you two, and as 

rmry periiafl, end wm eomething of the wordfl of Hajdn'e long, * My 
a poeten. She wm the anthoreM of mother bids me bind my ^"'' ' 
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grieved for your fall as anybody — ^but L He has got a 

better regiment \ 

Strawberry Hill, Sunday nighty past eleven. 

Tou chose your time ill for going abroad this year; 
England never saw such a spring since it was fifteen years 
old. The warmth, blossoms, and verdure are unparalleled. 
I am just come from Richmond, having first called on Lady 
Di, who is designing and painting pictures for prints to 
Dryden's Fables. Oh, she has done two most beautiful: 
one, of Emily walking in the garden, and Palamon seeing 
her from the tower ; the other, a noble, free composition of 
Theseus parting the rivals, when fighting in the wood* 
They are not, as you will imagine, at all like the pictures in 
the Shakespeare Oallery ; no, (hey are worthy of Dryden. 

I then went and played at loto with the French colony in 
Petty France, and to-morrow I am to have a most favourable 
account from Pisa, am I not? 

I can tell you nothing at all certain of our war with 
Bussia. If one believes the weather-glass of the stocks, it 
will be peace : they had fallen to 71, and are risen again, 
and soberly, to 79. Fawkener, Clerk of the Council, sets 
out to-day or to-moirow for Berlin ; probably, I hope, with 
an excuse. In the present case, I had much rather our 
ministers were bullies than heroes: no mortal likes the war. 
The court majority lost thirteen of its former number at 
the beginning of the week, which put the opposition into 
spirits; but, pursuing their motions on Friday, twelve oi 
the thirteen were recovered. Lord Onslow told me just 
now, at Madame de Boufflers's, that Lady Salisbury waa 
brought to bed of a son and heir* last night, two hours 
after she came from the Opera ; and that Madame du Barry 
dined yesterday with the Prince of Wales, at the Duke of 

ImrxE 2792.— J He had become (afterwards Geaooyne-OeoU), Vis- 
colonel of the 74th HigMmdert. ooont Oranbome. He eneoeeded ae 
s Jemee Brownlow WiUiam Cecil leoond lUrqtiie of Seliebiiiyia ISSSL 
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Queensbeny'Si at Bichmond. Thus you have all my news, 
such as it is ; and I flatter myself no English at Pisa or 
Florence can boast of better intelligence than you — ^but for 
you, should I care about Madame du Barry or my Lady 
Salisbury, or which of them lies in or lies out ? 

Berkeley Square, Monday, April 18. 

Oh, what a dear letter have I found, and from both at 
once; and with such a delightful bulletin of the nose's 
wound, which I trust is all the remainder of the fall. 
I have but one doubt, and that is from the delay of going 
to Florence, which I hope is to be placed only to the 
article of unbecoming. 

I should not be pleased with the idleness of the pencil, 
were it not owing to the chapter of health, which I prefer to 
eyer3rthing, high as I hold the 'Death of Wolsey/ The 
moment I enter Strawberry, I hasten into the little parlour, 
which I have new hung for his reception with Lady Di's 
gipsies and Mra Damer^s dogs. I defy your favourite Italy 
to produce three such monuments of female genius. Tou 
order me to be particular about my own health : I have 
nothing to say about it, but that it is as good as before my 
last fit. Can I expect or desire more at my age? My 
ambition is to pass a summer, with you two established at 
Cliveden. I shall not reject more if they come ; but one 
must not be presumptuous at seventy-three ; and though 
my eyes, ean^ teeth, and motion have still lasted to make 
life comfortable, I do not know that I should be enchanted 
if surviving any of them ; and, having no desire to become 
a philosopher, I had rather be natundly cheerful than 
affectedly so: for patience I take to be only a resolution 
of holding one's tongue, and not complaining of what one 
feels — for does one feel or think the lees for not owning it ? 

Though London increases every day, and Uiat Mr. 
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Herschel has just discovered a new square or circus some- 
where by the New Boad in the Via Lactea, where the cows 
used to be fed, I believe you will think the town cannot 
hold all its inhabitants ; so prodigiously the population is 
augmented. I have twice been going to stop my coach in 
Piccadilly (and the same has happened to Lady Aylesbury), 
thinking there was a mob ; and it was only nymphs and 
swains sauntering or trudging. T'other mornings Le. at 
two o'clock, I went to see Mrs. Qarrick and Miss H. More 
at the Adelphi, and was stopped five times before I reached 
Northumberland House ; for the tides of coaches, chariota^ 
curricles, phaetons, &c, are endless. Indeed, the town is so 
extended, that the breed of chairs is almost lost; for 
Hercules and Atlas could not carry anybody from one end 
of this enormous capital to the other. How magnified 
would be the error of the young woman at St. Helena, who, 
some years ago, said to a captain of an Indiaman, 'I suppose 
London is very empty, when the India ships come out.' 
Don't make me excuses, then, for short letters ; nor trouble 
yourself a moment to lengthen them. You compare little 
towns to quiet times, which do not feed history ; and most 
justly. If the vagaries of London can be comprised onoe 
a week in three or four pages of small quarto paper, and not 
always that, how should little Pisa, except when a certain 
nose is at stake, fiimish an equal export? When Pisa was 
at war with the rival republic of Milan, Machiavel was put 
to it to describe a battle, the slaughter in which amounted 
to one man slain ; and he was trampled to death, by being 
thrown down and battered in his husk of complete armour ; 
as I remember reading above fifty years ago at Florence. 

BleTen at night. 

Oh, mercy t I am just come from Mrs. Buller^s, having 
left a very pleasant set at Lady Herries's — ^and for such 
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a collection ! >E]ght or ten women and girls, not one of 
whom I knew by sight ; a German count, as stiff and 
upright as the inf ezible Dowager of Beaufort ; a fat Dean 
and his wife, he speaking Oomish, and of having dined 
to-day at Lambeth ; four young officers^ friends of the boy 
Buller, who played with one of them at trio*-trac, while the 
others made with the Hisses a still more noisy commerce ; 
and not a creature but Mrs. Gholmondely, who went away 
immediately, and her son, who was speechless with the 
headache, that I was the least acquainted with : and, to 
add to my sufferings, the Count would talk to me of Us 
beaux arts^ of which he knows no more than an oyster. At 
last came in Mrs. Blair, whom I know as little ; but she 
asked so kindly after you two, and was so anxious about 
your fall and your return, that I grew quite fond of her, and 
beg you would love her for my sake, as I do for yours. 
Good night I 

I have this moment received a card from the Duchess 
Dowager of Ancaster, to sunmion me for to-morrow at three 
o'clock— I suppose to sign Lord Gholmondeley's marriage 
articles with her daughter. The wedding is to be this day 
sevennight Save me^ my old stars, from wedding-dinners ! 
But I trust they are not of this age. I should sooner 
expect H3qnen to jump out of a curricle, and walk into the 
Duchess's dressing-room in boots and a dirty shirt. 

2798. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Stxmwberry Hill, April 28, 1791. 

To-DAY, when the town is staring at the sudden resigna- 
tion of the Duke of Leeds S asking the reason, and gaping 
to know who will succeed him, I am come hither with an 
indifference that might pass for philosophy; as the true 

"LmwM S79S.— ' Seoretuy of State for For«4 ^ AAoii. 

WALPOLS. XIV I 
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cause is not known, which it seldom is. Don't tell Europe; 
but I really am come to look at the repairs of Cliyedeny and 
how they go on ; not without an eye to the lilacs and the 
apple-blossoms : for even Be^f can find a comer to wriggle 
into, though friendship may fit out the vesseL Mr. Berry 
may, perhaps, wish I had more political curiosity ; but as 
I must return to town on Monday for Lord Cholmondeley's 
wedding, I may hear before the departure of the post if the 
seals are given: for the Duke's reasons, should they be 
assigned, shall one be certain ? His intention was not even 
whispered till Wednesday evening. The news from Indi% 
so long expected, are not ooideur de roae, but de 9angz a 
detachment has been defeated by Tippoo Saib, and Lord 
Comwallis is gone to take the command of the army him- 
self. Will the east be more propitious to him than the 
west? 

The abolition of the slave trade has been rejected by the 
House of Commons, though Mr. Pitt and Mr. Fox united 
earnestly to carry it : but commerce chinked its purse, and 
that sound is generally prevalent with the majority ; and 
humanity's tears^ and eloquence's figures and arguments, 
had no more efiect than on those patrons of liberty, the 
National Assembly in France; who^ while they proclaim 
the rights of men, did not choose to admit the sable moiety 
of mankind to a participation of those benefits. 

Captain Bowen has published a little pamphlet of affidavits, 
which prove that Ounnllda attempted to bribe her father's 
groom to perjure himself; but he begged to be excused. 
Nothing more appears against the mother, but that Miss 
pretended her mamma had an aversion to Lord Lorn (an 
aversion to a Marquis!), and that she did not dare to ae- 
quaint so tender a parent with her lasting passion for him. 
Still I am persuaded that both the mother and the aunt 
were in the plot, whatever it was. 
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I saw Lady Cecilia last night> and made all your speechesi 
and received their value in return for you. 

Good Hannah More is killing herself by a new fit of 
benevolence, about a young girl with a great fortune, who 
has been taken from school at Bristol to Gretna Green, and 
cannot be discovered; nor the apothecary who stole her. 
Mrs. Garrick, who suspects, as I do, that Miss Europa is 
not very angry with Mr. Jupiter, had very warm words, 
a few nights ago, at the Bishop of London's, with Lady 
Beaumont ; but I diverted the quarrel by starting the stale 
story of the Gunning. Tou know Lady B.'s eagerness ; she 
is ready to hang the apothecary with her own hands ; and 
he certainly is criminal enough. Poor Hannah lives with 
attorneys and Sir Sampson Wright ; and I have seen her 
but once since she came to town. Her ungrateful prot6g6ef 
the milkwoman, has published her tragedy, and dedicated 
it to a patron as worthy as herself, the Earl-bishop of Derry. 

Monday, in the Square. 

I have found a letter from you as I expected, but there 
were three pages before I found a word of your nose. You 
give a good account of it — yet^ as you have again deferred 
your journey to Florence, though but for a day or two, I do 
not quite trust to your deposition. Produce your nose to 
kings and emperors or I shall not be satisfied. I know 
you are not eager for puppei«hows ; yet your being at a 
f^te would convince me more than the attestation of 
a surgeon. 

You kindly desire me not to go to Strawberry for fear of 
relapse — but this is the case of so distant a correspondence ! 
I have been there four or five times without the smallest 
inconvenience: besides, it has been summer all winter. 
You desire me too to continue to write punctually. I do 
not seem to be in danger of relaxing — at least, not before 

xe2 
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I am aettled in the country ; and then indeed I may want 

matter — but the town goes so late out of itseli^ that I dare 

to say it will furnish me with something or other for these 

two months ; and then in two months more I trust you 

will be on the road — ^and then — ^why then, in two months 

more I hope I shall have no occasion to write to you ! Six 

months of your absence are nearly gone, and I am trying as 

much as I can to anticipate the other mx I 

▲e night. 

Well I our wedding is over very properly, though with 
little ceremony; for the men were in frocks and white 
waistcoats ; most of the women in white^ and no diamonds 
but on the Duke's ' wife ; and nothing of ancient fashion 
but two bride-maids. The endowing purse', I belieTe^ has 
been left off, oyer since broad pieces^ were called in and 
melted down. We were but eighteen persons in all, chi^y 
near relations of each side ; and of each side a friend or two: 
of the first sort^ the Greatheds. Sir Peter Burrell gave away 
the bride. The poor Duchess-mother wept excessiyely : she 
is now left quite alone ; her two daughters married, and her 
other children dead — she herself I fear, in a very dangerous 
way. She goes directly to Spa, where the new-married are 
to meet her. We all separated in an hour and a hal£ The 
Elliot girl * was there, and is pretty : she rolls in the numer- 
ous list of my nephews and nieces. Mrs. Horace Chorchill 
has just given me another of the former, and MrSw Q«o. 
Sholmondely is bringing another of one sort or other, and 



* The Dnke of AnoMter. 

' A parte, oontaining a tam of 
money, was formerly hang apon the 
bride's wrist by the bridesToom as he 
•aid the words ' with aU mj worldly 
goods I thee endow.' 

* The hammered gold ooins in ose 
before the goinea was issned (IOCS). 
Their Talae was aboat twenly-foor 
shillings. Broad pieoea ware called 



in in 1788. 

* Georgiana Frederioa Angoata 
Beymoor, natural daaghteg of liord 
Oholmondeley by Madame da St. 
Alban(KTa.EUiot). Shewas broosHt 
np in his fkmily, and married in 
1806 Lord William Oharies Angoatns 
Bentinok, third son of third Dolw <rf 
Portland. 
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could not be at the wedding to-night, no more than his 
&ther and mother, who, to my surprise^ were not invited. 

I am now told that our Indian akirmiah was a victory, 
and that Tippoo Saib, and all his cavalry and elephants, ran 
away ; but sure I am, that the first impression made on [me] 
by those who spread the news, was not triumphant ; nor 
can I enjoy success, if it was success, in that country, which 
we have so abominably usurped and plundered. 

You must wait for a new Secretary of State till next post. 
The Duke of Leeds is said to have resigned £rom bad health. 
The Dues de Bichelieu' and De Pienne, and Madame de 
St Priest, are arrived here. Mr. Fawkener does not go to 
Berlin till Wednesday: still the stocks do not believe in 
the war. 

I have exhausted my gazette ; and this being both Easter 
and Newmarket week, I may possibly have nothing to tell 
you by to-morrow sennight's post, and may wait till Friday 
sennight : of which I give you notice, lest you should think 
I have had a fall, and hurt my nose ; which I know gives 
one's Mends a dreadful alarm. Good night I 

P.S. I never saw such a blotted letter : I don't know how 
you will read it. I am so earnest when writing to you two, 
that I omit half the words, and write too small ; but I will 
try to mend. 

2794. To THB COUI^TESS OF XJPFEB OsSOBY. 

Berkeley Square, Monday noon, April 25, 1791. 

Ton flew away, Madam, without clapping your wings or 
giving the least notice ; and by your ordering me to send 
you news, it looks as if you were taking roost — I hope, not 
yet I did perch on my opening lilacs on Saturday, but 

* Ferdinand Bmmannel da Plowii <170e-188S9, Duo de BioheUen. 
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was obliged to return just now for my nephew Lord 
Clholmondeley's match fc^ the Aarming aver the m^f which, 
I hear, is to be very fine in clothes and lace» Lady Dacie 
haying reyiyed that old-fashioned, and, I think, absnrd, 
finery. It is to be this eyening. 

Easter and my absence makes me totally ignorant of 
news, but what I left last week, now a little stale; and 
I haye seen nobody yet to refresh that little or much (for 
I know not which either of the articles imports, I mean the 
Indian news and the resignation of the Duke of Leeds), 
The first was dispersed as a defeat ; but on Friday eyening, 
like many defeats, was construed into a yictory. Why the 
Duke retired, and whether he too is not to rally and haye 
some other post, and who is to cross oyer and figure in with 
him, I cannot tell ; two or three haye been named — ^bnt it 
is as well not to know, as to send yon fdsehoods. 

Last night I was at Richmond with the Birons and 
Bou£9ers. The young Due de Richelieu, of a yery different 
character from his grandfather and fiither, and consequently 
yery amiable^ is arriyed, and the Due de Fienne, and Madame 
de St. Priest and her husband* following. The horrors at 
Paris increase, and Mirabeau's death will probably let them 
widely loose ; for his abilities being almost as great as his 
yillainies, there seems to be nobody left with parts enoagh 
to control the rest. Anarchy must stride on, and people 
will find out that a dissolution of all goyemment is not the 
best way of reforming eyen the worst Crimes made some 
kind of goyemment originally necessary ; but, till now, 
nobody eyer thought that giying the utmost latitude to all 
crimes was the surest mode of keeping mankind in order 
and happy ; and yet, with that uniyersal indulgence of the 

Lnm 8794. — ^ Fnui9oi8 Em- of Kinittar of tlie Interior In Dec 

manuel Otdgnaid (1785-1821), Gomte 1790. 
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rights of meni the French priaons are twenty times fuller 
than ever they were — ezoept of assassins and plunderers ! 
It is my opinion that some of the National Assembly will, 
ere long, dislike being exposed to armies of banditti, and 
not find their own eighteen livres a day perfectly secure ; 
yet I shall not wonder if Mirabeau's rapid wealth should 
encourage other beggarly innovatora Adieu I Madam, but 
I hope not for long, and that you will return* 

2795. To THB COUNTBSS OF TJPPBB OSSOBY. 

Berkeley Square, April 80, 1791. 

I THANK your Ladyship for your felicitation on my 
nephew's marriage. It is certainly a proper one, and 
suitable enough in age, rank, fortune, and good nature; 
but it was far from a fine or ceremonious wedding. We 
were but eighteen persons present ; nobody but the reigning 
Duchess of Ancaster had a diamond ; and, except myself 
(who had an inkling of silver in my waistcoat, though since 
my abandoning courts and public places I haye left off gold 
and silver), the men were so undressed, that had they been 
dirty too, they might have gone afterwards to the largest 
assembly in town : not so my Lord Cardigan's wedding, for 
which the King and Queen made new clothes— an honour 
unprecedented, at least for two centuries. King James I, 
perhaps, was very fine at the marriage of some of his 
buffoons. 

The uproar is begun at Paris, and everybody that can is 
leaving it. Three or four of their late Dukes are arrived, 
and La Fayette is expected \ The Duke of Orleans gains 
ground, for he has some money left ; but having neither 
character nor courage, it shovrs how little exists of either. 
Hobs can destroy a government for a time, but it requires 

LansB 8706.—^ He did not laaTe Enaeei 
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the greateet talents and the greatest firmness— ay, and time 
too, to recompose and establish one. The French might 
have had a good govemmenty if the National Assembly had 
had sense, experience, moderationi and integrity; bat 
wanting all, they have given a lasting wound to liberty. 
They have acted, as that nation has always done, from the 
fashion of the hour, and with their innate qualities, cruelty 
and insolence : and when this hurricane is blown over, the 
anarchy of France will always be quoted as worse than 
despotism ; and it should be remembered that an attempt 
to suppress general prejudices by violence and a total change 
does but inflame and root those prejudices more deeply in 
the sufferers. What hundred thousands of lives did ike 
BtformaUon cost? And was it general at last? What 
feeling man would have been Luther if he could have fore- 
seen the blood he should occasion to be spilt ? For Calvin, 
he was a monster. His opposing the Papacy, and burning 
Servetus, proved him as bad, if not worse, than any of the 
popes. How different are English and French I How 
temperate are the Americans I How unlike the villain 
Hirabeau to Washington I How odious is a reformer who 
acts from ambition or interest I — and what are moments of 
gratified ambition or interest to endless obloquy I 

Our constitution proves that no good government can be 
formed at once, or at once reformed; and reason, without 
experience, would tell one the same, for nature does not 
produce at the same period a number of great men enough 
to comprehend all the abuses that ought to be corrected in 
any system, and at the same time to foresee the greater 
evils that would arise from various alterations; for good 
and evil are so intermixed in human affairs in a seriee of 
ages, that it would require the omnipotent hand of the 
Creator to separate the bran from the chaff; and since He 
has permitted the intermixture^ and not revealed His secret^ 
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it becomes u% though bound to aim at the amendment of 
abuses, to proceed with diffidence and a timid hand. A 
presumptuous Alexander may cut a Gordian knot with his 
Bword ; and I wish it had never been worse occupied — but 
perhaps the poor knot hurt nothing but his pride ; and to 
be sure his time would haye been better employed in con- 
tinuing to try to unravel it than in drawing his sword on 
any other occasion. 

The Duke of Bedford does me a great deal too much 
honour, Madam ; but I must believe that I am chiefly 
indebted to your Ladyship's partiality, who have mentioned 
me too favourably in his hearing. If one is spoken of by 
friends, it is certainly with omission of one's faults, weak- 
nesses, and deficiencies; and then how is the person to 
whom one has been commended, disappointed ! One does 
not answer to the idea conceived, and all the defects 
surprise : but seriously. Madam, how could I, approaching 
seventy-four, lame, dining alone at a strange hour, with 
a decaying memory, or remembering nothing but old tales, 
unacquainted with the present world, and conversing only 
or but seldom with any but the few old acquaintance I have 
left, be fit company for the Duke of Bedford ? I know 
myself too well to dog his Grace's good nature and good 
breeding ; and as I have never done anything that can make 
it worth curiosity's while to see me once even in my 
decrepitude, I am content to live in the Duke's good opinion 
only by the favourable opinion your Ladyship has given i 
him of me. The poor cross at Ampthill is very like me : 
it was small at first, a breath of wind has blown most of it 
away, only enough remains to preserve my name a little 
longer, and then the grass will cover us both. 
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2796. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Berkeley Square, May 4, 1791. 

Though I hare changed my post-days to FridaySy as better 
market days for news, the first-fruits do not answer — indeed, 
on Tuesday I should not have had a paragraph to send you; 
and now my artioles will rather be talkables than events, 
for I know not one that has happened, except the change 
of weather, January haying succeeded to April — but what 
signifies how the weather was, when you hear it three weeks 
afterwards? 

Nothing more is known of the Bussian war, or the new 
Secretary of State, nor why the last resigned. The Duke 
of York is gone to Berlin, and the press continues alert. 
That looks all martial — but the stocks are philosophic and 
keep their temper. The Prince of Wales is much [out] of 
order, spits blood, and fainted away after his leyee on 
Monday. 

General Conway has had a great escape; he was reyiewing 
his Blues on Friday, preyious to their being reyiewed 
yesterday by the King. The ground was so slippery, for 
we haye had much rain, that his horse fell down and rolled 
oyer him, and he only had his arm and 1^ much bruiaed ; 
yet so much bruised, that yesterday he was forced to write 
to the King to excuse his appearance, and last night he yyas 
lamer than I am. 

Mrs. Damer has written that we may expect her by the 
loth. I shall allow two or three days for disappoint- 
menta 

Here is arriyed the pinchbeck Queen Dowager of England, 
aiias the Countess of Albany. I haye not much royal 
curiosity left — ^yet I haye to see her, and it will be satisfied 

Lnm 9796.— Not in a 
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— for as she is gieat-niece^ to Lady Aflesbury, and cousin 
of the Duchess of Bichmond, they must visit her, and they 
will make some assembly or priyate party for her. At 
present they say she is going to see Mrs. Swinbum in 
Yorkshire, who it seems is the friend of all sorts of queens. 

We have reeeiyed besides a packet of French Dukes, the 
late Gentilshommes de la Chambre, Eichelieu, Yillequier, and 
Duras * ; the last narrowly escaped with his life at the late 
yiolence about the King's journey to St. Cloud ; the first is 
returned to Paris at the Sling's own request. The National 
Assembly have added new persecution to the fugitives — or 
to their embassadors, forbidding these to receive those — but 
are the former obliged to remain embassadors? 

You will have heard that La Fayette has resumed his 
command ; which I think an ambitious weakness, and 
a second tome to Necker's return. A general who has 
lost command and authority over his troops will not 
recover it for long by imposing an oath on them. The 
Parisian mob are mounted to the highest note of the gamut 
of riot, and whoever plays to them in that key will make 
them caper away from their commander, or lead them 
against him. 

I am sorry to say that we have discordant people amongst 
us, who are trying to strike up the same tune here. One 

^ The foUowins table shows fhe oonneoiion between the GonnteaB of 
Albany and the Gonnteas of Ailesbory, and the DncheM of Blohmond : — 
Lady Elisabeth Seymour = Thomas Bmoe, = Gomtesse d'Bsnenz. 
I iebondBarlof Ailesbmy. 



Oharles Bmoe, third Earl of Ailesbuy, Lady Charlotte Brace, 

m« (third wife) Caroline CampbeU. m. Prinoe de Homes. 

I L 

Lady Maxy Bmoe, Elisabeth Fhilippina, 

m. third Duke of Biohmond. m. GustaTos, Prinoe of Stolbeis-Ooedem. 

Louisa, Countess of Albcmy, 
m. Prinoe Charles Edward Stuart 
' Emmannel CAeste Angostin, Duo de Pozas. He died in England in 
exile in 1800. 
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1 Paine, an American, has published the most seditious 

\ pamphlet ever seen but in open rebellion: thousands of 

^. copies of it have been diBpersed ; and the Beyolution Clubs 

^ threaten farther hostilities. We have gained the happiest 

constitution upon earth by many storms ; I trust we shall 

not lose it by one I nor change it for anarchy, which always 

ends in despotism, which I am persuaded will be the eon- 

sequence of the intemperate proceedings in France, and in 

the end will be fatal to liberty in general ; as mankind will 

aread buying even reformation too dear. 

Apropos (an odd apropos, but you will see its descent), 
the Countess Stanhope t'other night inquired in the kindest 
and most interested manner after you both ; so did Hannah 
More last night at White Pussy's. 

Friday noon, 6th. 

Imust finish myletter, though my cargo is so small; regular 
stage-coaches, you know, set out^ whether full or not. I have 
not sent you so short a gazette yet. 

I hope to-morrow or Monday to hear that your nose has 
exhibited itself qpenJ^ at Florence ; and as certain cheeks 
haye got natural roses, will not the pencil resume its 
practice? The Prince of Wales is better, and in a way to 
recover by an eruption. Adieu, all three I 

2797. To Miss Maey Berry. 

Berkeley Square, May 12, 1791. 

A LBTTSB from Florence (that of April 20th) does satisfy 
me about your dear nose^ till I can see it with my own eyes; 
but I will own to you now that my alarm at first went 
much farther. I dreaded lest so yiolent a fall upon rubbish 
might not have hurt your head; though all your letters 
since have proved how totally that escaped any damageb 
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Tet your great kindness in writing to me yourself so 
immediately did not tranquillixe me, and only proved your 
good nature ; then I had no high opinion of Italian surgeons 
—but I will not detail my departed fears, nor need I prove 
my attachment to you two. If you were really my wives, 
I could not be more generally applied to for accounts of 
you ; of which I am proud. I should be ashamed if, at my 
age, it were a ridiculous attachment ; but don't be sorry for / I 
having been circumstantiaL My fears did not spring tl^nce, 
nor did I suspect your not having told the whole— no I but 
I apprehended the accident might be worse than you knew 
yourself. 

Poor Hugh Conway, though his life has long been safe, 
still suffers at times from his dreadful blow^ and has not 
yet been able to come to town : nor would Lord Chatham's 
humanity put his ship into commission ; which made him 
so unhappy, that poor Horatia, doting on him as she does, 
wrote to beg he might be employed ; preferring her own 
misery in parting with him to what she saw him suffer. 
Amiable conduct I but, happily, her suit did not prevaiL 

I am not at all surprised at the private interviews between 
L. ' and C. I am penniaded that the first must and will take 
more part than he has yet seemed to do, and so will others 
too ; but as speculations are but guesses, I will say no more 
on the subject now ; nor on your English and Irish travel* 
lers, none of whom I know. I have one general wish, that 
you may be amused while you stay by the natives of any 
nation ; and I thank you a thousand times for confirming 
your intention of returning by the beginning of November ; 
which I should not desire cocH^y but firom the earnest wish 
of putting you in possession of Cliveden while I live : which 

LxTTXB S797.— 1 He was aooident- Oamada in 1790. 
aUy Btnxok on the head by the lead, * The Emperor Leopold, then in 

when at lea in pommand of the Sloienoe. 
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everybody would approve^ at leasts not wonder at (Mr. 
Batt^ to whom I have communicated my intentiony doee 
extremely) ; and the reet would follow of courae, as I had 
done the same for Mr& Olive. 

I smiled at your making excuses for your double letter. 
Do you think I would not give twelve pence to hear more 
of you and your proceedings, than a single sheet would 
contain? 

The Prince is recovered : that is all the domestic news, 
except a most memorable debate last Friday in the House 
of Commons. Mr. Fox had most imprudently thrown out 
a panegyric on the French Bevolution. His most consider- 
able friends were much hurt^ and protested to him against 
such sentiments. Burke went much farther, and vowed to 
attack those opinions. Qreat pains were taken to prevent 
such altercation, and the Prince of Wales is said to have 
written a dissuasive letter to Burke ; but he was immov- 
. able ; and on Friday, on the Quebec Bill*, he broke out, 
and sounded a trumpet against the plot, which he denounced 
as carrying on here. Prodigious clamour and interruption 
arose from Mr. Fox's friends ; but he, though still applauding 
the French, burst into tears and lamentations on the loss 
of Burke's friendship, and endeavoured to make atonement ; 
but in vain, though Burke wept too. In short, it was the 
most affecting scene possible ; and undoubtedly an unique 
one, for both the commanders were in earnest and sinoare. 
Yesterday, a second act was expected ; but mutual friends 
prevailed, that the contest should not be renewed: nay, 
on the same bill, Mr. Fox made a profession of his faith, 
and declared he would venture his life in support of the 
preaent constitution by King, Lords, and Commons. In 
short, I never knew a tviser dissertation, if the newspapers 
deliver it justly ; and I think all the writers in England 

' BeUitiTg to a new oonititation for Oanftdfc 
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cannot give more profound sense to Mr. Fox than he 
possesses. I know no more particulars, having seen nobody 
this morning yet. 

I wiU deliver your message to Mr. P. Do you know he 
is not a little infected with (I mean no harm) the French 
diA-order ? Mrs. Buller says : ^ did you ever know P. start any- 
thing of his own?' I will not tell her or him what you 
say of his letter. But what shall I tell you else? We 
have expected Mrs. D. from last night; and perhaps she 
may arrive before this sets out to-morrow. 

Tou know my infinity of nephews and nieces — I am 
always at a wedding or christening. Two nights ago I was 
godfather with Lord Chatham and Princess Sophia of 
Gloucester (represented by Miss Dee) to Horace Churchill's 
newborn son : it is christened Chaiham Horace but is to be 
called by the latter — it could not, while young, be called 
Chatj Chat I Though all archdukes wear the Virgin's name 
first (with fifty others) nobody says, 'Come hither, Moll' — 
at least no mortal ever did, but the late Landgrave of Hesse, 
who had learned that vulgarism and used it about his wife. 
Princess Mary ; when he spoke of her to her sisters Amalie 
and Caroline, who did not guess whom he meant 

Friday morning, May 18th. 

Last night we were at Lady Fred. Campbell's — the usual 
cribbage party, Conways, Mount-Edgcumbes, Johnstones. 
At past ten Mrs. Damer was announced I Her parents ran 
down into the hall, and I scrambled down some of the 
stair& She looks vastly well, was in great spirits, and not 
at all fatigued; though she came from Dover, had been 
twelve hours at sea from Calais, and had rested but four 
days at Paris from Madrid. We supped, and stayed till 
one o'clock ; and I shall go to her as soon as I am dressed. 
Madrid and the Escurial, she owns, have gained her a 
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proselyte to paintings which her Btatuarism had totaUy 
engrossed — in her, no wonder. Of Titian she had no idea, 
nor have I a just one, though great faith, as at Veniee 
/ ^ \ all his works are now coal-blaok ; but Bubens, she sa3rs» 
amazed her, and that in Spain he has even grace. Her 
father, yesterday morning, from pain remaining still in his 
shoulder from his £Edl, had it examined by Dr. Hunter; 
and a little bone of the collar was found to be broken, and 
he must wear his arm for some days in a sling. 

Hiss Boyle, I heard last night, had consented to marry 
Lord Henry Fitzgerald. I think they have both chosen 
well, but I haye chosen better. Adieu I Care spoae! 

2798. To Miss Maby Bbbby. 

Berkeley Square, Thursday, May 19, 1791. 

Tour letter of the 29th, for which you are so good as 
to make excuses on not sending it to the poet in time, did 
arrive but two days later than usual ; and as it is now 
two months from the 16th of March, and I have had so 
many certificates of the prosperous state of your pretty 
nose, I attributed the delay to the elements, and took no 
panic. But how kindly punctual you are, when you charge 
yourself with an irr^^larity of two days ! and when your 
letters are so charmingly long, and interest me so much 
in all you do! But make no more excusea I reproach 
myself with occasioning so much waste of your time^ that 
you might employ every hour ; for it is impossible to see 
all that the Medicis had collected or encoumged in the 
loveliest little dty, and in such beautiful environs — nor 
had I forgotten the Cascines, the only spot containing 
English verdure. 

Mrs. Damer is as well, if not bettw, than she has been 
a great whUe : her looks surprise everybody; to whieh, as 
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she is tanned, her Spanish complexion ooniributes. She 
and I called, the night before last, on your friend Mrs. 
Gholmeley; and they are to make me a Tisit to-morrow 
morning, by their own appointment. At Dover Mrs. 
Darner heard the Ounnings are there: here they are for- 
gotten. 

You are learning perspectiye, to take views : I am glad. 
Can one have too many resources in oneself? Internal 
armour is more necessary to your sex, than weapons to 
ours. You have neither professions, nor politics, nor ways 
of getting money, like men ; in any of which, whether 
successful or not, they are employed. Scandal and cards 
you will both always hate and despise, as much as you do 
now ; and though I shall not flatter Mary so much as to 
suppose she will ever equal the extraordinary talent of 
Agnes in painting, yet, as Mary, like the scriptural Martha, 
is occupied in many things, she is quite in the right to add 
the pencil to her other amusements. 

I knew the Ducheese de Brissac a little, and but a little, 
in 1766. She was lively and seemed sensible, and had an 
excellent character. Poor M. de Nivemois I to be deprived 
of that only remaining child too 1 — but how many French 
one pities, and how many more one abhors I How dearly 
will even liberty be bought (if it shall prove to be obtained, 
which I neither think it is or will be) by every kind of 
injustice and violation of consciences I How little conscience 
can they have, who leave to others no option but between 
peijury and starving I 

Mrs. Beckford I did not know; Mrs. Hare' I do: she is 
daughter of the late Bishop of St. Asaph, Shipley. She 
is extremely good-natured, has a wild kind of romantic 

IdnTBsa79&— JGtoorgiAnftShipl^, ■old to pay the debts of Mr. Hue- 

m. Fnnois Hare-Kaylor (1768-1816), Kaylor's step-mother. He remained 

oi HnxstmonceaTuc, SnsseiL Great in embarrained oirsnmstanoss tlU 

part of the fluntly property had been his death. 

WALTOLX. XIV y f 
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parts, and I haye seen prettyish versee of hers. She married 
Texy indiscreetly, for though her swain was heir to a large 
estate, it was eneumbered, to which load he added before 
he attained it, nor do I know that it is yet attained. He 
was said to have wit, and from his namesake*, who has so 
very much, was in his county called the Leveret, If these 
are not the folk you wot oi^ no matter — if they are, keep 
my tale to yourselree, for whose use only I utter iL The 
Prince de Ohimay I do not know. 

After answering the articles of yours, I shall add what 
I can of new. After several weeks spent in search of 
precedents for trials ceasing <Nr not on a dissolution of 
Parliament, the peers on Monday sat till three in the 
morning on the report; when the Chancellor and Lord 
Hawkesbury fought for the cessation, but were beaten by 
a large migority; which showed that Mr. Pitt has move 
weight (at present) in that House too, than — ^the diamonds 
of BengaL Lord Hawkesbury protested. The trial re- 
commences on Monday next, and has already cost the 
public fourteen thousand pounds ; the accused, I suppose, 
much more. 

The Countess of Albany is not only in England, in London, 
but at this very moment, I believe, in the palace of 8t» 
James's — ^not restored by as rapid a revolution as the French, 
but, as was observed last night at suppw at Lady Mount- 
Edgcumbe's, by that topey-turvy*hood that ehaneterizes the 
present age. Within these two months the Pope has been 
burnt at Paris; Madame du Barry, mistress of Lonia 
Quince, has dined with the Lord Mayor of London, smd 
the Pretender's widow is presented to the Queen of Gtreat 
Britain I She is to be introduced by her great-grandfistber^s 
niece, the young Countess of Aylesbury*. That curiosity 



> J«nMHftn,^6Mhoolftflow«iid third daaghter of finfc Bui of M^ 
fritnd of Fox and Fiispatriok. and wife of flnt Barl of AilMilniKy (of 

* Lady Anne Bawdon (d. ISIS^ the eeoond oieattonX 
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should bring her hither, I do not quite wonder — ^lesa, that 
she abhorred her husband; but methinks it ia not rerf 
well-bred to hia fimuly, nor yery sensible ; but a new way 
of pasting ddesL Apropos, I hear there is a medal struck 
at Borne of her brothca^in-law, as Heniy IX; which, as 
one of their Papal majesties wa6 so abominably mean as to 
deny the royal title to the brother, though for Bome he 
had lost a crown, I did not know they allow Ms brother 
to assume. I should be much obliged to you if you 
could get me one of those medab in copper; ay, and one 
of his brother, if there was one with the royal title. I 
haTe the father's and mother's, and all the Popes', 
in copper; but mjf Pope, Benedict XIV, is the last, and 
therefore I should be ghid of one of each of his successorSi 
if you can procure and bring them with little trouble. 
I should not be sorry to have one of the present Or. Duke * 
and his father; but they should be in copper, not only for 
my suite, but th^ are sharper than in silyer. 

Thursday night. 

Well I I haye had an exact account of the interyiew of 
the two Queens^ from one who stood close to them. The 
Dowager was announced as Princess of Stolberg. She was 
weU dressed, and not at all embairassed. The King talked 
to her a good deal; but about her passage, the sea, and 
general topics : the Queen in the same way, but less. Then 
she stood between the Dukes of Gloucester and Clarence, 
and had a good deal of conyersation with the former; who^ 
perhaps, may haye met her in Italy. Not a word between 
her and the Princesses: nor did I hear of the Prince ; but 
he was there^ and probably spoke to her. The Queen looked 
at her earnestly. To add to the singularity of the day, 
it is the Queen's Birthday. Another odd accident : at the 

^ FxvxciMf mm of the Bmperar Iieopold, whom he snooeeded in 1708. 
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Opera at the Pantheon, Madame d'Albany was carried into 
the King's box, and sat there. It is not of a piece with 
her going to court, that she seals with the royal ann& 
I have been told to-night that you will not be able to get 
me a medal of the royal Cardinal, as very few were strack, 
and only for presents; so pray giye yourself but little 
trouble about it. 

Boswell has at last published his long-promised L\fe of Br. 
Johnson^ in two Yolumes in quarto. I will giTe you an 
account of it when I have gone through it. I haye already 
perceived, that in writing the history of Hudiibras^ Balpho 
has not forgot himself — nor will others, I believe^ forget Urn \ 

Friday, one o'clock. 

Your two friends have been here, and amongst other 
things I think we mentioned you two. GkK>d morrow I 

2799. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Berkeley Square, Hay 96, 179L 

I AX rich in letters from you: I receiyed that by Lord 
Elgin's^ courier first, as you expected, and its older the 
next day. Tou tell me mine entertain you; imU miem. 
It is my wish, but my wonder ; for I liye so yery litUe 
in the world, that I do not know the present generatioQ 
by sight: for, though I pass by them in the streets, the 
hats with yalenoes, the folds aboye the chin of the ladies, 
and the dirty shirts and shaggy hair of the young men, 
who have Uvetted noMity almost as much as the imoM% 
in France have, haye confounded all indiyiduality. BesideB, 
if I did go to public places and assemblies, which my going 
to roost earlier preyents, the bats and owls do not 



Lnraii 2799.-1 Thomas Bmoe (1766-1841), leyeiiUi Earl of Elgin, 
diplopiatist. 



I79l] To Miss Mary Berry 437 

to fly abroad till fiur in the night, when they begin to see 
and be seen. However, one of the empresses of fashion^ 
the Duchess of Gk>rdon, uses fifl;een or sixteen hours of her 
four-and-twenty. I heard her journal of last Monday. She 
first went to Handel's music in the Abbey; she then 
clambered over the benches, and went to Hastiogs's trial 
in the Hall; after dinner, to the play; then to Lady 
Lucan's assembly; after that to Banelagh, and returned 
to Mrs. Hobart's faro-table ; gave a ball herself in the 
evening of that morning, into which she must have got 
a good way ; and set out for Scotland the next day. Hercules 
could not have achieved a quarter of her labours in the 
same space of tima What will the Oreat Duke think of 
our Amazons, if he has letters opened, as the Emperor was 
wont I One of our Camillas^ but in a freer style, I hear, 
he saw (I fancy, just before your arrival); and he must 
have wondered at the familiarity of the dame, and the 
ninoompoophood of her Prince. Sir W. H. is arrived— his 
Nymph of the Attitudes* was too prudish to visit the 
rambling peeress. 

Mrs. Cholmeley was so very good as to call on me again 
yesterday ; Mr. French was with me, and fell in love with 
her understanding, and probably with her face too — but 
with that he did not trust me. He says we shall have 
Dr. Darwin's stupendous poem in a fortnight, of which you 
saw parts. Qeo. Gholmondeley's wife, after a dreadful 
labour, is delivered of a dead child. 

The rest of my letter must be literary ; for we have no 
news. Boswell's book is gossiping ; but, having numbers 
of proper names, would be more readable^ at least by me^ 
were it reduced from two volumes to one: but there 
are woful lonffueurs, both about his hero and himself, the 

* LadyOrsvmi. 

s Emma Harte, mAnied to Sir William Hamiltan in Sept 1791. 
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^ fidus AchalUs ; about whom one has not the smallest enrio- 
sity. But I wrong the original Achates: one is satisfied 
• with his fidelity in keeping his master's seerets and weak- 
nesses, whieh modem led-oaptains betray for their patron's 
glory and to hurt their own enemies ; which Boswell has 
done shamefully, particularly against Mrs. Piossi, and Mrs. 
Montagu, and Bishop Percy. Dr. Blagden^ says justly, 
that it is a new kind of Ubel, by which you may abuse 

\ anybody, by saying some dead person said so-and-so of 
somebody aliTe. Offcen, indeed, Johnson made the most 
brutal speeches to living persons ; for thou^ he was good- 
natured at bottom, he was yeiy ill-natured at top. He loTsd 
to dispute to show his superiority. If his opponents were 
weak, he told them they were fools; if they Tanquished 
him, he was scurrilous — ^to nobody more than to Boswell 
himaeli^ who was contemptible for flattering him so grossly, 
and for enduring the coarse things he was continually 
Tomiting on Boswell's own country, Scotland. I ezpeeted, 
amongst the excommunicatod, to find myself, but am Tery 
gently treated. I neyer would be in the least acquainted 
with Johnson ; or, as Boswell calls it, had not a just valae 
for him ; which the biographer imputes to my resentment 
for the Doctor's putting bad arguments (purposely, out of 
Jacobitism) into the speeches which he vrrote fifty years 
ago for my father in the QtnOeman^s Moffoeine; which 
I did not road then, or ever knew Johnson wrote till 
Johnson died, nor haye looked at since. Johnson's bUnd 
Toryism and known brutality kept me aloof; nor did 

\ I eyer exchange a syllable with him : nay, I do not think 
I ever was in a room with him sir times in my days. 
The first time I think was at the Boyal Academy. Sir 
Joshua said, ' Let me prosent Dr. Goldsmith to you '; he did. 

« Sir Oharlee Blagden (1718-1890), physiciMi, weU known in Hienuy and 
•oientafio oivolw. 
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'Now I will present Dr. Johnson to you.' 'No/ said I, 'Sir 
Joshua, for Dr. Goldsmith, pass — ^but you shall not present 
Dr. Johnson to me.' Some time after Boswell came to me, 
said Dr. J. was writing the Lives of ihe PoeiSj and wished 
I would give him anecdotes of Hr. Oray. I said, yery 
coldly, I had given what I knew to Hr. Mason. B. hummed 
and hawed, and then dropped, ' I suppose you know Dr. J. 
does not admire Hn Oray.' Putting as much contempt as 
I could into my look and tone, I said, 'Dr. Johnson don't ! 
— humph I' — ^and with that monosylhihle ended our inter- 
view. After the Doctor's death, Burke, Sir Joshua 
Beynoldsj, and Boswell sent an ambling circular-letter to 
me, begging subscriptions for a monument for him — ^the 
two last, I think, impertinently; as they could not but 
know my opinion, and could not suppose I would contribute 
to a monument for one who had endeavoured, poor soul I I 
to degrade my friend's superlative poetry. I would not 
deign to write an answer; but sent down word by my 
footman, as I would have done to pariah ofScers with 
a brief, that I would not subscribe. In the two new 
volumes Johnson says, and very probably did, or is made 
to say, that Oray's poetry is dUU, and that he was a dull 
man ! The same oracle dislikes Prior, Swift, and Fielding. 
If an elephant could write a book, perhaps one that had 
read a great deal would say that an Arabian horse is a very 
clumsy, migraceful animal. Pass to a better chapter ! 

Burke has published another pamphlet ' against the French 
Bevolution, in which he attacks it still more grievously. 
The beginning is very good ; but it is not equal, nor quite 
so injudicious as parts of its predecessor ; is far less brilliant, 
as well as much shorter: but, were it ever so long, his mind 
overflows with such a torrent of images, that he cannot be 
tedious. His invective against Bousseau is admirable, just, ,' 

* L$UtrtoaUmb0riit/ik§NaUomlAm$mbiif. 
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and new. Voltaire he passes almost oontempiaoiiBly. I wish 
he had dissected Hirabeau too ; and I grieye that he has 
omitted the yiolation of the consciences of the dergy, 
nor stigmatized those uniyersal plunderers, the National 
Assembly, who gorge themselves with eighteen livres a 
day ; which to many of them would, three years ago, have 
been astonishing opulence. 

When you return I shall lend you three volumes in 
quarto of another work, with which you will be delighted. 
They are state letters in the reigns of Henry the Ei^^th, 
Mary, Elizabeth, and James ; being the corr»q[K>ndenoe of 
the Talbot and Howard £Euuilies, given by a Duke of Norfolk 
to the Heralds' Office ; where they have lain for a century 
neglected, buried under dust, and unknown, till discovered 
by a Mr. Lodge, a genealogist, who, to gratify his passion, 
procured to be made a Pursuivant. Oh, how curious 
they are I Henry seizes an alderman who refused to con* 
tribute to a benevolence; sends him to the army on the 
Borders ; orders him to be exposed in the front line ; and 
if that does not do, to be treated with the utmost rigour of 
military discipline. His daughter Bess is not less a Tudor. 
The mean, unworthy treatment of the Queen of Scots is 
striking ; and you will find how Elizabeth's jealousy of her 
crown and her avarice were at war, and how the more 
ignoble passion predominated. But the most amusing 
passage is one in a private letter, as it paints the awe of 
children for their parents a htfle differently from modem 
habitudes. Hr. Talbot, second son of the Earl of Shrews* 
bury, was a member of the House of Commons, and was 
married. He writes to the Earl his fiather, and tells him 
that a young woman of a very good character has been 
recommended to him for chambermaid to his wife, and if 
his Lordship does not disapprove of it, he will hire her. 
There are many letters of news^ that are veiy enter* 
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taining too — ^but it is nine o'clock, and I must go to Lady 
Cedlia'a 

Friday. 

The Conways, Mrs. Darner, the Fanens, and Lord Mount- 
Edgcumbe supped at the Johnstone8\ LordMount-Edgcumbe 
said excellently^ that ' Mademoiselle D'£on is her own widow.' 
I wish I had seen you both in your court^p^ at your 
presentation; but Uiat is only one wish amongst a 
thousand. 

East winds and blights have succeeded our April spring, 
as you guessed, but though I have been at Strawberry every 
week, I have caught no cold, I kindly thank you. Adieu ! 

2800. To Miss Maby Bbbby. 

Berkeley Square, Jane 2, 1791. 

To the tune of ' The Cow with the crumpledy Horn,' ftc 

* This is the note that nobody wrote. 

'This is the groom that carried the note that nobody 
wrote. 

' This is Ma'am Gunning, who was so very cunning, to 
examine the groom that carried the note that nobody 
wrote. 

' This is Ma'am Bowen, to whom it was owing, that Miss 
Minify Gunning was so Tery cunning, to examine the groom 
that carried the note that nobody wrote. 

'These are the Marquises shy of the horn, who caused 
the maiden all for-Lom, to become on a sudden so tattered 
and torn, that Miss Minify Gunning was so very cunning, 
to examine the groom, &c. 

' These are the two Dukes, whose sharp rebukes made the 
two Marquises shy of the horn, and caused the maiden all 
for-Lom, &c. 
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^Thifl 18 the General aomewluit too bold, whose heed wwb 
so hot, though his heart was so cold ; who prochimed him* 
self single before it was meet^ and his wife and his daughter 
turned into the street, to please the two Dukes, whose shatp 
tebukes,* &c, &e., &e. 

This is not at all new; I have heard it onoe or twiee 
imperfeetly, but could not get a copy till now ; and I think 
it will divert you for a moment, though the heroines are as 
much forgotten as Boadicea; nor havelheard of them since 
their arrival at Dover. 

Well I I have seen Madame d'Albany, who has not a ray 
of royalty about her. She has good eyes and teeth ; but I 
think can have had no more beauty than remains, except 
youth. She is civil and easy, but Gkrman and ordinaiy. 
Lady Aylesbury made a small assemblage for her on 
Monday, and my curiosity is satisfied. Mr. Conway and 
Lady A., Lord and Lady Frederick Campbell, and Mrs. £. 
Hervey and Mrs. Hervey, breakfasted with me that morning 
at Strawberry, at the desire of the latter, who had never 
been there ; and whose commendations were so promiscuous, 
that I saw she did not at all understand the style of the 
place. The day was north-easterly and cold, and wanting 
rain ; and I was not sorry to return to town. I hope in 
five months to like stajdng there much better. 

I have had no letter from you since Monday sennight, 
but as I had three almost at once, and as Mrs, Darner 
received one two days ago, I am in no fright about you ; 
and indeed I do not like your sitting and writing so much, 
which is bad for you. All the difference now is, that I have 
nothing to answer ; and having nothing to tell, this will be 
very brie£ 

Mrs. Damer, who returned in such Spanish health, has 
already caught an English north-eastern cold ; with pains in 
all her limbs, and a little fever, and yesterday was not above 
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two hours out of bed* Her &iher eame to me from her 
before dimier, and left her better; and I shall go to her 
presently ; and, this not departing till to-morrow, I hope to 
give you a still more &Yourable aocouni These two days 
may boldly assume the name of June, without the courtesy 
of England. Such weather makes me wish myself at Straw- 
berry, whither I shall betake myself on Saturday, for three 
days ; but shall not be able to settle jret 

Next week I must go to Doctors* Commons — don't be 
alarmed — I haye not heard a syllable against either of you ; 
but a poor old gentlewoman in the country has made me 
her executor and trustee for her two daughters — ^and they 
need not alarm you neither — though somehow or other 
there was a connection between the families, which it is 
not proper to explain by the post, and I must repair into 
the City to proTe the wilL Some trouble I shall have, 
for there are disagreeable circumstances attending both 
daughter^ who are not of the compos-ite order. Weill 
one must do the best one can, and make the best of every- \ "f 
thing. It 18 a chequered world, and surely I have no reason 
to complain of my lot in it I — a truly hard fitte is that of two 
of the most amiable young women in the world, punished 
without a fault, and before they were capable of having a 
fault, not for the fault, but for the virtues of their father* I 
But justice is not only blind, as she ought to be^ when 
sitting on the bench in her scarlet robe and furs, but when 
she is at home enJamUle. 

FHday noon, Srd. 
I sat with Mrs. D. an hour last night, and found her much 
mended. She was quite alive^ and her hand not near so hot 

IdRm280a — 1 BobertBflR7lo«t d««(]i of liii wife (the moiher of 

thefavoorof hisnnole^lfr.FergiiBon, Maxy and Agnes Beny). ICr, Fer- 

by a reftiaal to oomplj irikli Mr. guaon traaafamd his fiiToiir, and 

FergiiBon'B wiih that he ahoold flnallj his fortune, to Mr. Berry's 

marry again Tory shoctly afler the yoanger teotbor. 
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as the preceding evemiig. To-day the message is, 'much 
better/ and if she proved so, she told me she would ask your 
friend Mrs. Cholmeley to meet me there this evening. My 
lawyer is just come about my executorship, and I must finish 
abruptly — ^Adieu I 

P.8. Hastings made his defence yesterday, but the trial 
is put off till next session, as the Parliament is to be pro- 
rogued next week. Nothing decided about the Bussian war, 
nor a Secretary of State yet, but Dundas^ it is said, is to be 
the man. 

2801. To Miss Maby Bebby. 

Berkeley Sqnaxe, Jane 8» 1791. 

YouB Na 84, that was interrupted, and of which the last 
date was of May 24th, I reoeived on the 6th, and if I could 
find a fault, it would be in the length ; for I do not approve 
of your writing so much in such hot weather, for, be it 
known to you ladies, that from the first of the month, June 
is not more June at Florence. My hay is crumbling away ; 
and I have ordered it to be cut, as a sure way of bringing 
rain. 

I have a selfish reason, too, for remonstrating against long 
letters. I feel the season advancing when mine will be 
piteous short ; for what can I tell you from Twickenham in 
the next three or four months? Scandal firomBichmond 
and Hampton Courfc, or robberies at my own door? The 
latter, indeed, are blown already. I went to Strawberry 
on Saturday, to avoid the Birthday crowd and squibs and 
crackers. At six I drove to Lord Stra£ford'Sy where his 
goods are to be sold by auction; his sister. Lady Anne^ 
intending to pull down the house and rebuild it. I returned 
a quarter before seven; and in the interim between my 

IdRm 9801.— J Lady Anne OondUy. 
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Gothic gate and Ashe's nursery, a gentleman and gentle^ 
woman, in a one-horse chair and in the broad face of the 
sun, had been robbed by a single highwayman, sans mask, 
Ashe's mother and sister stood and saw it ; but having no 
notion of a robbery at such an hour in the high-road, and 
before their men had left work, concluded it was an acquaint- 
ance of the robber's. I suppose Lady Cecilia will not descend 
from her bedchamber to the drawing-room without a Life- 
guard man. She quits her house at Hampton this autumn, 
her term ending then, and the proprietor asking seyen 
thousand pounds for it, though yalued by Christie but at 
fifteen hundred pounds. 

The Duke of Bedford eclipsed the whole Birthday by his 
clothes, equipage, and servants : six of the latter walked on 
the sides of the coach to keep off the crowd — or to tempt it ; 
for their liyeries were worth an argosie. The Prince was 
gorgeous too : the latter is to giye Madame d'Albany a dinner. 
She has been introduced to Mrs. Fitzherberi Tou know I 
used to call Mrs. Cosway's concerts Charon's boat: now, 
methinks, London is so. I am glad Mrs. C is with you ; 
she is pleasing — but surely it is odd to drop a child and her 
husband and country all in a breath I 

I am glad you haye had the comfort of Miss Craufurd, 
and are di^firanMsed of the exiles. We haye seyeral, I 
am told, here; but I strictly confine myself to those 
I knew formerly at Paris, and who all are quartered 
on Richmond Qreen. I went to them on Sunday eyening, 
but found them gone to Lord Fitzwilliam's, the next 
house to Madame de Boufflers's, to hear his organ ; whither 
I followed them, and returned with them. The Comteese 
£milie played on her harp; then we all united at loto. 
I went home at twelve, unrobbed ; and Lord Fitzwilliam, 

> Mn.Ooiwfty; die appean ftt one have traveUed in Italy with a linger 
time to haye lA her hnebend end to named MareheeL 
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who asked maoh after you both, was to set out the next 
moming for Ihibliii, though intending to stay there but 
four days, and be baek in three weeks. 

I am sorry you did not hear all Honsiettr de Lally ToUen- 
dal^s* tragedy, of which I have had a good account I like 
his tribute to his &ther^s memory. Of French politics you 
must be tured ; and so am L Nothing appears to me to 
promise their chaos duration ; consequently I expect more 
chaos, the sediment of which is commonly despotism. 
Poland ought to make the French blush ; but that they are 
not apt to do on any occasion. Let us return to Strawbefxy. 
The house of Sebright breakfasted there with me on Monday; 
the daughter had giyen me a drawing, and I owed her a 
ciyiliiy. After dinner I returned to town, and went to 
Hrs. Damer, whom I found quite recovered and intending 
to go out the next day, as I conclude she did. She pro* 
posed to ask the Pepys's, Mrs. Cholmely, and Mrs. Buller to 
meet me on Friday evenings to which I willingly consented. 
More willingly than I should hsTS ^plauded your dancing 
reds in sultry weather, though I have as much &ith in your 
both dancing well, as in everything you both undertake. 
Thank you for reminding me of fidls ; in one sense I am 
more liable to them than when you left me, for I am sensibly 
much weaker since my last fit ; but that weakness makes 
me move much slower, and depend more on assistance. In 
a word, there is no care I do not take of m3r8elf : my heart is 
set on installing you at Cliveden ; and it will not be my fault 
if I do not preserve myself till then. If another summer is 
added, it will be happiness indeed ; but I am not presump- 
tuous, and count the days only till November. I am glad 
you, on your part% repose till your journey commences, and 
go not into sultry crowded lodgings at the Ascension. I was 

s Tropliiiiis GMnttd (1751-1800). the edblmited Bmop d» L«Uj. Bim 
Xaxqnii cU LftUy ToUMBdal, mm ot tngedy mm oktitlAd Btrajfioird, 
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atVenioe in summer, and fhought airing on stinking ditches 
pestilential, after ei^oying the delicious nights on the Ponte 
di Trinita at Florence^ in a linen night-gown and a straw hat, 
with improvisaiorif and music, and the coffee-houses open 
with ices — ^at least, such were the customs fifty years ago ! 

The Duke of St. Albans has cut down all the braye old 
trees at Hanworth, and consequently reduced his park to 
what it issued from — Hounslow Heath : nay, he has hired 
a meadow next to mine, for the benefit of embadsation ; and 
there lie all the good old corpses of oaks, ashes, and chestnuts 
directly before ^four windows, and blocking up one of my 
views of the riyer I but so impetuous is the lage for buildings 
that his Grace's timber will, I trusty not annoy us long. 
There will soon be one street from London to Brentford ; 
ay, and from London to eyery village ten miles round I 
Lord Camden has just let ground at Kentish Town for 
building fourteen hundred houses — nor do I wonder ; London 
is, I am certain, much fuller than ever I saw it. I have 
twice this spring been going to stop my coach in Piccadilly, 
to inquire what was the matter, thinking there was a mob- 
not at all ; it was only passengers. Nor is there any com* 
plaint of depopulation from the country : Bath shoots out 
into new crescents, circuses, squares every year: Birming* 
ham, Manchester, Hull, and Liverpool would serve any king 
in Europe for a capital, and would make the Empress of 
Russia's mouth water. Of the war with Catherine Slay-Czar 
I hear not a breath, and thence conjecture it is dozing into 
peace. 

Mr. Dundas has kissed hands for Secretary of State; 
and Bishop Barrington, of Salisbury, is transferred to 
Durham, which he affected not to desire, having large 
estates by his wife ^ in the south — but from the triple mitre 

* Anne, only daughtcor of Sir Jolm in Vnitdiire, u&d Moond wife of the 
Qniio, fisiurth Baronet, of IfongeweU Biihop. 
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downwaidsy it is almort alwaji tra€^ niisl I aaid some 
yetn ago, that nolo ^ I scopaH is Latin tor I Ik. ^ Tell it 
not in Gath that I say so ; for I am to dine to-morrow at 
the Bishop of London's at Folham,' with Hannah Botimer^ 
my tmpftM^ This morning I went with Lysons the 
Beyerend to see Dolwich College^ founded in 1619 by 
Alleyn, a phiyer, which I had never seen in my many 
days. We were reoeiTed by a smart dirine^ Mi hien p(mdr6, 
and with bhek satin breeehes — ^bat they are giving new 
wings and red satin breeehes to the good old hostel too, 
and destroying a gallery with a very rich ceiling; and 
nothing will remain of ancient but the fronts and an hundred 
jnooldy portraiiSy among apostles, sibyls^ and kings of 
England. On Smiday I shall settle at Stmwbeny ; and 
then woe betide you on post-days I I cannot make news 
without straw. The Johnstonee are going to Bath for the 
healths of both; so Bichmond will be my only staple. 

Adieu, all three. 

\^ 
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